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ROYAL    GEORGTE 

CHAPTER   I 

HIS   MOST  GRACIOUS   MAJESTY 

IN  a  small  but  snug  dining-room,  the  wall  hung  round  with 
guns,  horsewhips,  fox  masks  and  pads,  and  upholstered 
with  mahogany  and  leather,  sat  four  gentlemen  who  had  just 
finished  their  dinner,  and  were  prepared  for  the  flourish  and 
finish  of  dessert. 

The  white  cloth  had  been  removed,  green  plates  repre- 
senting vine-leaves  had  been  placed  before  them,  in  each  of 
which  stood  a  blue  glass  bowl,  part  filled  with  water,  a  small 
quadrangular  crochet  net  intervening  between  the  glass  and 
the  earthenware. 

Nuts,  apples,  oranges,  and  brandy-cherries  formed  the 
dessert. 

The  fumes  of  roast  goose  with  sage-and-onion  stuffing  still 
hung  about  the  room,  though,  to  the  goose,  plum-pudding 
had  succeeded,  together  with  mince-pies,  both  steeped  in 
brandy.  A  diner  who  sat  motionless  did  not  perceive  the 
savour ;  but  should  he  turn  his  head,  then  the  smell  of  goose 
was  drawn  across  his  face  and  thrust  itself  up  his  nostrils. 

Heavy  cut-glass  decanters,  containing  port  and  sherry,  in 
silver  circular  trays,  stood  on  the  table ;  but  on  one  side,  in 
the  centre,  before  the  host,  space  had  been  made  to  receive 
something  even  better  than  the  best  of  good  wines. 

As  goose  is  indigestible  and  onion  self-assertive,  the  four 
diners  had  drunk  freely  to  facilitate  the  operation  of  the 
I 


2  ROYAL   GEORGIE 

gastric  juices  ;  for  the  digestion  in  man  is  held  to  be  of  that 
inert  character  which  cannot  be  roused  to  do  its  duty  un- 
stimulated, nor  to  continue  in  the  exercise  of  its  functions 
without  incessant  nudging. 

Three  of  the  gentlemen  were  flushed  with  wine ;  the  fourth, 
the  master  of  the  feast,  had  a  face  that  never  reddened,  but 
became  glazed.  He  was  a  clergyman,  wearing  a  loosely  made 
black  dress  coat  with  a  rolling  collar,  a  very  open  waistcoat 
disclosing  a  frill,  high  shirt-collar,  and  much  display  of  white 
kerchief. 

His  brow  was  lofty,  white,  and  polished  as  a  billiard  ball. 
His  eyebrows  and  hair  were  very  light  straw  colour,  and  his 
eyes  of  an  icy  blue.  The  nose  was  well  formed,  the  upper 
portion  of  his  face  refined,  but  the  jaw  was  ponderous  and 
the  mouth  fleshy. 

The  face  was  not  bad,  but  unpleasant ;  the  expression  was 

acrid. 

Every  now  and  then  the  flabby  lips  moved  and  quivered, 
as  he  felt  impelled  to  utter  a  sentiment,  but  he  usually  checked 
himself;  the  thought  that  had  leaped  to  his  lips  died  there 
unexpressed,  as  his  steely  eyes  sought  and  probed  the  faces 
of  those  who  sat  at  his  table. 

But  when  the  conversation  had  dropped,  and  a  silence  had 
fallen  on  all  present,  then  he  drew  a  long  breath,  fumbled 
with  his  wine-glass,  and  said — 

"  Gentlemen,  to-day,  on  the  first  anniversary  of  the  acces- 
sion of  His  Most  Gracious  Majesty" — his  voice  assumed  a 
tone  of  bitterness  as  he  applied  the  usual  attributes  to  the 
l^ing — "the  first  accession  of  His  Most  Gracious  Majesty, 
George  the  Fourth,  so  soon  as  my  ward,  the  Hebe  to  our 
Olympian  board,  shall  bring  in  the  punch,  I  shall  propose 
the  toast  which  you  all,  as  loyal  subjects,  will  drink  with 
respect,  and  with  due  honours,  standing." 

Then  suddenly  lapsing  from  the  formal  tone  to  one  of 
colloquialism,  he  added,  "Though,  by  heaven  and  the  bird 
of  Jove,  to  me  the  Royal  graciousness  is  as  the  splendour  of 
the  sun  to  the  blind  man— a  thing  to  be  believed  in  on  the 
testimony  of  others,  not  to  be  perceived  oneself." 

•'The  sun  shines  alike  on  the  seeing  and  on  the  blind,"  said 
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a  gentleman  on  the  right  hand  of  the  host,  "  but  the  perceptive 
faculty  may  be  lacking  here  and  there." 

"It  is  not  so  with  me,"  said  the  parson,  " if  for  perceptive 
you  substitute  receptive.  Receive  I  can,  but  nothing  is  given. 
See  me,  like  Noah  shut  into  the  Ark,  but  unlike  Noah,  in  that 
with  him  went  clean  beasts  by  sevens  and  the  unclean  in  pairs. 
\\'ith  me  it  is  the  reverse." 

"And  much  you  would  feel  in  your  element  among  clean 
beasts,"  said  a  man  on  the  left,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Here  am  I,"  continued  the  parson,  disregarding  the  remark, 
"  dropped  into  this  inaccessible  valley  like  Aladdin  into  that 
of  diamonds,  but  there  be  no  diamonds  here,  only  bones. 
Inaccessible  !  Inexcessible,  I  mean,  for  there  is  no  getting 
out  of  it.  Here  I  am,  and  the  only  fellow-beings  whom  one 
can  associate  with  are  yourselves,  gentlemen  and  fellow-sufferers, 
waifs  cast  on  this  inhospitable  shore,  criminals  transported  to 
a  remote  region  out  of  the  stream  of  life,  out  of  the  very  sound 
of  the  voices  of  the  world."  He  turned  to  a  tall,  dapper,  thin 
man  on  his  right,  with  keen  eyes  under  bushy  brown  brows. 
"And  you,  Sir  Thomas,  you  are  in  the  like  condition  to 
myself." 

"  Pardon  rae,  not  in  the  same  condition,  though  in  a  similar 
position — for  I  strive  to  accommodate  myself  to  the  place,  and 
make  the  best  of  it.  You  do  but  writhe,  and  growl,  and  quarrel 
with  your  surroundings." 

"  What  else  would  you  have  me  do  ? "  exclaimed  the 
Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby.  "  I  am  a  man  who  have  been 
bred  about  court,  accustomed  to  society,  have  lived  in  the 
flush  of  town  life.  Here  am  I  cast  as  a  prisoner  down  an 
oubliette.'" 

"Well,  Thirkleby,  you  have  your  tithe  to  amuse  yourself 
with  getting  in,  and  then  spending." 

"  Tithe  !  A  beggarly  pittance  !  Is  there  sport — is  there 
not  humiliation  to  a  gentleman  of  my  fine-strung  nerve  and 
high  temperament  to  be  badgering  bumpkins  ?  And  spend  ! 
How  can  one  spend  where  there  are  no  pleasures  to  be 
bought  ? " 

"  I  am  the  worst  served,"  said  a  moon-faced  man,  with  black 
mutton-chop  whiskers,  and  restless  dark  eyes.     "I  lent  the 
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prince  fifteen  thousand  pounds,  and  was  paid  with  a  lease  of 
fifteen  thousand  acres  for  ninety-nine  years,  at  a  nominal  rent 
of  half  a  crown.  By  Jove  !  I  was  assured  it  was  an  estate  in 
Devon,  which  was  the  garden  of  England,  and  that  the  climate 
was  comparable  to  that  of  the  south  of  France,  and  I  accejjted 
with  alacrity — then  found  myself  the  possessor  of  a  desolate 
waste  of  bog  and  stone,  elevated  into  the  land  of  clouds.  I 
have  spent  eight  thousand  pounds  since  I  have  been  here, 
walling  in  my  estate,  building  lodges,  running  a  road  of  a  mile 
and  a  half  long,  and  beginning  a  wing  of  my  mansion.  By 
heaven !  I  might  just  as  well  have  cast  my  money  into 
Charybdis,  that  swallows  and  yields  nothing.  Not  one  penny 
return  shall  I  see  for  my  twenty-three  thousand  i)Ounds." 

"  HuUett ! "  said  the  fourth,  a  man  with  a  face  flaming  red, 
and  with  white  hair,  "you  have  not  been  such  a  confounded 
loser  as  myself.  I  bought  of  the  duchy  exclusive  privilege  to 
mine  for  tin  in  the  southern  half  of  the  moor.  I  paid  five-and- 
twenty  thousand  pounds  for  it — and  what  have  I  got  ?  Refuse 
heaps.     Refuse,  and  that  alone  !     Refuse,  sir  !  "     He  struck  the 

table  with  his  clenched  fist,  and  added,  "  Not  a ounce  of 

metal  in  it  all !  Heaps  only,  heaps  everywhere,  that  have  been 
turned  over  and  winnowed  a  hundred  times  already.  Done 
I  am — done  to  a  cinder  1  By  my  body  and  soul,  when  one 
deals  with  someone  at  the  top  of  the  scale,  one  does  not  expect 
to  be  choused  and  cheated.  One  does  not  expect  to  find  a 
blackleg  with  a  certain  ornament  about  it  that  should  adorn 
and  honour  a  gentleman.  Here  have  I  been  these  six  months 
chucking  away  good  money  after  bad,  searching  for  tin  and 
finding  none.  It  was  here  at  one  time,  I  daresay — the  old 
men's  works  proclaim  that.  The  Phoenicians  got  their  tin 
somewhere  hereabouts,  I  suppose.  But  what  I  do  know,  and 
that  to  my  cost — to  the  cost  of  some  twenty-five  thousand 
pounds — is,  that  they  carried  away  all,  and  left  none  behind." 

"  Davey,"  said  the  parson,  "  we  four  have  all  served  His 
Most  Gracious  Majesty  before  even  the  titles  of  Gracious  and 
Majesty  in  the  superlative  accrued  to  him.  We  have  served 
him  with  our  abilities,  our  time,  and  our  purses.  And  now 
that  we  can  be  of  no  further  use,  we  are  cast  aside  as  stale 
mistresses  and  unprofitable  servants.     It  is  the  old  story  of 
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Hal  the  prince  and  Henry  the  king — and  his  Falstaff,  Pym,  and 
Bardolph." 

"  What  I  maintain,  Tyrwhitt,"  said  HuUett,  who  was 
working  himself  into  livid  fury,  "  what  I  assert  and  maintain 
is,  that  we  owe  you  something  for  this.  You  have  been  the 
reverse  of  Dives  in  the  parable.  He  sought  to  keep  his 
brethren  out  of  the  pickle  into  which  he  had  floundered, 
whereas  you  have  exerted  your  persuasive  powers  to  lure  us 
into  the  same  detestable  place." 

"There  is  much  to  be  made  out  of  the  moor,"  said  Sir 
Thomas,  maintaining  his  temper. 

"  Yes,  by  such  as  yourself,  as  Warden  of  the  Stannaries," 
roared  Davey.     "A  fine  elevation  at  which  to  catch  gulls." 

"And  it  was  by  your  advice,"  said  Hullett,  leaning  across 
the  board,  and  spluttering  with  rage,  "  acting  on  your  counsel, 
that  I  closed  with  the  offer  of  the  fifteen  thousand  acres.  Not 
a  word  was  breathed  to  me  that  they  were  situated  fifteen 
hundred  feet  above  the  sea." 

"You  are  wrong  in  thinking  that  you  have  been  deceived," 
said  Sir  Thomas  coolly;  "you  can  grow  flax." 

"  Grow  ? — but  how  ?  Short  as  my  bristles  when  I  have  not 
shaved  for  a  week.     Who  will  buy  fibre  like  that  ?  " 

"Then  oats." 

"Grow,  yes — ripen,  never!"  Hullett  uttered  an  oath — "I 
have  been  fairly  bubbled  by  a  " — 

"  Hist !  "  said  the  parson,  "  be  careful  of  your  words." 

"  Am  not  I  to  squeak  when  pinched  that  the  life  is  pressed 
out  of  me  ?  " 

"  Or  I  ?  "  shouted  Davey. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  leaning  back  in 
his  chair  and  folding  his  arms,  "  you  have  none  of  you  been 
bubbled.  Here  are  two  hundred  square  miles  of  virgin  soil, 
a  country  undiscovered  and  untested,  in  the  very  midst  of  our 
culture  and  civilisation.  It  cries  out  to  be  colonised  and 
utilised ;  more  than  half  of  this  region  belongs  to  the  Crown, 
and  has  belonged  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  to  His  Majesty, 
as  appanage  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  Columbus  found 
the  New  World,  and  I  flatter  myself  that  I  have  invented 
Dartmoor.    Was  Columbus  capable    at    first  of  gauging    the 
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capabilities  of  America  ?     I  tell  you  that  the  New  World  has 
yet  "— 

"By  the  frown  of  Zeus,  Tyrwhitt,"  interrupted  the  parson, 
"  this  accursed  region  has  been  abandoned  because  there  is 
nothing  to  be  made  out  of  it." 

"  Or  because  all  it  had  has  been  sifted  out  of  it,"  threw  in 
Davey. 

"  I,  vicar,"  said  the  knight,  "  have  more  trust  in  Providence 
than  have  you,  though  you  wear  its  livery.  This  huge  upland 
region,  I  hold,  was  not  created  without  a  purpose.  We  must 
exercise  patience,  use  discretion,  and  discover  its  capabilities." 

"  Manuring  it  with  our  gold,"  said  Hullett,  in  a  fume. 

"Some  capital  must  be  sunk,  but  that  is  inevitable  if  a  return 
be  desired.  We  may  make  mistakes  till  we  fmd  the  clue — but 
in  the  end  we  shall  discover  that  it  will  lead  up  to  a  fortune." 

"I  do  not  believe  a  word  of  it,"  burst  forth  Hullett.  "I 
shall  stop  my  works  at  Stannon.  I  cannot  afford  to  lose  more 
money." 

"  You  have  begun  at  the  wrong  end — mansion-building  with 
stately  lodges  and  stables  before  you  have  tested  what  the  soil 
will  do  for  you." 

"And  I  shall  throw  up  the  mines,"  said  Davey. 

"  You,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  turning  to  the  last  speaker,  "  you 
have  no  cause  to  complain.  Tin  has  abounded  here  from  the 
time  of  the  Phoenicians.  Tin  extracted  hence  made  Richard, 
Earl  of  Cornwall,  the  wealthiest  prince  in  Christendom,  and 
caused  his  election  to  be  emperor.  Tin,  extracted  hence, 
in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  paid  for  the  arms  that  drove  the 
Spaniards  from  our  shores.  All  the  methods  practised  by  the 
ancients  were  antiquated.  They  skimmed  the  surface,  they 
never  bored  into  the  arteries  of  the  body.  We,  with  our 
improved  methods,  with  our  advanced  science,  with  our 
mechanical  appliances,  should  obtain  bushels  where  they  con- 
tented themselves  with  grains.  As  to  you,  Hullett,  consider 
the  fatness  of  the  virgin  soil." 

"Oh,  the  soil  may  be  good,  but  the  climate  is  nought. 
Here  are  we  four  met  to-night.  Two  of  us  are  heavy  losers, 
and  two  are  gainers  by  transportation  to  this  British  Siberia." 

"  Do  you  dare  to  regard  me  as  a  gainer?"  said  the  parson. 
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"  Why  not  ?  Say  that  your  tithe  is  nothing,  you  have  the 
guardianship  of  your  niece." 

"  My  ward,  sir  !  " 

"  Oh,  we  all  know  who  she  is." 

"  If  you  know  so  little  of  your  own  affairs  as  to  fool  away 
twenty  thousand  pounds  and  more,  you  are  not  likely  to  know 
much  of  mine." 

"Zounds,  sir!  everyone  knows." 

"Knows  what?"  asked  the  parson,  closing  his  lips  tightly, 
and  his  steely  eyes  were  levelled  upon  HuUett  as  bayonet  points. 

"Come  now,  Thirkleby,  what  is  her  surname?  Has  she 
one?" 

The  vicar's  brow  became  suffused  with  moisture. 

"  I  refuse  to  answer  impertinent  questions,"  was  his  reply,  in 
a  hard  voice. 

"She  is  no  daughter  of  your  brother,  if  you  have  one,"  said 
HuUett  in  his  irritation  and  stupidity  caused  by  drink,  regard- 
less of  the  unseemliness  of  his  behaviour  to  the  host  at  whose 
table  he  sat. 

"  No,"  said  Thirkleby ;  "  I  have  no  brother." 

"  Yet  she  is  Georgina  Thirkleby  ;  is  she  your  sister's  child  ?  " 

The  parson  dashed  his  glass  of  port  wine  in  the  face  of  the 
questioner.  Hullett  sprang  to  his  feet  with  an  oath,  seized 
a  silver  -  branched  candlestick,  and  whirled  it  as  a  weapon, 
showering  the  molten  wax  over  his  coat,  and  casting  the 
candles  upon  the  table.  He  swung  his  body  back,  so  as  to 
level  a  blow  at  the  vicar. 

At  that  moment  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  a  tall, 
handsome  girl  entered,  bearing  a  steaming  bowl  of  punch. 

Instantly  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  leaped  to  his  feet — 

"  Hullett !  Hold  off,  you  madman  !  Stay  him,  Davey  !  In 
the  house  of  his  host !     A  quarrel  is  an  indecency  !     Here  !  " 

He  stretched  his  long  arm  across  the  table,  and  wrenched 
the  candlestick  from  the  hand  of  Hullett,  whose  face  was 
dripping  and  his  shirt-front  stained  with  port. 

"  Here  ! "  shouted  he.  "  Gentlemen,  a  toast !  a  toast !  To 
Royal  Georgie  ! " 

He  turned,  lifted  his  wineglass,  and  bowed  towards  the 
maiden  with  the  upraised  bowl. 
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llullett  staggered,  recovered  his  equipoise,  turned  round, 
saw  the  gir],  instantly  snatched  up  his  glass,  flourished  it  above 
his  head,  spilling  its  contents  over  his  hair  and  collar,  and 
shouted,  "  The  Accession  Day  !  I  kiss  her  hand.  The  Blood 
Royal ! " 

"  Set  down  the  punch-bowl ! "  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  I  gave 
Royal  Georgie  only." 

Davey  had  heaved  himself  from  his  seat. 

He,  like  Hullett,  was  half  tipsy.  He  assumed  a  courtly  air, 
and  reeled  forward.  From  his  side  of  the  table  rolled  Hullett, 
and  each,  regardless  that  the  girl's  hands  were  engaged  holding 
the  bowl,  sought  to  disengage  one  on  either  side,  to  kiss  it. 

"  Uncle  !  "  exclaimed  the  girl. 

But  the  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby  remained  leaning  back 
in  his  chair,  motionless,  his  two  hands  gripping  the  table ;  and 
he  said  never  a  word. 

"  Uncle,"  she  cried  again,  not  so  much  in  alarm  as  in  wrath, 
di.sgust,  contempt ;  and  she  dashed  between  her  tipsy  adorers, 
sending  them  reeling  from  her,  and  set  the  bowl  on  the  table 
with  such  violence  that  it  cracked,  and  the  steaming,  savoury, 
generous  liquor  gushed  forth,  suffused  the  polished  board,  and 
poured  down  upon  the  floor. 

Then,  turning  sharply  about,  she  left  the  room. 


"  TO   KOYAL    GEORGIE  !  " 


CHAPTER   II 

"THE  WILDERNESS  AND  SOLITARY  PLACE" 

SIR  THOMAS  TYRWHITT,  formerly  Usher  of  the  Black 
Rod,  had  been  a  favourite  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and 
had  served  him  in  many  capacities,  had  helped  him  in  his 
financial  difficulties,  and  had  been  a  companion  in  his  orgies. 
He  was  a  man  of  polished  exterior,  courtly  manners,  and  con- 
siderable adroitness.  But  he  was  more  than  that;  he  was  a 
far-seeing  man,  with  a  head  full  of  schemes,  and  with  a  per- 
suasive tongue,  which  enabled  him  to  convince  others  that  his 
schemes  were  practicable.  The  prince,  when  he  became 
regent,  had  made  him  Steward  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall  and 
Warden  of  his  Stannaries,  with  the  object  of  extorting  out  of 
both  as  much  money  as  could  be  wrung,  so  as  to  meet  His 
Royal  Highness's  recurring  financial  difficulties,  and,  by  reliev- 
ing him  from  pressing  liabilities,  enable  him  to  plunge  with 
light  heart  into  others  that  were  fresh.  Sir  Thomas  had 
planted  him'jelf  on  one  of  the  wildest  portions  of  the  wild 
upland  region  of  Dartmoor,  had  built  himself  a  mansion  which, 
in  honour  of  his  master,  he  named  Prince's  Hall ;  and  this  was 
a  convincing  evidence  of  his  sincerity,  for  there  were  plenty  of 
pleasant  places  lying  low  by  shining  waters,  in  grassy  lawns 
and  embowered  in  trees,  that  belonged  to  the  extensive  territory 
pertaining  to  the  duchy  ;  but  he  turned  his  back  on  these  to 
create  a  new  world  where  there  was  nothing.  Louis  xiv. 
converted  a  sandy  waste  into  a  Versailles,  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt 
established  as  the  nucleus  of  his  new  creation  —  a  prison. 
This  establishment  was  designed  to  contain  the  captives  taken 
in  the  great  European  war.     Where  prisoners  were,  there,  Sir 
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Thomas  argued,  must  be  officials,  warders,  and  military. 
Where  were  these  latter,  there  must  also  be  shops  from  which 
they  could  supply  themselves  with  necessaries.  And  thus  far 
he  was  not  wrong  in  his  calculations.  There  came  into  exist- 
ence that  disconsolate,  hideous  assemblage  of  houses,  tarred 
to  keep  out  the  rain,  and  looking  like  a  colony  in  deepest 
mourning,  which,  also  in  honour  of  His  Royal  Highness,  he 
named  Prince  Town. 

Unfortunately  for  Sir  Thomas's  calculation,  the  European 
war  came  to  an  end ;  Buonaparte  was  dismissed  to  St.  Helena, 
the  prisoners  of  war  were  sent  home,  and  life  at  Prince  Town 
suffered  sudden  arrest.  But  Sir  Thomas  never  despaired,  and, 
to  some  extent,  his  anticipations  have  been  realised.  The 
world  does  not  stand  still.  At  the  beginning  of  the  century 
there  was  one  general  store  at  Prince  Town  ;  a  century  has 
passed  and  there  are  now  two. 

Sir  Thomas  had  erected  an  hotel,  to  which  an  occasional 
visitor  came  on  constraint,  upon  business.  His  business 
ended,  he  turned  his  back  on  this  rain-lashed,  fog-enveloped, 
wind-blown  settlement. 

Sir  Thomas  saw  that  the  wilderness  could  not  be  made  to 
blossom  as  a  rose,  unless  it  were  made  accessible  by  roads, 
and  he  had  excellent  highways  engineered  athwart  it ;  but 
the  roads  saw  little  traffic  ;  and  if  they  served  to  bring  the 
crawling  visitor  to  his  town,  their  excellence  accelerated  his 
retreat. 

Sir  Thomas  was  of  a  sanguine  temperament.  He  was 
convinced  that  the  elevated  plateau  of  Dartmoor,  which, 
after  a  fashion,  he  may  be  said  to  have  discovered,  was 
calculated  to  become  an  El  Dorado,  if  properly  ex- 
ploited. With  a  confidence  that  was  wholly  sincere,  and, 
of  course,  with  the  purpose  of  increasing  the  value  of  his 
royal  master's  duchy,  he  laboured  to  induce  capitalists  to 
embark  in  speculations  connected  with  the  moor;  but  the 
event  showed  that  he  had  lured  them,  one  and  all,  to  their 
ruin. 

The  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby  had  been  chaplain  to  the 
Prince  of  Wales  till,  in  1811,  the  latter  had  been  appointed 
regent,  whereupon  the  Reverend  Josiah  was  dismissed  to  an 
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incumbency  far  from  town — in  a  word,  to  Wellcombe  in  the 
moor  and  out  of  the  world ;  possibly — with  the  exception  of 
Lundy  Isle — the  situation  the  least  desirable  to,  or  desired  by, 
such  a  man  as  Mr.  Thirkleby. 

Wellcombe  lies  in  a  valley  between  lofty  ridges  and  extensive 
stretches  of  moorland,  from  which  it  was  not  possible  to  escape 
by  following  the  river,  as  the  Wellburn  that  flows  through  the 
valley  debouches  through  a  gorge.  The  sole  means  of  exit  is 
by  ascent  up  roads  like  torrent  tracks  at  the  incline  of  a 
church  roof,  and  these  lead  to  desolate  stretches  of  wilderness, 
strewn  with  "clatters"  of  granite,  and  treacherous  with 
unfathomed  morasses.  In  itself  the  valley  is  not  amiss.  It  is 
an  oasis  in  the  desert.  Owing  to  the  contraction  of  the  throat 
of  the  valley,  at  some  former  period  it  had  been  a  lake,  till 
filled  up  with  granite  detritus,  and  on  this  rubble  the  earth  Hes 
deep,  lush  with  the  greenest  grass,  and  sycamores  grow  in  it  to 
magnificent  proportions.  It  is  sheltered  from  east  and  west 
winds ;  but  the  walls  of  moor  that  cut  off  the  gales  also  shut 
out  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun,  and  shorten  the  day  to  the 
inhabitants. 

Almost  every  parish  has  contiguous  parishes  that  maintain 
resident  squires  and  parsons.  But  Wellcombe  is,  and  always 
was,  exceptional  in  this  particular.  To  the  west  lies  Lydford, 
a  parish  that  comprises  sixty  thousand  acres,  and  it  is  a  day's 
journey  to  the  parsonage  house ;  one,  moreover,  always  held 
— as  it  was  but  a  cottage,  and  the  value  of  the  living  nought — 
by  an  absentee  in  the  duchy  incumbency  elsewhere — usually 
in  another  county.  On  the  other  sides  the  ragged  tors,  the 
bogs,  and  the  heathery  moors  are  crossed  by  tracks,  not  roads, 
making  visiting  a  matter  of  danger  and  difficulty,  only  to  be 
attempted  in  summer.  The  nearest  town  was  itself  in  a  state 
of  inanition  at  the  beginning  of  the  century.  Ashburton  had 
once  been  the  seat  of  a  flourishing  wool  trade,  but  the 
invention  of  the  power-loom  had  killed  the  business,  and 
the  town  had  sunk  into  that  languor  that  usually  precedes 
death. 

Ashburton  is  actually  but  twelve  miles  distant,  but  such 
miles  —  of  desperate  scramble  to  attain  a  great  height, 
whence  the  traveller  is  exposed  to  the  furious  gales  that  rush 
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from  the  Atlantic,  and  where  there  is  not  a  particle  of 
shelter. 

As  chaplain  to  the  prince  the  Reverend  Josiah  would  have 
held  a  position  diliicuU  and  distressing  had  he  been  a 
conscientious  man.  That  prince  was  not  remarkable  for 
personal  piety,  deep  convictions,  and  moral  rectitude.  But 
Mr.  Thirkleby  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  and  too  little 
of  a  Christian  to  rebuke  his  royal  master  for  his  laxity 
of  living.  There  is  nothing  more  kindly  received  than  such 
neglect  when  the  duty  consists  in  a  reminder  that  is  un- 
pleasant. 

The  Reverend  Josiah  had  taken  part  in  that  dissipation, 
extravagance,  and  disregard  of  responsibilities  which  is 
pleasantly  called  "  life."  It  had  been  his  dream  that,  on  the 
coming  to  the  throne  of  his  royal  master,  he  would  be 
rewarded  for  his  service  and  servility  with  a  deanery,  at  the 
least  with  a  canonry. 

For  reasons  that  had  been  hinted  at  rather  than  expressed, 
he  had  been  translated  from  court  and  dropped  into  this 
isolated  spot,  the  spot  of  all  others  least  open  to  observation, 
where,  having  no  neighbours,  his  conduct  and  his  household 
would  be  less  open  to  criticism  and  question  than  in  any  other 
in  Great  Britain. 

When  the  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby  came  to  Wellcombe 
he  brought  with  him  a  young  girl  whom  he  called  his  ward. 
Her  Christian  name  was  Georgina,  and  she  addressed  the 
vicar  as  uncle.  She  was  then  but  eight  years  old.  The  vicar 
was  unmarried,  and  never  had  possessed  a  wife.  He  gave  out, 
casually,  indifferently,  that  the  child,  though  a  relative,  was 
not  actually  his  niece  ;  but  always  in  a  tone  that  showed  that 
he  was  sovereignly  indifferent  to  what  people  thought  about 
their  relations.  It  was  not  till  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  had 
settled  at  Prince's  Hall,  and  that  some  men  about  town  and 
court  had  paid  him  a  visit  there,  and  had  ridden  across  the 
moor  to  call  on  the  Reverend  Josiah,  that  rumours  began  to 
circulate  about  the  girl,  attributing  to  her  an  origin  very 
different  from  that  hitherto  supposed. 

It  was  now  remembered  that  Mr.  Thirkleby  on  his  arrival 
had  shown  himself  very  flush  of  money,  and  that  his  manner 
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of  living  had  been  wholly  out  of  proportion  to  the  modest 
income  derived  from  the  parish.  He  had  disdained  to  occupy 
the  vicarage  and  to  put  his  head  under  its  thatched  roof,  and 
had  purchased  the  Manor — or  that  relic  of  it  which  remained, 
and  which  was  without  a  house  upon  it.  Thereon  he  had 
built  himself  a  square  mansion  in  the  tasteless  style  of  the 
Regency,  which,  if  not  beautiful,  was  at  least  roomy  and 
conmiodious.  The  vicarage  he  had  converted  into  cottages, 
and  had  let. 

Those  who  thought  about  him  at  all,  such  as  saw  him 
occasionally  in  the  market  town,  wondered  why  a  man  of 
means,  high  in  favour  at  court,  should  bury  himself  in  the 
midst  of  Dartmoor.  They  asked  how  it  was  that  when  the 
Crown  had  good  livings  at  its  disposal,  the  Reverend  Josiah 
Thirkleby,  chaplain  to  the  prince,  should  be  given  a  dean- 
and-chapter  living ;  and  it  was  then  recalled  that  simultane- 
ously with  the  presentation  of  Thirkleby  to  Wellcombe,  a  fat 
Crown  living  had  been  offered  to  the  son  of  the  Dean  of 
Exeter.  A  job  had  clearly  been  perpetrated,  but  for  what 
purpose  ? 

Folk  looked  hard  at  Georgina,  and  shook  their  heads. 
She,  they  said,  was  the  key  to  the  mystery.  Some  intimated 
that  they  could  trace  a  resemblance  in  the  profile  of  the  daring, 
high-spirited  young  girl,  to  that  which  adorned  the  new  coinage. 
Whereat  others  laughed  derisively,  and  asked  what  possible 
likeness  there  could  be  between  an  obese,  elderly,  and  worn- 
out  boti  vivant  and  a  young,  fresh,  and  innocent  maiden,  slim 
as  a  willow  wand. 

The  Reverend  Josiah  had  parted  with  what  scruples  of 
conscience  he  possessed  when  he  had  danced  attendance  on 
the  prince.  Then  no  other  duties  had  devolved  on  him  than 
saying  grace  at  table  on  state  occasions,  and  occasionally 
reading  prayers  on  Sunday.  When  he  arrived  to  take  charge 
of  a  rural  parish,  he  was  troubled  with  no  sense  of  responsi- 
bility for  the  souls  committed  to  him  to  pasture ;  he  held  that 
he  satisfied  the  requirements  of  the  Church  if  he  said  prayers 
and  preached  weekly.  His  parishioners  he  left  to  follow  their 
lawless  wills,  and  be  led  by  their  turbulent  passions,  unre- 
strained and  unreproved.     In  this  he  was  impartial ;  that  he 
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neglected  his  humble  charge  as  thoroughly,  in  this  particular, 
as  he  had  fallen  short  towards  the  highest,  to  whom  he  had 
been  chaplain. 

Nevertheless,  the  vicar  maintained  a  certain  external 
decorum,  not,  it  is  to  be  surmised,  out  of  any  other  considera- 
tion than  a  desire  to  appear  without  offence  in  the  eye  of  the 
public,  the  only  eye  he  ever  considered.  It  cannot  be  said 
that  Mr.  Thirklel^y  disl)elieved  in  the  creed  he  professed.  He 
did  not  trouble  himself  to  think  about  it.  It  was  a  matter  of 
indifference  to  him  whether  it  were  true  or  false. 

\Vhat  he  lived  for,  the  goal  of  his  ambition,  was  preferment, 
and  that  to  a  stall  in  some  cathedral  city,  where  he  might 
meet  with  congenial  spirits,  men  of  culture,  and  where,  above 
all,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  enjoy  himself.  Such 
was  the  man  to  whom  was  entrusted  the  bringing  up  of  a 
young  and  impressionable  maiden. 

A  child  gauges  the  character  of  those  with  whom  it  has  to 
do  with  unerring  instinct,  independent  of  reason. 

Georgie  grew  up  without  either  res[)ect  or  love  for  her 
"uncle."  At  first  she  regarded  him  with  awe,  fearing  him, 
but  now  she  feared  him  no  longer.  He  invariably  paid  her  a 
sort  of  courtly  deference.  He  had  never  stooped  to  play  with 
her ;  never  concerned  himself  to  teach  her  anything,  least  of 
all  what  belongs  to  religion.  She  had  been  allowed  to  grow 
up  almost  wild,  schooled  but  slightly  in  early  childhood, 
unchecked,  undirected,  unencouraged,  imperfectly  educated,  a 
creature  of  caprice  and  passion.  He  had  not  concerned  him- 
self about  her  present,  and  gave  no  thoughts  to  her  future, 
save  as  it  might  affect  himself. 

Of  late  he  had  come  to  regard  her  with  veiled  dislike,  which, 
however  skilfully  disguised,  she  was  keen  to  perceive.  'I'his 
dislike  was  due,  perhaps,  to  the  fact  that  it  was  humiliating  to 
his  pride  to  discover  that  he  had  been  seen  through  by  a  child, 
weighed  in  her  imperfectly  adjusted  balances,  and  found 
wanting.  Perhaps,  if  what  was  whispered  relative  to  her  and 
himself  were  true,  he  resented  being  relegated  on  her  account 
to  Wellcombe,  out  of  the  world,  and  cut  off  from  the  associ- 
ates whom  he  took  pleasure  in  meeting,  and  from  the  pleasures 
which  alone  made  life  supportable.     Existence — it  was  not  life 
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— in  Wellcombe  was  intolerable  to  a  man  of  his  parts, 
accustomed  to  society  that  was  socially,  though  not  intellectu- 
ally, brilliant.  His  position  had  become  slightly  easier  since 
Hullett  and  Davey  had  come  to  reside  within  reach,  but  with 
neither  was  the  Reverend  Josiah  on  familiar  terms.  These 
men  were  not  the  butterflies  of  a  court,  but  the  beetles  of 
commerce.  To  talk  with  them  of  old  court  scandals  was  to 
converse  about  persons  of  whom  they  knew  nothing.  And, 
worst  of  all,  they  could  tell  him  no  news  of  those  with  whom 
he  had  been  acquainted.  The  Londoner  feels  that  he  is  in  a 
strange  atmosphere  if  three  or  four  smuts  do  not  fall  on  his 
nose  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  and  into  this  moorland  valley 
dropped  none  of  the  anecdotes,  innuendoes,  that  rained  on 
him  daily  when  in  town. 

The  seclusion  of  Wellcombe  had  not  encouraged  among 
the  inhabitants  the  patriarchal  and  primitive  virtues.  On  the 
contrary,  it  had  fostered  an  independent  spirit  that  disregarded 
every  restraint,  for  it  acknowledged  none,  and  assumed  a 
character  of  insolence  to  outsiders. 

The  people  were  grossly  superstitious  at  the  same  time  that 
they  were  utterly  irreligious.  They  were  suspicious  of  in- 
truders, and  disliked  such  as  belonged  to  another  class  than 
their  own. 

The  vicar  had  been  received  with  coldness,  which  gave  way 
when  they  found  that  he  had  no  thought  of  interfering  with 
their  vices.  They  showed  him  little  outward  respect ;  but  he, 
on  his  part,  did  not  expect  or  require  it  of  them.  What  were 
they  to  him  but  a  set  of  ignorant  clodhoppers  whose  opinion 
he  did  not  value  at  a  rush.  It  might  have  been  supposed  that 
when  the  strange  rumour  circulated  relative  to  the  exalted 
parentage  of  Georgina,  the  people  would  have  been  pleased 
and  proud  to  have  her  in  their  valley,  a  flower — and  a  very 
comely  one — in  their  wilderness.  On  the  contrary,  they  took 
alarm  and  resented  her  presence  as  an  intrusion,  as  one  by 
means  of  whom  the  outer  world  would  possibly  some  day  be 
brought  to  take  some  notice  of  them  and  of  their  doings. 
And  suspicion  is  twin-sister  to  aversion. 

As  Georgina  left  the  dining-room  her  cheek  flamed  and  her 
eyes  gleamed  with   anger.     She   passed  quickly  through  the 
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kitchen,  and  said  to  the  housekeeper,  "  I  have  broken  tlic 
great  bowl  and  have  si)ill  the  punch.  I  care  not  that  !" — she 
snapped  her  fingers.  "  I  shall  go  to  Alse  ! "  Without  another 
word,  without  shawl  or  hat,  though  it  was  midwinter,  without  a 
lantern,  though  it  was  night,  she  left  the  house. 


CHAPTER  III 
SIR  THOMAS 

GEORGINA  ran  along  the  road,  under  a  starry  sky,  in  an 
air  crisp  with  frost.  She  did  not  dread  encountering 
anyone.  The  lane — it  was  that  rather  than  road — was  haunted 
by  a  black  calf  with  goggle  eyes  that  rose  out  of  a  grave  in  the 
churchyard,  leaped  the  wall,  and  trotted  along  the  way  after 
any  foot  passenger. 

Georgina  was  not  without  superstitious  fears,  but  in  her  excite- 
ment she  gave  at  the  moment  no  thought  to  the  churchyard  calf. 

As  she  ran  on,  the  cool  air  on  her  brow  soothed  her,  the 
stars  shone  so  calmly  that  her  anger  abated.  She  desisted 
from  running,  and  walked.  A  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the 
Manor  House  was  the  cottage  of  Alse  Grylls,  towards  which 
she  had  directed  her  steps. 

She  saw  a  red  glow  through  the  rift,  for  the  door  was  ajar, 
and  the  flicker  through  the  tiny  windows.  But  she  did  not 
enter  at  once ;  she  walked  past  the  cottage,  turned,  repassed 
it,  and  turned  again.  The  tears  were  coursing  down  her 
cheeks.  To  the  anger  that  had  flamed  in  her  heart,  succeeded 
a  sense  of  desolation. 

Was  there  ever  a  girl  so  lonely  as  herself,  without  father  or 
mother,  with  no  relatives  save  an  uncle  who,  as  he  declared, 
was  not  her  uncle,  was  naught  but  a  guardian. 

Every  plant  had  the  fibres  of  its  root  spreading  around  it ; 
she  had  no  attachments.  Every  child  had  someone  to  whom 
it  could  turn  as  relative ;  she  was  without  kindred.  Who  she 
was,  whence  she  came,  why  she  was  placed  with  the  Reverend 
Josiah  she  did  not  know. 
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Insinuations,  jokes,  were  bandied  at  her  expense.  These 
she  heard  without  understanding  them.  She  had  no  girl 
friends,  never  had  companions.  She  had  clung  to  her  horse 
as  nearer  and  dearer  to  her  than  any  human  being.  Thoughts 
had  tossed  in  her  brain,  feelings  had  boiled  in  her  heart,  and 
she  had  been  unable  to  give  them  expression.  There  were 
none  to  understand,  none  to  sympathise  with,  none  to  pity  her. 

She  was  growing  into  womanhood.  Imaginations,  dreams 
troubled  her ;  she  did  not  know  whether  her  fancies  had  any 
reality  in  them,  whether  her  dreams  were  the  penumbra  of 
truth. 

There  was  one,  and  one  person  only,  with  whom  she  was 
at  all  open,  and  that  was  Alse  Grylls,  whom  she  called  granny 
because  the  woman  was  old,  not  because  there  was  any 
relationship  subsisting  between  them. 

The  woman  could  read  and  write,  and  was  eager  to  possess 
and  to  devour  books  ;  but  what  she  took  in  remained,  un- 
assimilated,  in  a  jumble  in  her  brain. 

Yet  the  fact  of  her  having  read  books  was  sufficient  to  cause 
her  to  be  regarded  with  mistrust,  and  to  be  considered  a  wise 
woman.  The  cottage  door  was  ajar,  because  through  the 
stunted  chimney  the  smoke  could  not  otherwise  escape.  This 
was  a  general  defect,  and  for  generations  the  inconvenience 
had  been  endured  without  an  attempt  at  remedying  it  by 
giving  height  to  the  chimney.  In  a  climate  less  mild  this 
would  have  been  intolerable.  But  the  peasant  in  the  west  of 
England  has  become  accustomed  thus  to  live  in  a  draught  as 
the  only  remedy  to  being  smothered  in  smoke. 

Presently,  when  a  little  calmed  down,  Georgie  passed 
through  the  doorway  without  tapping.  The  old  woman  was 
seated  in  the  chimney  nook,  knitting  and  smoking,  with  the 
red  glare  of  the  burning  peat  suffusing  her  face,  and  the 
scarlet  kerchief  bound  over  her  grizzled  hair  and  under  her 
chin  blazed  in  the  light  like  the  petals  of  a  poppy. 

Georgie  seated  herself  uninvited  on  a  stool  on  the  farther 
side  of  the  hearth.  The  old  woman  withdrew  her  pipe, 
straightened  her  back,  looked  at  her,  then  resumed  smoking 
and  let  her  shoulders  sink  again.  She  said  nothing,  waiting 
till  the  girl  should  speak. 
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Georgie  clasped  her  hands  about  a  knee,  having  crossed  her 
legs,  and  she  swayed  herself  in  quick  vibrations  in  the  firelight, 
looking  into  the  glowing  turves  with  knit  brows  and  clouded 
eyes. 

She  was  a  handsome  girl,  with  rich,  abundant  dark  hair,  a 
somew'hat  long  but  finely  shaped  face^  the  mouth  perhaps 
unduly  large,  but  firm  though  flexible. 

"  I  have  scat  the  big  bowl,"  she  said  shortly,  after  a  long 
continuance  of  silent  rocking. 

"  I  cannot  mend  cloam  [pottery],"  replied  the  woman, 
"  though  I  can  patch  hearts." 

Then  ensued  another  silence,  of  equally  long  continuance. 
This  was  finally  broken  by  Granny  Grylls,  who  said — 

"  It  is  not  for  the  scat  bowl  that  you  come  here  at  night, 
and  that  you  walked  three  times  by  my  door  without  coming 
in,  and  that  the  tears  be  still  glazing  your  cheeks." 

"  No,  granny,  it  is  not.     I  want  to  know  something." 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"They  called  me  'The  Blood  Royal'" 

"  Who  did  that  ? " 

"The  gentlemen  who  are  dining  with  uncle.  They  were 
tipsy,  or  I  should  have  taken  down  a  horsewhip  from  the  wall 
and  lashed  them  till  they  explained  their  meaning.  Now,  if  I 
go  back,  I  shall  find  them  drunk  under  the  table,  incapable  of 
speech.  What  did  they  mean  by  saluting  me  sometimes  as 
Blood  Royal  and  at  others  as  Royal  Georgie  ?  " 

"  Did  your  uncle  allow  it?  " 

"  He  sat  speechless." 

"What  he  will  not  explain,  that  it  is  not  for  me  to  talk 
about." 

Georgie  sprang  to  her  feet  and  paced  the  room ;  she  was 
angry  again. 

"  I  am  not  a  child,  I  will  know ! "  she  stamped.  "  I  am 
tormented  with  things  thrown  in  my  face — jests,  jibes ;  and  I 
hear  laughter  behind  my  back  at  some  things  passed  in 
whispers.  The  Wellcombe  folk  dislike  me,  and  I  do  not 
know  why,  and  my  uncle  hates  me.  No,  that  is  not  true ;  he 
looks  at  me  with  his  stony  blue  eyes  as  though  he  were  reckon- 
ing what  I  would  be  worth  to  him,  or  whether  he  would  not  be 


20  llOVAL    GEOIIGIE 

happier  with  mc  out  of  the  way.  What  does  all  this  mean  ? 
^Vhy  am  I  so  treated?  And  these  gentlemen,  why  did  they 
shout  out  '  The  Blood  Royal ! '  and  stumble  towards  me  to 
bend  their  knees  and  kiss  my  hand?  But  so  tipsy  were 
they,  that  they  would  have  fallen  on  their  noses  had  they 
knelt." 

Then  she  laughed ;  but  with  bitterness,  not  mirth,  in  the 
tone,  and  cut  the  laugh  short,  with  an  impatient  stamp  and 
jerk  of  her  elbows. 

"  I  am  not  a  child — I  will  know,"  she  repeated,  and  con- 
tinued pacing  the  cottage  floor. 

"  I  know  nothing,"  said  the  old  woman ;  "  no  one  knows 
aught  for  sure  and  certain — none  but  the  parson.  As  to  the 
talk  of  folk — what  is  that  worth  ?  " 

"  But  I  want  to  know  what  their  talk  is." 

"Oh,  they  have  their  silly  fancies." 

"  Tell  me  what  their  fancies  are,  and  I  can  judge  then  if 
they  be  silly." 

Granny  Grylls  hesitated. 

The  girl  arrested  her  steps,  swung  herself  round,  and  folded 
her  arms. 

"  Alse,  I  will  be  told.  You  shall  tell  me.  You  know  my 
way.  When  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  a  thing,  nothing  can 
move  me." 

"Ay,  you're  an  obstinate  wench." 

"I  will  be  told.  I  am  dangerous.  I  shall  go  mad  if  you 
do  not  speak  out." 

The  old  woman  removed  the  pipe  from  her  mouth,  and 
slowly  knocked  the  ashes  out  on  the  hearth.  Then  she  rested 
one  sharp  elbow  on  her  knee,  and  leaned  her  head  in  the  hand 
thus  raised,  and  steadily  looked  at  the  girl. 

"  Folk  tell — but,  lor'  a  mussy,  what  are  their  words  worth, 
living  here  in  this  lone  spot  ?  Folks  tell  that  you're  a  king's 
daughter — king  of  the  pixies,  maybe." 

"  No,"  said  Georgic,  "  not  the  child  of  any  pixy.  I  was  not 
born  on  Dartmoor." 

"Where,  then,  were  you  born?" 

"  I  do  not  know — I  know  nothing ;  but  uncle  brought  me 
here,  and  I  had  been  in  London  before  that.     Neither  he  nor 
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I  ever  set  foot  on  these  moors  till  we  came  here.  I  can 
remember;  I  was  at  school  in  London." 

"You  know  as  much  as  I  do." 

"  They  mean  that  I  am  the  king's  child,  the  daughter  of 
King  George.  I  am  sure  they  do.  I  begin  to  see  it  now. 
Then  my  mother  should  have  been  queen." 

"  Your  mother  is  dead  ;  and  Prince  George  was  not  king  till 
last  year.  And  he  has  a  queen  whom  he  has  driven  away — 
so  I  hear  tell." 

"  She  is  not  my  mother ;  I  was  born  before  he  married 
her.  I  saw  about  that  in  one  of  my  uncle's  newspapers." 
Then  suddenly,  "Why  should  the  one  daughter  be  Princess 
Charlotte  and  the  other  daughter  only  plain  Georgina?" 

"  Let  me  escort  you  home,  my  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  a 
voice  at  the  door.  "  I,  perhaps,  am  better  able  to  answer  your 
queries  than  this  ignorant  old  woman." 

Georgina  turned  herself  about  abruptly  and  saw  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt,  with  his  hat  off,  smiling  and  bowing. 

"Allow  me,"  said  he,  as  Georgina  did  not  answer  him, 
"allow  me  the  honour  of  conducting  you  back  to  your 
guardian's  house.  I  grieve  at  the  discourtesy  that  drove  you 
from  it." 

"  It  was  you  who  set  them  on." 

"I  solicit  your  forgiveness.  I  caught  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity that  presented  itself  to  stop  an  unseemly  quarrel.  I 
apologise." 

"  You  threw  me  to  those  intoxicated  gentry,  as  you  might 
cast  a  pillow  between  two  fighting  dogs.  It  was  courteous 
and  becoming  in  a  gentleman  and  a  knight !  I  thought  it  was 
the  prerogative  of  knights  to  succour  forlorn  damsels — but  we 
live  in  topsy-turvy  days." 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,  you  did  not  perhaps  perceive  the  urgency 
of  the  case.  Mr.  HuUett,  blinded  with  passion,  would  have 
brained  your  uncle  with  the  candlestick." 

"  Well,  it  is  over.     I  desire  no  further  excuses." 

She  went  outside  the  cottage. 

"  Suffer  me,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  to  offer  you  my  support." 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  Georgie,  "  I  do  not  need  a  stick." 

"  You  are  revenging  yourself  on  me." 
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"  I  never  forgive." 

They  walked  side  by  side  along  the  lane,  in  silence.  Pre- 
sently she  said,  "I  was  wrong  in  saying  that  I  never  forgive. 
I  sell  forgiveness  as  a  marketwoman  deals  in  eggs.  If  you 
care  for  mine — pay  me  my  price." 

"  And  that  price  is  a  frank  and  full  answer  to  your  dozen  of 
questions." 

"  You  have  guessed  aright." 

"Your  guardian  has,  I  presume,  told  you  nothing?" 

"  Nothing — absolutely." 

"Then  you  place  me  in  a  difficult  position." 

"Pardon  me;  you  have  placed  yourself  there — not  I.  It 
was  you  who  gave  the  toast  that  demands  explanation." 

"Let  us  avoid  names,  and  then  I  can  speak  freely,"  said 
Sir  Thomas.     "  Remember,  we  are  on  a  high  road." 

"  Oh,  there  are  none  here  to  overhear ;  it  is  the  run  of  the 
church-calf  till  midnight.     Tell  me  who  I  am." 

"Miss  Georgie,"  said  the  knight  in  a  kindly  tone,  "it  is 
right  that  you  should  know  something  of  the  nature  of  the 
talk  that  goes  on  respecting  you.  Whether  it  be  idle  specula- 
tion, whether  there  is  a  basis  of  truth,  how  much  of  it  is  truth, 
all  that  your  uncle  alone  can  say.  The  story  goes  that  one  in 
the  highest  position  in  the  land  is  your  father.  But  he  cannot 
own  you.  In  youth  he  made  a  great  mistake — a  fatal  mistake, 
as  far  as  you  are  concerned.  It  was  more  than  a  mistake,  a 
great  wrong  was  done  to  one  now  in  her  grave.  He  was  at 
the  time  young  or  inconsiderate,  and  he  was  not  then  what  he 
is  now.  Years  pass,  eighteen  or  nineteen,  that  is  your  age, 
and  he  is  elevated  to  be  the  observed  of  all,  criticised  by  all, 
surrounded  by  such  as  would  tear  the  veil  from  his  life,  and 
expose  him  with  all  his  weaknesses,  errors,  follies,  to  the  public 
scorn.  Is  it  not  explicable  that  he  should  endeavour  to  cover 
uj)  that  past  indiscretion  ?  " 

"  Explicable  in  a  weak  man,"  said  Georgina.  "  A  strong 
one  would  not  attempt  this.  He  would  say,  '  I  erred,  which 
of  you  who  condemn  me  can  say  you  are  free  from  mistakes  ? ' " 

"  That  may  be  so.  But  too  much  may  depend  on  him  for 
him  to  dare  to  risk  this.  At  the  present  moment  he  is  the 
most  unpopular  man  in  the  kingdom.     There  is  simmering 
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impatience.  It  needs  but  little  to  provoke  a  general  outburst 
such  as  took  place  in  France  in  '98." 

Georgina  did  not  speak. 

"You  are  sorry  that  you  broke  your  uncle's  precious  bowl?" 

"  Yes." 

"  There  is  no  mending  it,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Mind  you  !  I  do  not  say  that  there  is  any  truth  whatever 
in  the  prevalent  gossip.  But  supposing  it  to  be  true,  a  most 
impossible  supposition  by  the  way,  then  in  a  thoughtless 
moment  would  you  do  that  which  might  smash  to  atoms 
something  far  more  precious,  something  impossible  again  to 
restore  ?  " 

"That?" 

"  The  Crown." 


CHAPTER    IV 

REVELATIONS  OF  A  MAN  ABOUT  COURT 

WHERE  the  devil  have  you  been,  Tynvhitt ? "  asked 
the  parson,  as  Sir  Thomas  re-entered  the  dining- 
room. 

HuUett  and  Davey  had  reached  that  stage  in  drinking  when 
for  a  while  there  is  no  visible  progress  in  intoxication. 

Wine  that  maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man  had  restored  cheer- 
fulness to  the  countenance  of  Davey.  He  had  forgotten  his 
losses,  forgotten  the  topic  of  conversation,  and  sat  smiling 
as  he  turned  his  face  from  one  speaker  to  another,  without 
uttering  any  words  of  his  own.  Hullett  had  lost  what  sharp- 
ness he  had,  and  had  lapsed  into  a  condition  of  general 
obtuseness. 

"  I  have  been,"  said  the  knight,  "  to  make  my  peace  with 
your  niece." 

"My  ward,"  interrupted  the  vicar,  upon  whom  the  liquor 
he  had  imbibed  had  acted  as  an  irritant. 

"  Do  you  deny  that  she  is  your  niece?"  asked  Hullett,  who, 
like  most  dull  men,  never  knew  how  to  avoid  a  dangerous 
topic. 

"  I  deny  that  you  have  any  right  to  assume  such  a  relation- 
ship," said  Thirkleby. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Hullett,  "  we  will  not  ask  or  seek  to 
discover  who  was  her  mother  ;  but  it  is  idle  for  you  to  deny 
her  parentage.     That — that  everyone  knows." 

"If  you  know  her  parentage,"  said  Thirkleby,  "then  you 
can  appreciate  my  position.  Mind  you,  I  do  not  assert  it. 
I  do  nothing  of  the  kind.     But,  for  argument's  sake,  let  us 


REVELATIONS   ABOUT   COURT     25 

assume  it.  Granted  that  she  be  what  you  suppose.  Granted 
that  I  have  been  constituted  guardian  to  a  headstrong, 
undiscipHned  girl,  with  such  an  origin.  I  do  not  assert  this 
— I  say  I  assume  it.  That  is  all.  Now,  on  this  assumption 
is  it  not  outrageous  that  I  —  that  I,  a  man  of  culture,  of 
refinement,  a  man  accustomed  to  a  life  about  court,  to 
pleasure,  should  be  thrust  into  this  confounded  hole  where — 
where,  gentlemen,  I  have  been  left  for  all  these  years.  I 
have  been  here,  an  exile,  and  all  for  the  sake  of  this  girl,  all 
these  years."  He  had  forgotten  that  all  he  said  was  based 
on  mere  assumption.  He  grew  livid  in  his  rage,  the  lines  in 
his  palhd  face  deepened.  "  I  have  been  made  responsible  for 
the  health,  the  well-being,  the  conduct  of  this  girl,  my  ward," 
he  pursued,  spluttering  with  anger,  "  and  I  know  that  you, 
Tyrwhitt,  are  set  as  a  spy  to  watch  me,  and  report  to  head- 
quarters concerning  me  ! " 

"Mr.  Thirkleby,"  said  the  knight,  rising  from  his  seat, 
"  when  you  were,  as  you  say,  cast  as  a  waif  into  this  accursed 
hole,  you  shed  all  your  breeding,  and  dispensed  with  your 
good  manners." 

Sir  Thomas  took  his  hat. 

"  No  offence,"  shouted  the  irate  parson.  "  You  can't  help 
yourself,  you  are  set  your  task ;  I  am  set  mine.  I  do  not 
bear  you  a  grudge.  I  bear  a  grudge  against  your  employer 
and  mine.  Tyrwhitt,  I  tell  you  something.  You  may  repeat 
it  if  you  will,  and  to  whom  you  will.  I  do  not  care  one 
raisin " ;  he  put  his  hand  into  a  dessert  dish,  but  finding,  in 
his  nervous  heat,  that  he  could  not  pluck  a  raisin  from  the 
stalk,  he  contented  himself  with  an  almond,  which  he  flipped 
across  the  table.  "Tyrwhitt,  I  shall  endure  this  exile  no 
longer.  Do  you  know  the  story  of  the  old  hunter  that  was 
sent  to  the  knackers?  When  his  master  chanced  on  the 
horse-skull,  he  kicked  it,  and  the  tooth  pierced  his  boot  and 
wounded  his  toe.  This  wound  became  gangrened,  and 
occasioned  his  death.  Sir  Thomas,  a  trusted  servant  carries 
with  him  the  means  of  revenge,  if  he  be  not  treated  according 
to  his  merits  and  deserts." 

Sir  Thomas  laid  aside  his  hat  without  reseating  himself, 
leaned   his   knuckles  on  the   mahogany    board,   and   looking 
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steadily  and  with  set  features  into  the  eyes  of  his  host 
asked — 

"  \\'hat  do  you  mean,  Thirklcby  ?  A  trusty  servant  is  ever 
true  !  \\'hat  has  been  confided  to  his  confidence  is  sacred  to 
the  end." 

"  Service  is  a  compact — give  and  take.  Each  seeks  his 
own  end." 

"  A  servant  must  be  trusted.  No  master  engages  one  except 
on  the  understanding  that  his  secrets  shall  be  held  sacred." 

"  I  don't  see  it,  by  the  thunders  of  Jove — I  do  not !  I  have 
a  tooth  in  my  old  head  that  has  a  poison  behind  it,  and  can 
wound  and  instil  its  virus  into  the  foot  that  kicks  me  aside. 
What  do  I  mean,  Tyrwhitt  ?  Sit  down,  man ;  no  offence 
intended.  We  are  all  jolly  good  fellows — jolly  companions 
every  one.  Sit  down.  Sir  Thomas,  and  I  will  show  you  some- 
thing that  will  make  you  see  that  I  am  not  a  man  to  be  trifled 
with." 

The  knight  resumed  his  chair.  His  face  was  grave,  even 
anxious,  his  eyes  piercing  and  observant.  He  had  drunk, 
but  his  brain  was  clear.  He  was  too  shrewd,  too  cautious  a 
man  ever  to  allow  himself  to  be  overcome.  He  was  too  much 
a  man  of  the  world,  too  good  company  ever  to  allow  it  to  be 
seen  that  he  did  not  drink  as  much  as  others.  Hullett  had 
his  elbows  on  the  table.  Davey  was  doubled  up  in  his  chair ; 
he  needed  but  another  glass  to  send  him  sliding  out  of  it,  but 
his  ears  were  open. 

The  parson  rose  to  leave  the  room.  He  was  sufficiently 
master  of  himself  to  offer  an  apology  for  so  doing.  He  was 
sufficiently  oljfuscated  to  mistake  the  hinges  of  the  door  for 
the  handle,  and  to  grope  ineffectually  on  the  wrong  side  for 
the  means  whereby  to  open.  Eventually  he  discovered  his 
mistake,  and  then  laboured  ineffectually  to  open  by  turning 
the  handle  the  wrong  way.  Tyrwhitt's  eyes  observed  him 
with  interest  and  expectation,  mixed  with  uneasiness.  He 
made  no  attempt  to  assist  his  host  to  find  the  way  out  of  his 
own  room,  but  waited  with  coolness  till  he  should  leave.  At 
length  Mr.  Thirkleby  did  open  the  door  and  pass  through. 
Sir  Thomas  then  looked  at  Hullett  and  addressed  him,  but 
met  with  no  response,  though  he  saw  that  he  was  attentive  to 
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what  went  forward.  The  condition  of  Davey  was  obvious  at 
a  glance.  He  had  gleams  of  apprehension  only.  Sir  Thomas 
rested  his  elbow  on  the  mahogany  and  planted  his  chin  in  his 
hand.  Presently  he  dipped  his  finger  in  the  bowl,  moistened 
it,  and  drew  it  round  the  edge  of  the  blue  glass,  eliciting  a  low 
musical  note. 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  return  of  the  vicar,  holding  aloft 
and  flourishing  a  packet  wrapped  in  brown  paper,  and  with 
red  tape  about  it  crossed  and  sealed.  A  parchment  label  was 
attached. 

"  Read  that ! "  said  Thirkleby,  in  a  tone  of  triumph,  "  read 
that ! "  He  stretched  the  parcel  towards  the  knight,  then 
hastily  withdrew  it,  and,  with  a  look  of  cunning,  said,  "  Nay, 
I  will  not  suffer  it  to  leave  my  hands.  This  is  what  is  written 
on  the  parchment :  '  Revelations  of  a  Man  about  Court.' 
This  manuscript  is  all  in  my  handwriting.  This  half-ream  of 
paper  contains  spiced  anecdotes ;  but,  mind  you,  lest  they 
should  be  counted  as  fiction,  there  are  letters,  documents, 
subjoined,  authenticating  every  statement.  If  this  were  given 
to  the  public  by  being  printed  " — 

"There  is  no  printer  in  England  who  would  dare  to  set 
it  up." 

"That  may  be  so.  But  if  none  be  found  in  England,  do 
you  not  suppose  that  I  could  get  it  printed  abroad,  in  the 
Netherlands?  in  Paris?  and  have  it  smuggled  into  England 
for  wide  distribution  ?  Do  you  doubt  that  it  would  sell  ?  I 
tell  you,  Tyrwhitt,  the  demand  would  be  ravenous,  the  sale 
would  be  piodigious.  And  that  assured  at  a  moment  when 
the  public  mind  is  excited  over  the  divorce  of  Queen 
Caroline." 

"  Man,  you  durst  not  do  it." 

"  I  durst  do  anything  if  driven  to  it.  I  tell  you,  Tyrwhitt, 
and  I  tell  those  who  are  behind  you,  I  tell  him  to  whom 
you  serve  as  a  screen  and  an  ear,  that  I  will  not  endure  this 
banishment  longer.  Whilst  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head  I 
will  bite." 

Sir  Thomas  had  listened  patiently,  without  moving  from  his 
attitude  of  calm  attention.  He  waited  a  minute  to  allow  the 
vicar  to  say  what  further  he   desired   to   communicate.     As 
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Thirkleby  made  no  sign  of  speaking  more,  he  asked  in  a  hard 
tone  and  with  deliberation — 

"  Your  alternative?" 

"Ten  thousand  pounds." 

"  \'ou  are  mercenary." 

"Ten  thousand  pounds  is  a  triHe.     When  I  consider  that 
the  public  temper  is  at  present  in  a  highly  irritable  condition, 
I  consider  that  I  put  the  price  too  low.     Why,  sir,  were  this  " 
— he  flourished  his  manuscript — "  were  this  to  appear  I  believe 
there  would  be  a  revolution,  and  that  instead  next  year  of 
commemorating   the   accession   we  would    be   deliberating   a 
deposition,  and  that,  I  wager,  with  vast  jubilation.     Let  the 
publication  be  forbidden,  let  the  dissemination  be  contraband, 
the  circulation  would  not  be  diminished.     The  demand  would 
be  quickened,  new  zest  would  be  added  to  the  procuring  of 
the  memoirs.     Copies  would  pass  from  hand  to  hand,  and 
every  page  would  be  devoured  with  avidity.     There  is  that  in 
this   package,"  continued  the  angry  man,  tapping  the  bound 
and  sealed  bundle  with  one  hand  as  he  gripped  it  with  the 
other,  "there  is  enough  here  to  serve  as  fulminating  powder 
in  men's  brains,  and  to  blow  to  flame  men's  coursing  blood; 
that  is,  if  there  be  any  sense  of  decency,  any  moral  dignity, 
any  respect  for  virtue  left  in  the  people  of  Great  Britain.     And 
allow  me  to  assure  you,  sir,"  he  pursued  in  concentrated  bitter- 
ness,  "that  there  is  such  a   force  as  righteous  indignation. 
Though  we  may  disbelieve  in  moral  forces,  nevertheless  they 
exist.     They  lie  latent,  and  do  not  obtrude  themselves,  but  we 
are  vastly  mistaken  if  we  deny,  or  even  ignore,  their  existence. 
The   longer   they   lie   hid,    the   more   they   are  gathering   in 
intensity;  and  great  is  the  folly  of  such  as  are   caught  by 
surprise   when    they   vindicate    themselves    by   a   convulsion. 
Tyrwhitt,  what,  I  ask  of  you,  was  the  Revolution  in  France? 
Was  it  spontaneous   combustion?     There  is  no  such   thing. 
It   was    the    bursting    forth    of   repressed   resentment  against 
wrong-doing  in  high  quarters,  against  disregard  of  men's  rights. 
In  England  there  is,  at  the  present  moment,  a  ferment  working, 
a  sullen,  chafing,  gathering  rage,  just  as  there  was  in  France 
some  twenty  years  ago.     It  needs  but  a  word,  the  touch  of  a 
child's  finger,  and  the  volcano  roars  into  action— the  lava  will 
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gush  forth  and  consume  whole  classes,  and  devastate  entire 
regions.  Do  not  conceive  that  Europe  has  learned  nothing 
from  what  has  taken  place  in  Paris.  The  people  have  acquired 
a  lesson  they  will  never  forget — that  they  are  many  and  that 
their  oppressors  are  few.  ^Vhat  has  the  House  of  Hanover 
done  for  the  people  of  England  ?  " 

"  It  has  delivered  them  from  the  House  of  Stuart.  Is  not 
that  something  ?  " 

"  The  House  of  Brunswick-Hanover  has  been  a  figure-head. 
The  people  of  England  would  have  none  of  the  Jacobite  crew, 
with  their  backward  treadings  ;  but  they  have  no  relish  for  the 
Germans.  What  tangible,  visible  monument  is  there  in  the 
land  to  show  they  ever  ruled  here  ?  The  House  of  Tudor  was 
strong.  It  gave  us  the  Reformation.  It  gave  grammar  schools 
sprinkled  all  over  the  country,  and  a  superb  Royal  foundation 
at  one  of  our  universities.  It  knew  how  to  lavish  its  money 
on  something  other  than  drink  and  cards  and  women.  The 
House  of  Stuart — it  did  this  for  the  nation,  by  running  its 
head  against  a  wall :  it  forced  the  nation  to  assert  its  inherent 
rights.  It  did  show  us  that  the  bogie  of  Divine  Right  was  a 
turnip  and  a  sheet  on  a  broom.  If  Charles  the  First  was  a 
fool,  he  was,  at  all  events,  a  picturesque  one.  And  if  Charles 
the  Second  was  a  wanton,  he  at  least  gave  to  the  nation 
Greenwich  Hospital.  But  what  have  the  Hanoverians  done  ? 
What  stone  has  been  set  on  another  by  their  hands  as  a 
monument  that  they  reigned  over  us,  and  gave  something  back 
as  Royal  donation  of  that  which  the  people  granted  to  them  ? 
What  instance  of  generosity  have  these  German  Electors  dis- 
played? Do  you  think  that  the  people  love  them?  They 
tolerate  them  as  the  lesser  of  two  evils.  But  convince  the 
nation  that  they  are  breeders  of  moral  contagion,  violators  of 
every  sacred  and  social  right,  and  '  Away  with  them  ! '  will  be 
the  cry  from  one  end  of  the  island  to  the  other." 

"  Hist !     What  are  you  saying  ?  " 

"  I  am  saying  that  which  is  the  truth,  and  you  know  it  to  be 
so,"  said  the  raging,  Uvid  man.  Then  he  clasped  his  twitching 
fingers  across  his  waistcoat,  and  leaned  back,  his  face  working 
and  his  fleshy  lips  quivering. 

"  Ten  thousand  pounds,"  said  Sir  Thomas. 
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"Ten  thousand — not  a  penny  less.  I  know  a  physician 
who  had  got  into  his  possession  a  bundle  of  letters,  and  he 
said,  'Give  me  a  baronetcy  or  I  publish  them.'  He  got  his 
baronetcy,  and  the  fire  consumed  the  letters.  I  desire  no 
empty  title — not  I.  I  demand  no  prebendal  stall,  for  that 
entails  irksome  duties — a  month's  residence  and  attendance  at 
daily  prayers.  Give  me  ten  thousand  pounds  for  my  revelations, 
and  then  do  with  them  what  you  will." 
"  Let  me  look  at  the  work." 

"  No  !  I  say,  like  the  sibyl  of  old,  '  Give  me  my  price  and 
take  the  pages  unread.' " 

Sir  Thomas  remained  silent,  and  put  his  fingers  over  his 
mouth. 

Presently  he  said,  "Your  ultimatum?" 
"Ten  thousand  pounds  or  the  consequences." 
"  How  long  do  you  give  me  to  consider  this  ?  " 
"  One  month  from  to-day.     Not  an  hour  over." 
Then   Sir    Thomas    looked   level    into   the  eyes  of  Josiah 
Thirkleby — eyes  dazed  with  wine  and  wrath. 

"  Parson,"  said  he,  "  do  you  know  what  you  sell  along  with 
this  budget?" 

The  vicar  lifted  his  eyebrows. 

"You  dispose  of — and  for  ever — all  claim  to  the  respect  of 
honourable  men.  You  get  your  ten  thousand  for  your  revela- 
tions, and  reveal  yourself  a  cur." 


CHAPTER  V 
A  WORD  AND  A  BLOW 

THE  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby  did  not  appear  at  break- 
fast on  the  morning  that  ensued.  Georgie  was  in  no 
way  surprised.  It  would  have  been  phenomenal  had  he  done 
so  on  the  morrow  of  an  orgie.  The  vapours  hang  about  the 
hills  after  a  storm. 

Before  the  vicar  had  put  in  an  appearance  she  left  the 
house,  without  having  formed  any  definite  purpose,  but 
broadly  desirous  of  inhaling  fresh  air  and  enjoying  sun  and 
exercise. 

She  was  not  herself  as  brisk  as  usual.  The  events  of  the 
preceding  evening  had  fluttered  and  bruised  the  wings  of  her 
soul ;  she  had  not  slept  much  or  soundly.  Her  brain  had 
been  troubled  with  visions  fantastic  and  illusory.  Conse- 
quently, a  sense  of  feverishness  hung  about  her  which  the 
aspect  of  the  morning  gave  promise  of  dispelling.  The  sun 
shone.  A  slight  frost  had  crisped  the  herbage  and  had 
consolidated  the  mud. 

Since  her  interview  with  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  her  mind  had 
been  agitated  with  half-forgotten  recollections  rising  up  before 
her,  invested  with  a  new  significance. 

She  had  no  recollection  of  her  parents.  She  had  been 
placed,  at  an  early  age,  in  a  school  for  little  children.  Her 
comrades  had  gone  home  for  their  holidays,  but  she  had 
remained  at  school — at  Christmas  to  look  wistfully  into  the 
streets  through  the  window-panes ;  in  summer  to  play  alone 
in  the  little  garden. 

During  term  time  parents  called  to  visit  their  children  who 
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were  pujiils  in  the  school.  No  father,  no  mother  had  ever 
inquired  after  her.  As  a  parrot  she  had  been  taught  to 
repeat  the  Lord's  Prayer,  l)ut  the  opening  address  had  con- 
veyed no  sense  of  tenderness  and  nearness  of  relationship  to 
her  solitary  heart. 

Now  and  then  Mr.  Thirkleby  or  some  other  gentleman  had 
called  to  inquire  after  her  or  to  see  her,  but  none  of  these  had 
exhibited  towards  her  the  least  affection.  It  had  occurred  to 
none  of  them  even  to  bring  her  bonbons  or  a  doll.  After  a 
few  formal  words  the  visitor  had  departed,  with  a  solemn 
adjuration  addressed  to  her  to  be  good,  and  not  to  give  trouble 
to  her  preceptresses. 

One  day,  as  she  recollected,  Mr.  Thirkleby  had  called  for 
her,  and  had  taken  her  with  him  in  a  coach.  They  had  driven 
along  the  London  streets  till  the  carriage  passed  through  a 
portal,  at  which  stood  red-coated  sentries. 

She  remembered  being  handed  out  of  the  coach,  and  enter- 
ing a  spacious  mansion,  where  were  footmen  in  scarlet  and 
gold  wearing  white  stockings  and  with  powdered  heads. 

She  was  hurried  along  passages ;  then  was  shown  into  a 
large  room,  with  a  few  chairs  against  the  wall,  and  there  had 
waited  with  Mr.  Thirkleby  some  time  in  silence,  till  they  were 
presently  ushered  into  a  richly  adorned  and  well-furnished 
apartment,  where  a  glass  chandelier  hung  from  the  ceiling,  a 
novelty  that  at  once  attracted  her  attention. 

In  this  room  stood  a  stout,  elderly  gentleman  wearing 
several  waistcoats,  a  stiff  cravat,  and  high  collar.  His  hair 
was  curled  and  twisted  upon  the  top  of  his  head,  and  his 
cheeks  were  florid.  Georgie  recollected  that  this  portly 
gentleman  had  looked  hard  at  her,  then  had  stooped  and 
kissed  her  on  the  brow.  The  stooping  apparently  demanded 
much  exertion,  and  was  accompanied  by  a  sound  of  creaking 
and  straining  as  of  canvas. 

When  this  personage  had  kissed  her,  he  said  something  in 
a  low  tone  to  a  gentleman  at  his  side,  whereupon  both  had 
laughed.  This  had  at  once  offended  and  angered  her,  for  she 
supposed  that  they  were  laughing  at  her,  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

Thereupon  the  gentleman  in  many  waistcoats  had  said, 
"  Remove  this  child.     I  detest  squalling  brats." 
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These  words  had  burnt  themselves  into  her  memory,  as  had 
also  the  reply  of  Mr.  Thirkleby — 

"As  your  Royal  Highness  pleases." 

Georgie  had  been  wounded  in  her  self-esteem  by  the 
laughter  of  the  gentlemen,  but  these  words  employed  by  the 
portly  personage  made  her  little  heart  swell  with  anger. 

She  was  hurried  away  along  passages,  and  again  taken  to 
the  coach. 

No  sooner  was  she  therein,  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Thirkleby, 
than  she  had  burst  forth  with,  "  I  do  not  like  that  fat  man. 
He  is  not  a  gentleman.     I  will  not  go  to  see  him  again." 

At  which  her  companion  in  the  coach  had  drily  replied, 
"  You  mistake.  He  is  the  first  gentleman  in  England,  and, 
my  dear,  you  are  not  likely  again  to  enjoy  the  honour  of  a 
presentation." 

After  this  incident  Georgie  had  been  removed  to  a  school 
at  Bath.  There  she  had  been  troubled  by  questions  put  to 
her  by  her  fellow-pupils  as  to  her  parents,  their  position  in 
life ;  as  to  her  relatives,  her  home,  and  all  those  thousand 
particulars  which  girls  worm  out  of  their  schoolfellows  and 
lay  by  to  produce,  with  cruel  effect,  at  the  first  ruffle  in  their 
friendship. 

But  Georgie  knew  no  more  in  these  matters  than  that  she 
was  an  orphan,  that  she  had  never  seen  her  parents,  and  that 
she  was  under  the  wardship  of  an  uncle. 

Her  holidays  were  henceforth  spent  at  Wellcombe  with  him 
whom  she  came  to  regard  as  her  uncle. 

There  she  enjoyed  freedom  —  absolute,  after  the  restraint 
of  school — such  freedom  as  made  school  speedily  become 
intolerable  to  her ;  and  after  some  tussles  and  outbreaks,  she 
had  been  removed,  and  allowed  to  finish  her  education  in 
her  own  way  among  dogs  and  horses,  country  bumpkins  and 
village  gossips,  growing  up  wild  as  a  hawk  and  as  wilful  as  a 
pixy. 

Georgina  passed  athwart  the  village  green,  if  that  can  be 
called  a  green  where  no  grass  grew.  It  was  an  open  space, 
bounded  on  one  side  by  the  churchyard  wall,  on  another  by 
a  picturesque  range  of  almshouses,  and  in  the  centre  stood  the 
stage  and  stump  of  a  granite  cross.     As  she  went  along  her 
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way  she  saw  that  a  swarm  of  excited  and  hilarious  youths  was 
there  congregated. 

She  had  associated  somewhat  freely  with  the  young  folk  at 
Wellcombe,  and  had  learned  to  hold  her  own  among  them. 
She  had  taught  the  youths  the  limits  of  familiarity — touching 
on  impertinence — beyond  which  they  might  not  transgress. 

To  seem  to  shun  them  on  this  occasion  would  be  a  con- 
fession of  dread  and  encouragement  to  insolence.  She  was 
shrewd,  wary,  and  proud.  Young  and  old  in  the  place  stood 
somewhat  in  awe  of  her,  not  on  account  of  her  position  as 
niece  of  the  vicar,  but  because  of  her  strong  and  vigorous 
personality.  They  did  not  like  her  as  not  belonging  to  them- 
selves. The  mystery  that  surrounded  her  origin  deepened 
and  intensified  the  prejudice  against  her,  for  it  was  understood 
that  were  it  true  what  was  whispered  concerning  her,  she  could 
pretend  to  a  position  far  above  the  heads  of  the  yeomen  of 
the  moor. 

Whether  she  arrogated  to  herself  deference,  or  whether  she 
did  not,  was  immaterial.  The  mere  fact  that  she  had  it  in 
her  power  to  make  the  claim  was  sufificient  to  provoke  resent- 
ment. In  the  valley  of  Wellcombe  but  two  classes  received 
recognition,  that  of  yeoman  and  that  of  labourer.  Whoever 
did  not  enter  into  one  or  other  category  was  treated  as  an 
intruder,  to  be  put  down  firmly  and,  if  possible,  to  be  expelled. 

The  Prince  of  Wales,  as  Duke  of  Cornwall,  owned  the 
Forest  of  Dartmoor.  The  Wellcombe  common-lands  ex- 
tended to  the  verge  of  the  forest.  The  duchy  claimed 
overlordship  there  also,  and  made  intermittent  attempts  to 
establish  the  claim.  But  whenever  the  authorities  of  the 
duchy  ventured  upon  the  conmions,  they  were  met  and 
hurled  back  by  the  lusty  commoners  of  Wellcombe,  armed 
with  cudgels.  Consequently  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  held  to 
be  the  hereditary  enemy  of  the  land-holders  of  this  parish, 
with  whom  they  were  ever  at  feud ;  and  now  it  was  rumoured 
that  one  closely  related  to  him  had  been  placed  in  their 
midst,  perhaps  to  spy  on  and  report  their  proceedings. 

The  villagers  disliked  the  parson  because  he  was  not 
subject  to  them,  and  was  a  man  of  letters  and  of  social 
standing. 
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The  vicar  who  had  preceded  Mr.  Thirkleby  had  been  a 
man  of  piety,  fervent  in  his  charity,  and  zealous  in  the  dis- 
charge of  his  sacred  duties.  But  he  had  had  the  temerity  to 
insist  on  certain  elementary  principles  of  morality,  even  of 
common  decency,  and  as  the  yeomen  and  farmers  of  the 
district  were  devoid  of  scruples  in  such  matters,  they  had 
resented  his  interference,  and  in  a  spirit  of  defiance  had 
clubbed  together  to  erect  a  meeting-house.  The  Reverend 
Josiah  Thirkleby  had  succeeded  a  disappointed  and  broken- 
hearted man  ;  he  was  at  every  point  the  reverse  of  his  pre- 
decessor— callous  as  to  his  duties,  indifferent  as  to  the  moral 
condition  of  his  flock,  incapable  of  understanding  the  sacred 
dignity  of  his  calling. 

Nevertheless,  the  schism  continued.  The  farmers  attending 
the  chapel  did  not  dissent  from  the  doctrines  preached  in  the 
parish  church,  for  no  doctrine  of  any  kind  was  now  preached 
there,  but  because  they  desired  to  have  a  minister  under 
their  control,  and  make  him  dance  as  they  pulled  the  threads. 

Moreover  it  continued  on  social  grounds.  Mr.  Thirkleby 
was  a  gentleman,  had  been  at  court  among  lords  and  ladies, 
and  must  be  shown  that  he  was  not  to  be  allowed  to  assume 
lordly  airs  in  Wellcombe.  In  speech,  in  mode  of  thought, 
in  manner,  he  differed  from  his  parishioners.  In  defect  of 
the  moral  sense  alone  was  he  on  their  level.  Where  there  is 
a  common  void  there  can  be  no  collision ;  and,  actually,  none 
did  occur  between  the  vicar  and  his  flock. 

Over  the  commons  the  freeholders  possessed  or  exerted 
rights  to  take  from  them  turf  and  stone  to  any  extent,  and  to 
turn  out  on  them  an  unlimited  number  of  sheep,  cattle,  and 
horses.  They  further  insisted  on  enclosing  and  appropriating 
as  private  property  so  much  waste  land  as  each  householder 
cared  to  wall  about.  But  for  the  occasional  opposition  of  the 
duchy,  the  Wellcombe  yeoman  in  his  valley  and  on  the 
commons  would  have  been  an  absolute  king,  above  all  laws, 
human  and  divine. 

Georgie  stood  and  hesitated  for  a  moment  whether  she 
should  hurry  by,  or  stay  her  foot  and  inquire  the  occasion  of 
the  gathering.     To  pass  unnoticed  was  impossible. 

She  resolved  on  facing  the  situation.     There  was,  moreover. 
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a  spice  of  curiosity  in  Ikt.  She  was  in(|iiisiiive  to  know  what 
liad  brought  the  young  fellows  together. 

Accordingly,  without  a  symptom  of  shyness,  she  advanced 
towards  the  group,  and  saw  that  the  blacksmith  had  deserted 
his  anvil,  and  stood  with  folded  arms  looking  on,  in  his  apron  ; 
that  several  of  the  almswomen  had  issued  from  their  cottages, 
and  halted  observant  in  their  doorways,  ("oakcr,  a  substantial 
yeoman,  formed  one  of  the  group,  as  did  the  meagre  parish- 
clerk  and  the  rotund  taverner. 

Georgina  quickly  discerned  that  the  assembly  was  gathered 
for  sport.  Some  of  the  young  fellows  seeing  her  ajjproach, 
with  natural  courtesy  made  room  for  her  to  pass  to  the  inner 
circle,  where  she  could  see  what  was  going  forward.  Then 
she  discovered  that  a  fox  which  had  been  trapped  during  the 
night  was  fastened  by  a  collar  and  cord  to  a  stake  driven  into 
the  ground  that  it  might  be  worried  to  death. 

The  lads  had  borrowed  the  skittle  balls  from  the  tavern, 
and  were  bowling  at  the  frightened  beast,  that  bounded  and 
strained  and  dodged  to  escape  the  balls.  Reynard  was  kept 
too  much  on  the  alert  to  have  time  to  turn  and  gnaw  at  the 
string  that  restrained  him. 

His  foot  had  been  either  struck  in  the  game  or  nipped  in 
the  trap,  so  that  he  limped. 

The  boys  took  turns  to  throw  at  him.  None  so  far  had 
succeeded  in  bowling  him  over  except  one  named  Samson 
Furze,  and  his  ball  had  not  struck  the  fox,  but  the  cord,  and 
with  the  impact  the  poor  brute  had  been  thrown  upon  his 
back,  eliciting  a  roar  of  laughter  and  claps  of  applause, 

Georgie  knew  Samson  well.  She  was  two  years  his  junior. 
She  had  met  him  in  the  hunting  field,  and  at  the  village  revels 
of  Wellcombe  and  Holme. 

Samson  Furze  prided  himself  on  surpassing  the  rest  of  the 
youths  in  agility  and  strength.  He  was  stoutly  built,  heavy 
browed,  and  was  son  of  the  wealthiest  yeoman  in  the  parish. 
He  was  conceited  and  overbearing.  His  conceit  was  fed  by 
the  adulation  of  a  set  of  followers  who  expected  to  be  treated 
with  a  glass  of  ale  in  return  for  their  homage. 

Samson  expected  of  Georgina  the  same  worship  that  was 
accorded  him  by  all  the  young  folk  in  the  place.     Among  the 
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girls  there  was  acute  competition  for  his  favour.  She  who 
should  secure  Samson  secured,  as  well,  the  most  coveted 
position  in  Wellcombe,  an  excellent  farmhouse,  land  well 
•  stocked,  and  unlimited  rights  over  the  commons. 

That  the  parson's  niece  should  not  be  included  among  his 
admirers  was  inconceivable. 

On  one  occasion,  some  years  previously,  he  had  challenged 
her  to  a  race,  and  she  had  easily  outstripped  him. 

"  I  am  weighed  down  by  my  boots,"  was  Samson's  excuse 
for  his  defeat. 

"A  cart-horse  should  never  run  against  a  racer,"  retorted 
Georgie.     "Big  hoofs  demand  heavy  shoes." 

"We  belong  to  different  breeds,  do  we?"  had  been  his 
exclamation,  in  a  rage.  At  that  time  the  rumour  as  to  her 
parentage  had  not  got  about,  or  he  might  have  retaliated  with 
stinging  effect. 

He  had  never  forgotten  her  words,  and  since  the  story  of 
her  origin  had  circulated  he  had  brooded  over  it,  and  had 
excogitated  the  retort  he  might  have  made,  and  had  desired  an 
opportunity  for  delivering  it. 

The  moment  Furze  saw  Georgina  he  signed  imperiously  to 
her  :  "  Come,  try  a  cast  at  the  fox  against  me." 

"  I  will  not  do  so,"  she  replied. 

"  Girls  never  can  bowl,"  contemptuously. 

"  I  do  not  choose  to  take  part  in  a  game  fit  only  to  be  the 
pastime  of  bullies.  If  the  cord  should  snap  you  would  all 
scatter  as  chaff,  lest  the  fox  should  make  his  teeth  meet  in 
your  calves.  As  with  your  namesake,  your  strength  lies  in  the 
new  cord." 

She  passed  in  rear  of  the  bowlers  and  walked  deliberately 
towards  the  churchyard  wall,  near  to  which  the  unfortunate 
brute  was  tethered.  The  lads  assumed  that  she  purposed 
passing  through  the  wicket  into  the  graveyard.  By  the  wall 
a  lad  was  stationed  to  return  the  balls  that  struck  and  rebounded. 

When  Georgie  reached  the  gate,  the  last  of  the  skittle  balls 
had  been  delivered,  and  the  boy  was  collecting  them  to  roll 
them  back  to  the  players.  Whilst  he  was  thus  engaged,  she 
deliberately  laid  hold  of  the  string  by  which  Reynard  was 
bound,  and  proceeded  to  gather  it  up. 
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"You  fool!"  shouted  Samson.  "He  will  bite,  and  his 
tooth  is  venomous." 

"She  need  not  fear,"  laughed  another.  "She  is  guarded 
with  petticoats." 

Regardless  of  shouts  and  objurgations  levelled  at  her, 
Georgina  continued  to  draw  in  the  cord.  The  fox  at  the 
farther  end,  instead  of  turning  to  snap  at  her,  strained  to 
escape. 

Samson  ran  forward,  with  an  oath,  and  a  face  glowing  with 
anger. 

At  that  moment  the  urchin  returned  a  ball,  and  Samson,  not 
observing  it,  was  tripped  up  and  sprawled  on  the  ground. 

A  burst  of  laughter  saluted  the  accident. 

Samson  gathered  himself  up,  fuming  with  rage  and  cursing, 
and  rushed  upon  Georgie. 

The  girl  turned  her  hand,  and  the  fox  snarled  and  showed 
his  teeth  and  glared  at  his  tormentors  gathering  in  behind 
Samson. 

All  at  once  Georgie  stooped,  undid  the  buckle,  and  away 
flew  the  lads  to  right  and  left,  one  falling  over  the  other,  as 
the  fox  dashed  among,  between  them,  and  flashed  out  of  sight. 

At  the  same  moment  a  stinging  blow  from  Samson's  hand 
fell  on  Georgie's  cheek,  as  he  shouted,  "Take  that,  you 
mongrel,  from  me  !  " 


CHAPTER  VI 
A  FIGURE  OF  FUN 

WITH  flaming  cheek  and  furiously  beating  heart,  a  fire 
burning  in  her  brain  and  scintillating  at  her  eyes, 
Georgie  ran  to  the  cottage  of  Alse  Grylls. 

The  day  was  bright,  but  in  the  cottage  was  a  perpetual 
gloom.  The  valley  was  walled  up  to  heaven  with  ridges  of 
rock  and  moor,  that  cut  away  such  slanting  rays  as  might 
penetrate  through  door  or  window.  Moreover,  the  hedge- 
row opposite  the  cottage  rose  as  a  mighty  bank  some  eight 
feet  and  was  crowned  with  trees.  Further,  the  window  was 
small  and  the  panes  dull,  of  bull's-eye  glass. 

The  air  without  was  crisp  and  pure ;  within  it  was  charged 
with  a  fume  of  peat  that  hung  perpetually  about  the  cottage, 
not  unpleasant,  with  an  aromatic  fragrance,  and  not  pungent 
as  the  smoke  from  wood.  It  was  a  penetrating  savour,  and 
adhesive  as  well,  clinging  to  whatever  was  cooked  on  the 
hearth  and  to  all  garments  exposed  to  it. 

Georgie  rushed  in  like  a  whirlwind  and  stood  on  the 
stone  paved  floor,  palpitating  and  breathless.  She  went 
before  the  old  woman  gesticulating  with  her  hands,  unable  to 
speak. 

Before  the  window  was  a  kneading  trough,  in  which  was 
dough,  and  on  the  table  a  board  and  roller.  Alse  had  been 
engaged  in  making  the  bread  that  was  to  last  her  for  the  week, 
and  had  desisted  for  a  minute  only  to  refresh  herself  with  a 
pipe.     She  looked  up  at  the  excited  and  angry  girl. 

"  You  are  early  to-day,"  she  said. 

"  He  struck  me  ;  I  wish  him  dead,"  gasped  the  girl. 

39 
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"  He — who  is  he  ?  One  who  can  strike  my  Georgic  must 
be  struck  in  turn." 

"  Look  at  this,"  said  the  girl,  and  turned  her  burning  cheek 
towards  her. 

Though  the  cottage  was  dark,  yet  the  old  woman's  eyes  were 
accustomed  to  its  twilight. 

"  I  can  see  marks  of  a  hand  ]iainted  in  red,  the  fingers  of  a 
big  hand.  It  was  not  the  parson,  surely — he  durst  not  do 
that." 

Georgie  burst  forth.  "  Not  he — Samson  Furze !  It  was 
Samson  Furze ;  and  he  used  to  me  a  slighting  name." 

The  old  woman  nodded  and  rose. 

She  went  to  the  kneading  trough,  and  took  forth  the  dough 
and  cut  from  it  portions  on  all  sides,  and  lai^  these  aside. 
Then  she  took  the  dough  to  the  hearth,  placed  it  on  the  hot 
stone  and  turned  an  iron  pan  over  it.  Next,  she  raked  the 
hot  embers  together  and  heaped  the  glowing  mass  over  the 
pan.     That  is  how  "kettle  bread"  is  made. 

She  had  seemed  to  pay  no  attention  to  Georgie  and  her 
grievance,  but  now  she  turned  to  her  and  said,  "  Samson 
Furze  is  his  name." 

She  went  to  the  board  and  collected  the  clippings  and 
worked  them  up  in  her  hand  and  kneaded  them  with  delibera- 
tion into  a  lump. 

Then  she  began  to  mould  the  dough  into  shape,  and  as  she 
did  so  she  muttered,  "  Hold  not  Thy  tongue,  O  God  of 
my  praise,  for  the  mouth  of  the  deceitful  is  opened  upon 
me." 

She  interrupted  the  psalm  to  say,  "  He  is  broad  in  the 
shoulders,"  and  then  went  on,  "  Tliey  have  spoken  against 
me  with  false  tongues  ;  they  compas.sed  me  about  with  words 
of  hatred  and  fought  against  me  without  a  cause." 

Again  she  interru])ted  and  said,  "  One  part  there  is  a  little 
out,"  and  resumed,  "  Set  Thou  an  ungodly  man  to  be  ruler 
over  him,  and  let  Satan  stand  at  his  right  hand.  AVhcn 
sentence  is  given  upon  him  let  him  be  condemned,  and  let  his 
prayer  be  turned  into  sin." 

Angry,  resentful  though  the  girl  was,  yet  a  shiver  ran 
through  her  as  she  heard  these  imprecations  spoken  by  the 
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woman  whilst  she  shaped  out  of  the  paste  the  figure  of  a 
man. 

Samson  Furze,  unless  his  hands  were  occupied,  was  ac- 
customed to  assume  a  formal  position  with  his  left  hand  thrust 
into  the  band  of  his  trousers,  whilst  he  held  the  other  before 
him  to  emphasise  whatever  he  said.  Alse  had  caught  exactly 
his  attitude. 

"Fetch  me  my  pin-cushion,"  said  the  old  woman.  "As  I 
proceed  with  the  psalm,  at  each  pause  thrust  a  pin  or  needle 
into  the  joints  for  rheumatism,  into  the  head  and  heart  for 
aches.  Then  I  will  set  the  figure  by  the  fire  and  consume  it 
with  hot  ashes  for  burning  fever." 

A  stroke  at  the  door.  The  old  woman  hastily  threw  a 
kerchief  over  the  man  of  dough,  and  called  to  inquire  who 
knocked.  She  received  no  reply,  but,  looking  in  the  direction 
of  the  door  that  was  ajar,  saw  Samson  standing  without,  but 
without  his  hand  thrust  under  his  belt. 

"  It  is  Samson  himself — we  have  drawn  him  hither.  Already 
he  feels  uneasy  and  hurt,"  said  Granny  Grylls.  "  Go  to  him, 
Georgie." 

"  I  have  nought  to  say  to  him,"  replied  the  girl. 

Again  the  young  man  rapped,  and  seeing  Georgie  made  an 
awkward  sign  to  her  to  come  forth  to  him. 

For  reply  she  turned  her  back  on  the  door,  and  faced  the 
fire. 

Then  he  came  in,  looking  shy  and  uncomfortable,  and 
nodded  sideways  to  the  old  woman. 

"  It  is  the  young  lady  from  the  parson's  I  would  say  a  word 
with,  granny,"  explained  the  youth.  "  If  she  forces  me  to  say 
it  out  before  you,  that  is  her  affair ;  but  say  it  I  will." 

"  Go  to  him,"  advised  Alse.     "  He  means  no  harm." 

Georgina  hesitated  ;  her  lips  were  set  and  her  brows  knitted. 
A  hectic  flame  was  in  her  cheek.  She  saw  him  cast  a  sidelong 
glance  at  the  board,  with  the  veiled  figure,  and  she  uttered  a 
short  laugh. 

"No,"  said  she,  "I  will  not  venture  outside  with  you." 

"  You  are  afraid  of  me.     I  will  not  do  it  again." 

"  Afraid — afraid  of  you  !  "  she  laughed  contemptuously. 

"  Come,  come,  Georgie,"  said  he,  in  a  soothing  tone.     "  I 
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am  sorry  I  did  it,  and  I  have  brought  you  something — so  as  to 
make  up  the  quarrel." 

"  I  will  receive  nothitig  whatever  from  you  on  those  terms." 

He  moved  awkwardly  from  one  foot  to  the  other,  and  that 
which  was  slightly  out-turned  became  at  once  conspicuous. 

Georgie  saw  it — pointed  to  his  foot,  looked  at  Alsc  and 
laughed.     This  disconcerted  him  further. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  1  lost  my  temper,"  he  said ;  "  but  you 
spoiled  our  sport." 

"A  sport  suitable  only  for  a  set  of  bullies,"  said  the  girl. 

"  And  I  have  always  felt  angry  against  you  because  of  what 
you  once  said  about  me." 

"  About  you  ?  I  did  not  know  I  had  ever  cast  a  thought  to 
you,  or  troubled  to  speak  of  you." 

"  It  was  to  me  you  said  it." 

"  Indeed  ?  "     She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  And  now  I  have  brought  you  a  little  present." 

"  I  will  receive  no  present  from  you.  You  strike  me,  as 
though  I  were  a  dog,  and  then  cast  a  bone  to  me  and  say, 
'  Be  friends.' " 

"  You  have  not  seen  what  I  have  got." 

"  I  do  not  ask  to  see  it." 

"  Georgie  !  One  day  I  was  on  Rowdon.  There  is  a  great 
barrow  there  made  up  of  loose  stones.  I  had  nothing  at  the 
time  to  occu[iy  me,  so  I  amused  myself  with  pulling  away  the 
stones  and  working  inwards  to  the  centre.  Then  I  came 
on  a  sort  of  chest  made  of  upright  stones,  and  in  that  were 
bones  and  ashes  and  some  cloam,  and  I  pulled  out  this 
thing  also."  Me  held  out  a  finely  worked  spiral  bronze 
armlet. 

"  You  rob  the  dead  ! " 

"I  found  it.  It  is  yours.  All  along  I  have  kept  it  for  you. 
I  have  not  shown  it  to  anyone.  I  told  no  one,  not  even  my 
mother,  that  I  had  found  it.  When  I  drew  it  out  I  said  at 
once  that  it  should  be  for  you.  It  is  yours.  I  have  kept  it 
ever  since  last  May  for  you,  but  somehow  I  never  had  the 
courage  to  offer  it  to  you." 

"  I  will  not  have  it." 

"  Then  I  shall  throw  it  away." 
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"  Throw  it  away,  then." 

He  stood  irresolute.  Georgie  put  her  hands  behind  her 
back  to  let  him  see  that  she  was  firm  in  her  determination. 
"  I  will  not  touch  the  trash." 

"  Georgie,  it  is  not  trash.  When  burnished  it  shines  like 
gold,  and  the  zigzag  work  on  it  is  beautiful." 

"  I  will  not  have  it." 

With  an  oath  he  went  to  the  door  and  flung  the  bracelet 
over  the  hedge  on  the  farther  side  of  the  lane. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  girl,  "  I  will  tell  you  why  you  have 
come  here,  and  why  you  offered  me  that  piece  of  worthless 
metal." 

"It  is  not  worthless." 

"  I  care  not.     Why  did  you  follow  me  ?  " 

"  Because  I  knew  I  had  done  wrong,  and  I  desired  to  make 
amends." 

"  Not  so.  You  followed  because  you  were  afraid.  You 
thought  I  had  taken  refuge  with  Alse  Grylls  for  the  purpose  of 
ill-wishing  you,  and  you  quaked  in  your  shoes,  and  felt  at  once 
the  preliminary  pains  shoot  through  you.     W^as  it  not  so  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  level  in  the  face.  He  lost  colour  and 
dropped  his  eyes.  "  I  know  it,"  she  pursued.  "  You  followed, 
not  because  you  were  sorry  for  having  hurt  me  " — 

"You  do  me  wrong,  Georgie,  indeed  you  do." 

"  Hear  me  out — not  because  you  desired  my  forgiveness, 
and  would  buy  it  with  so  much  bell-metal." 

"  Then  give  it  me  freely." 

"  No,"  continued  the  girl.  "  You  sneaked  here,  in  fear 
lest  "— 

She  suddenly  snatched  the  kerchief  from  the  figure  and 
exposed  it. 

Granny  Grylls  started  forward  to  prevent  her,  but  was  too 
late. 

"  Look,"  said  Georgie  in  jeering  tones,  "  look  at  this  !  I 
called  you  a  cart-horse  once.  Here  you  are — a  thoroughbred. 
Observe  the  position  of  the  hand  ;  look  at  the  splay  foot.  On 
my  life,  it  is  done  to  perfection !  A  figure  of  fun !  An 
incomparable  figure  of  fun,  only  inferior  in  absurdity  to  the 
original ! " 
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The  lad  winced,  and  his  colour  changed  rapidl)-.  Hanging 
his  head  he  said,  "  You  have  a  rough  tongue." 

"  And  you  a  heavy  hand.  You  see,  you  were  not  wrong  in 
hastening  after  me.  Not  one  moment  too  soon  have  you 
arrived.  I  have  already  this  shawl-pin  in  my  hand  wherewith 
to  send  an  ache  into  your  heart." 

"  You  have  done  that  already,"  said  the  lad,  in  a  low  tone. 

"And  in  half  an  hour  you  would  have  been  in  a  raging 
fever." 

"  Are  you  not  afraid  to  do  such  evil  work  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  ;  we  are  out  of  the  days  when  witches  were  burnt — 
and  I  am  not  so  certain  that  the  work  is  evil.  How  are  we 
weak  women  to  defend  ourselves  against  the  violent  and  the 
overbearing  unless  we  have  recourse  to  powers  above  us? — and 
we  were  but  reciting  a  psalm  of  David.  I5ut  there  " — with  a 
stroke  of  the  hand  ( Jeorgie  dashed  down  the  dough  figure,  and 
then  with  both  hands  kneaded  it  up.  "There,"  she  said, 
"  fear  that  no  more.  A  figure  of  fun  such  as  you  is  not  to  be 
taken  seriously." 

He  walked,  crestfallen,  disconcerted,  to  the  door.  Never 
before  had  this  haughty,  flattered,  and  self-conscious  youth 
been  brought  to  such  a  condition.  At  the  door  he  stood  with 
one  hand  on  the  latch,  looking  out,  across  the  lane,  yet 
irresolute.  The  girl  watched  him,  with  a  contemptuous  curl 
of  the  lip.  He  played  with  the  latch,  he  put  a  finger  under  it 
and  raised,  then  let  it  fall. 

"Are  you  going?"  asked  she,  "or  do  your  knees  give  way 
under  you  at  the  thought  of  that  from  which  you  have 
escaped  ?  " 

Then  he  turned  half  about,  and  said,  "  Gcorgic,  do  not  ill- 
wish  me,  and  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  let  no  other  chap  lift  a 
hand  against  you  from  this  day  forward." 

"  Samson,"  retorted  the  girl,  "  it  was  not  a  blow  only  you 
gave  me." 

"  I  know — I  said  something.  Gcorgie,  tell  me  honestly  that 
is  not  true  what  folks  say  concerning  you — I  mean,  who  you 
are — and  I  swear  I  will  believe  you,  and  I  will  pound  to  a  jelly 
anyone  who  dares  hint  that  you  are  not  of  as  honest  parentage 
as  I  am.     I  may  be  but  a  yeoman,  hut " — 
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"  Leave  this,"  said  Georgia,  with  her  heart  in  her  mouth. 
"  I  will  answer  no  questions  of  your  asking." 

He  went  slowly  away.  She  stood  looking  through  the  door, 
watching  him  depart.  Then  she  turned,  stamped  angrily  on 
the  floor  and  said,  "  I  will  know  who  were  my  father  and 
mother." 


ClIATTEJi   \II 
BEGINNING  TO  LIVE 

SAMSON  FURZE  was  not  gone  five  minutes  before  the 
young  maid  from  the  Manor  House  came  in  breathless, 
brusquely,  and  gasped,  "  Miss  Georgie  !  do  please  to  come. 
The  master  ba'n't  himself.  There's  Rebecca  and  Moses  can't 
do  nothing  wi'  him.  He  ain't  eat  no  breakfast,  and  do  look 
that  queer  as  makes  you  feel  frightened.  He  won't  lie  in  bed 
nor  send  for  the  doctor,  and  he  can't  dress  himself." 

Georgie  at  once  went  with  the  girl,  and  walked  fast.  On 
reaching  the  house,  she  saw  the  housekeeper  at  the  door. 

"  Oh,  miss  ! "  said  she.  "  It  was  lucky.  Doctor  Furlong 
were  passin'  by  and  I  just  called  him  in  and  a.xed  he  to  go  up, 
as  a  caller  like,  and  look  at  the  master.  Moses  has  helped  to 
dress  him.     But  he  is  in  a  queer  state,  sure  enough." 

A  moment  after  the  medical  man  came  down.  He  shook 
his  head. 

"  He  will  not  let  me  look  at  his  tongue,  nor  feel  his  pulse. 
He  will  answer  no  question,"  said  he.  "  We  must  humour 
him.  There  is  not  much  can  be  done.  Get  him  to  bed  if 
you  can." 

'■'What  is  the  matter  with  my  uncle?"  asked  the  girl. 

"  My  dear,"  answered  Mr.  Furlong,  "  I  can  answer  that 
better  later,  if  he  will  suffer  me  to  see  him." 

And  without  saying  more  he  left  the  house. 

Georgie  now  ascended  the  stairs  and  entered  her  uncle's 
chamber. 

A  fire  had  been  lighted  in  the  grate,  and  Parson  Thirkleby 
was  seated  by  it  in  an  arm-chair.     At  once  Georgina  perceived 
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a  marked  alteration  in  his  appearance.  His  face  was  deadly 
white,  with  a  greenish  hue  about  the  mouth,  and  the  features 
were  drawn.  If  what  had  befallen  him  was  paralysis,  it  had 
not  lamed  his  tongue,  for  he  could  speak,  though  not  with 
ease,  and  it  had  affected  his  temper.  She  found  him  in  a 
condition  of  great  irritability. 

"It  is  nonsense,"  he  said.  "What  does  Rebecca  mean  by 
sending  up  Furlong.  I  am  not  ill.  I  never  felt  better  in  my 
life.  A  little  off  in  my  appetite,  on  account  of  indiscretion  at 
supper — roast  goose,  ate  too  much.  I  am  going  downstairs. 
I  will  not  be  mewed  up  in  my  bedroom,  like  an  invalid.  I 
am  feeling  uncommonly  well." 

"Oh,  uncle,"  said  Georgie,  shocked  at  his  appearance, 
"you  positively  must  remain  here.  I  purpose  having  the 
parlour  and  dining-room  chimneys  swept,  and  we  must  cover 
the  carpet  and  the  furniture  with  papers." 

"You  should  have  told  me  of  this  overnight.  Then  I 
would  have  arranged  to  go  to  one  of  my  friends.  I  will  go 
now.  Order  my  horse.  I  intend  to  ride.  All  that  I  require 
to  set  me  up  is  fresh  air." 

"Uncle,  the  doctor  says  you  must  go  to  bed." 

"  Doctor !  Doctor !  Oh  yes,  that  he  may  physic  and 
charge.  I  know  the  ways  of  these  gentry.  They  run  you 
down  in  order  that  they  may  wind  you  up." 

"  But  you  are  looking  very  ill." 

"Your  eye  is  jaundiced.  I  am  jolly,  very,  very  jolly — 
never  felt  better  in  my  life." 

"But,  uncle,  your  face — your  appearance." 

"  I  took  too  much  wine  last  night." 

"  Your  hand  trembles." 

"  It  is  firm  and  strong  as  iron.  This  comes  of  Rebecca's 
talk.  She  fancies  I  am  ill.  It  is  nothing.  Send  her  about 
her  business.     I  hate  having  whimsical  old  women  about  me." 

"  But,  uncle,  she  is  a  faithful  servant." 

"I  do  not  call  that  fidelity,  I  call  it  gross,  unwarranted 
impertinence,  —  sending  up  a  doctor,  a  wretched,  ignorant 
country  practitioner,  to  see  me,  when  I  had  told  Rebecca  and 
Moses  that  I  was  perfectly  well,  sound  as  a  bell,  only  a  little 
off  my  feed,  having  eaten  and  drunk  too  much  last  night.    Old 
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servants  presume,  and  when  they  do  that  it  is  high  time  to  be 
rid  of  tliem.  Take  that  away,"  he  thrust  with  his  elbow  against 
a  book  on  the  Httle  table  at  his  side.  "  That  is  part  of  her 
insolence.  Because  I  am  somewhat  dyspeptic  she  has  put  a 
Bible  under  my  nose.  What  do  I  want  with  a  liible?  I  have 
enough  of  that  on  Sundays.  It  looks  bad — bad  as  a  medicine 
phial  or  a  bowl  of  slops.  It  gives  to  the  air  a  smack  of  the 
sickrt)om.     Take  it  away  and  bring  nie  Roderick  Random^ 

Georgie  removed  the  volume,  the  presence  of  which  was  an 
offence  to  her  uncle,  and  after  a  little  search  found  the  book 
that  he  required  as  a  substitute. 

But  his  hand  shook,  and  he  was  not  able  to  hold  it. 

"  This  comes  of  my  port,"  said  he ;  "  very  fine  old  stuff,  but 
one  may  take  too  much  even  of  a  good  thing." 

"Shall  I  read  to  you,  uncle?"  asked  the  girl,  noticing  his 
incapacity  to  hold  a  book  steadily. 

"  What  ?  Roderick  Random  ?  No,  no — too  philosophical 
for  a  girl.  I  will  not  split  your  brain  with  meta[)hysical 
dis(iuisitions." 

Georgie  noticed  that  he  laboured  at  his  words  and  found  a 
difficulty  in  articulating  them  distinctly.  The  letter  S  gave 
him  special  difticulty.  Then  Rebecca  mounted  the  stairs,  and 
throwing  open  the  door  said  shortly,  "  Sir  Thomas  is  below. 
I  suppose,  as  you  dismissed  the  doctor,  you  will  not  see  him." 

"  I  will  step  down  to  him  at  once,"  .said  the  parson,  and 
made  an  attempt  to  rise  in  his  chair,  but  tottered.  The  girl  at 
once  offered  her  assistance,  which  he  impatiently  rejected. 

"  Ah  !  the  chimney — I  forgot — the  chimney  has  to  be  swept. 
I  cannot  receive  him  in  the  j)arlour,  it  is  strewed  and  muffled 
in  brown  paper  and  scraps  of  news.  Show  him  up.  He  will 
excuse  that  he  is  received  here.  His  chimneys  have  to  be 
swept,  I  suppose,  sometimes.  All  people's  chimneys  have  to 
be  swept." 

"  And  some  folks'  consciences  as  well,"  said  Rebecca,  "  only 
they  never  get  it." 

"What  is  that  you  are  muttering?"  cried  the  Reverend 
Josiah,  turning  round.  "  Take  care,  Rebecca  ;  you  allow  that 
tongue  of  yours  over-mufh  licence.  Show  up  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt." 
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In  two  minutes  the  knight  was  in  the  room.  He  carried  an 
Oriental  porcelain  bowl  in  his  hands. 

"  Here,  Thirkleby,"  said  the  warden.  "  I  promised  your 
ward  I  would  make  you  a  present  in  place  of  your  junket 
bowl  that  went  to  pieces  last  night,  and  I  have  come  over  the 
moor  expressly  to  redeem  my  promise.  A  word  passed  to  a 
young  lady  should  never  be  allowed  to  lie  unfulfilled,"  he 
bowed  to  Georgie. 

"  I  thank  you.  How  are  you  to-day,  Tyrwhitt  ?  For  my 
part,  the  goose,  or  the  port,  or  the  goose  and  port  in  combina- 
tion, have  played  the  devil  with  my  digestion,  and  I  am 
dyspeptic  this  morning.  Odds  life  !  That  is  nothing.  Moses 
tells  me  that  HuUett  has  not  lifted  his  head  from  his  pillow. 
Davey  got  adrift  on  his  way  home  last  night,  and  had  to  sleep 
in  a  tallat,  among  the  hay,  and  has  been  bitten  by  fleas 
damnably.  I  have  come  off  the  best  of  the  three.  And  you  ? 
Is  your  hand  shaking  ?  " 

"Not  a  bit,  vicar.     See  how  steadily  I  can  hold  the  bowl." 

"  Let  me  look  at  it." 

He  held  out  a  quivering  hand,  but,  observing  how  feeble 
and  uncertain  it  was,  hastily  drew  it  back. 

"  Set  down  the  bowl.  I  thank  you.  It  is  prodigious  fine. 
It  will  be  an  ornament  to  my  table,  and  may  we  drink  many  a 
bout  of  punch  out  of  it.  I'm  vexed,  'pon  my  soul,  to  receive 
you  in  my  bedroom,  but  chimney-cleaning  is  what  we  must 
all  go  through ;  and  being  just  off  my  gloss  this  morning,  it  is 
as  well.  After  a  drinking  bout,  I  am  usually  so.  Here  is 
Georgie — offered  to  read  to  me  Roderick  Random  ! " 

He  laughed,  and  held  the  arms  of  his  chair  as  he  did  so. 

Sir  Thomas  stood  by  the  chimney  breast,  his  right  elbow  on 
the  mantelshelf  and  one  finger  to  his  temple,  the  other  folded 
against  his  chin.  With  the  left  hand,  and  with  a  glance  of  the 
eye,  he  signed  Georgie  to  withdraw.  The  girl  left  the  room, 
and  shut  the  door  behind  her. 

The  warden  did  not  speak  for  some  minutes  ;  his  eyes  were 
fixed  with  intensity  on  the  Vicar  of  A\'ellcombe. 

Josiah  took  notice  of  this,  and  resented  it. 

"  Am  I  a  curiosity  from  beyond  the  sea,  Tyrwhitt,  that  you 
study  me  so  closely  ?  " 
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"Thirkleby,"  said  the  knight,  "I  met  Furlong  as  I  came 
along,  and  had  sonic  conversation  with  him." 

"The  officious  ass!"  said  the  vicar  irritably.  "Conceive 
his  insolence  !  lie  dared  to  intrude  upon  me,  because  that 
impertinent  old  toad,  Rebecca,  said  my  liver  was  out  of  order. 
I  refused  to  have  any  medicine  he  might  send,  and  I  will  not 
pay  his  bill.  If  he  sends  one  in,  I  shall  deduct  the  amount 
from  Rebecca's  wage." 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  do  not  deceive  your- 
self, you  are  ill ;  more  ill  than  you  choose  to  allow.  Have  you 
made  your  will  ?  " 

"  Will !  My  will ! "  almost  screamed  the  vicar.  "  No 
occasion  for  that  as  yet.  I  am  just  about  to  enjoy  life — have 
a  roaring  time  of  it  on  the  fifteen  thousand  pounds — that  is 
my  price.  Curse  me  !  I  said  yesterday  ten  thousand.  But 
I  am  like  the  sibyl — I  increase  my  price  as  the  time  speeds 
on.     Will,  indeed  !     And  pray — have  you  made  yours?" 

"  Long  ago." 

"  Right !     You  are  older  and  less  robust  than  myself." 

"  What  did  Dr.  Furlong  say  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  would  not  listen  to  a  word  from  him.  I  ordered  him 
out  of  the  room.  Confound  his  impudence,  intruding  on  me 
uncalled  ! " 

"I  had  a  talk  with  him.  He  cannot  do  much  for  you, 
Thirkleby." 

"  I  know  that.  I  shall  be  right  as  a  trivet  in  a  couple  of 
hours,  if  not  harassed  unendurably." 

"Thirkleby,"  said  the  knight  gravely,  "  you  must  hear  the 
truth  from  me.  You  have  had  a  stroke.  It  is  a  premonition 
of  an  approaching  end.  I  do  not  say  that  this  will  come 
speedily.  God  forbid  !  But  it  is  an  infallible  note  of  warning 
to  you  to  set  your  house  in  order." 

The  vicar  looked  at  Sir  Thomas  for  some  moments  in 
speechless  confusion  of  mind,  partly  through  fear,  partly 
through  rage.  He  spluttered  forth  a  few  words,  but  they  were 
unintelligible. 

"Thirkleby  !  A  man  such  as  you  are,  with  common  sense 
and  courage,  knows  what  to  do  on  such  an  occasion  as  this. 
I  speak  to  you  as  a  friend,  in  all  sincerity  and  affection.     It  is 
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few  that  are  cut  off  by  the  scythe  of  death  with  such  sudden- 
ness that  they  can  make  no  provision  for  it.  \Vith  most  the 
shadow  of  the  scythe  comes  first — a  Httle  point,  then  a  broad 
band — and  it  is  a  merciful  dispensation  that  it  is  so.  The 
dark  point  is  touching  you  now.  Be  a  man  and  make  ready. 
Look  into  your  temporal  affairs  and  wind  them  up." 

"  It  is  not  so !  It  shall  not  be  so  !  "  burst  forth  from 
the  Reverend  Josiah.  "  Shadow  !  Curse  me,  I  see  none. 
I  tell  you  I  am  just  about  to  step  out  of  it.  Shadow  ! 
Pinched  between  these  gloomy  hills  all  these  hateful  years — 
I  have  been  in  shadow,  lived  as  under  a  cloud.  But  this  is 
the  end  of  it.     I  am  going  to  Paris." 

"  Thirkleby,  it  is  no  pleasure  to  me  to  speak  plain  and  un- 
pleasant words.  I  would  leave  you  in  your  delusion  were  it 
not  that  you  have  charge  of  a  young  girl,  and  have  responsi- 
bilities connected  with  her.  You  must  provide  for  her  future. 
You  know  what  arrangements  were  made  with  you  about  her." 
"  Bah  !  I  have  years  before  me." 

"And,"  said  Sir   Thomas,   "there  is   that  manuscript.     It 
must  be  destroyed." 

"  By  heaven  !  Now  I  know  what  you  are  after.  Now  I 
understand  your  little  game,  frightening,  or  trying  to  frighten, 
me  into  the  belief  that  I  am  ill.  Never  felt  better  in  my  life  ! 
No,  no,  my  man  !  I  am  going  to  Paris.  I  shall  see  there  to 
its  being  printed,  and  in  three  months — unless  I  get  my  fifteen 
thousand  pounds — England  will  have  something  to  talk  about." 
_  In  his  excitement,  Mr.  Thirkleby  attempted  to  rise  from 
his  chair,  but,  unable  to  maintain  himself  on  his  legs,  he 
stumbled  and  fell  on  his  knees  by  the  fender. 

Sir  Thomas  did  not  hold  out  a  finger  to  assist  him. 
He  looked  down  on  him  with  observant  eyes  and  knitted 
brows. 

The  vicar,  annoyed  at  this  exhibition  of  his  infirmity,  laid 
hold  of  the  tongs,  pretending  that  he  was  picking  up  some 
fallen  turfs ;  but  he  could  not  manage  the  tongs,  they  shook 
and  fell  apart  in  his  hand. 

He  brandished  them,  and  thrust  towards  the  knight,  who 
remained  immovable. 

"Tyrwhitt,  I  tell  you,  I  am  going  to  Paris.     I  am  going  to 
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have  my  fling  there,  after  tliis  intolerable  exile  among  barren 
hills  and  lubberly  rustics.  My  blood  is  young  and  lusty.  I 
shall  be  a  buck  again,  a  roaring  devil  like  Tom  and  Jerry  in 
the  pictures.  I  am  about" — he  flourished  the  tongs — "  I  am 
about  now  to  begin  to  live — the  only  life  worth  living — on 
fifteen  thousand  pounds.     Hurrah,  for  a  free  and  jolly  life  !  " 


CHAPTER   VIII 
THE  KEY 

WHEN  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  had  left  the  room  and 
descended  the  stairs,  he  signed  to  Georgina,  and  she 
followed  him  into  the  parlour,  where  already  some  pre- 
parations had  been  made  for  chimney-sweeping. 

"  We  did  not  really  intend  to  have  the  chimney  done  to- 
day," said  the  girl,  "  but  uncle  was  so  determined  to  descend, 
and  seemed  so  unfit  for  it,  that  I  made  this  expedient  an 
excuse  to  keep  him  to  his  room.  I  have  sent  for  the  mason, 
and  with  a  rope  and  a  bundle  of  holly  we  shall  get  at  least  one 
chimney  cleaned  to-day,  and  so  save  my  conscience.  I  cannot 
tell  a  lie,  and  if  uncle  were  to  come  down  to-morrow  and  find 
that  he  had  been  deceived,  he  would  make  it  unpleasant  for 
Rebecca  and  me." 

"  He  will  not  leave  his  room  for  some  days,"  said  the 
Warden  of  the  Stannaries;  "he  has  no  notion  how  ill  he 
really  is,  and  he  will  not  allow  that  anything  serious  is  the 
matter  with  him.  He  was  rude  to  Dr.  Furlong,  he  insulted 
him.  Dr.  Furlong  did  not  allow  you  to  know  that,  but  I  met 
him  in  the  road,  and  he  told  me  everything.  Your  uncle's 
heart  is  in  a  state  of  collapse,  and  he  has  had  a  slight  seizure. 
Of  course,  none  of  us  can  tell  how  long  it  will  be  before  he  gets 
a  second.  From  a  third  there  will  be  no  recovery,  and  pro- 
bably a  second  will  leave  him  speechless,  and  in  all  likelihood 
will  affect  his  brain.  Furlong  is  very  reasonably  embarrassed. 
He  cannot  force  himself  on  a  man  who  does  not  want  him  ; 
and  his  feelings  have  been  hurt — for,  not  to  put  too  fine  a 
point   on    it,  the  vicar  was  rude  to  him.     However,  do  not 
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scruple  to  send  for  him  should  matters  take  a  turn  for  the 
worse.  My  own  impression  is,  that  it  will  not  be  long  before 
there  ensues  a  second  stroke.  Furlong  thinks  so  as  well. 
Now  what  is  to  be  done?  He  must  be  kept  quiet  and  not 
excited — so  the  doctor  says.  On  the  other  hand,  he  has  not 
made  any  provision  for  serious  eventualities,  and  he  must  be 
urged  to  this.  I  have  done  what  I  could ;  I  have  spoken 
plainly,  and  have  failed.  If  he  is  fond  of  you,  and  you  use 
your  persuasion,  you  may  succeed." 

"  I  really  do  not  know  whether  he  cares  for  me  a  rush." 

"  No  one  can  see  you  and  not  love  you,"  said  Sir  Thomas, 
with  a  bow. 

'*  Unless  he  sees  too  much  of  me,  and  too  close,"  remarked 
Georgie. 

"  If  you  are  his  niece  " — 

"  If.     That  is  just  it." 

The  knight  stood  somewhat  embarrassed.  But  presently 
he  said,  "  Of  course,  Miss  Thirkleby,  we  have  assumed  this 
relationship  ;  anyhow,  you  are  nearer  akin  to  him  than  any 
other  person  we  know  about,  and  no  one  else  has  been  here 
in  all  the  years  of  what  he  calls  his  exile  to  claim  kinship. 
We  will  take  it  as  beyond  dispute  that  you  are  what  you  call 
yourself,  his  niece.  He  has  never  been  explicit  to  me,  and,  I 
suppose,  he  has  not  been  definite  to  you.  You  stand  near 
him,  and  must  use  such  gentle  urgency  as  you  can  to  induce 
him  to  provide  for  you  after  such  an  eventuality  as  his  being 
taken  away  from  the  exercise  of  his  present  guardianship  over 
you.  It  is  very  important.  I  beseech  you  to  consider  what 
I  say,  and  act  upon  it." 

Then  the  old  gentleman  left. 

Georgie  remained  some  time  in  the  parlour  considering  what 
she  had  heard. 

She  did  not  really  love  her  uncle.  He  had  done  nothing 
to  attach  her  to  him,  had  shown  her  but  little  considera- 
tion and  no  affection.  Of  late  he  had  suffered  a  certain  im- 
patience at  her  presence  to  transpire  in  his  conduct,  looks,  and 
words.  But  she  was  young,  had  a  naturally  good  heart,  and 
she  was  troubled  and  pained  by  the  tidings  she  had  received, 
and   alarmed   at  the  seriousness  with  which  Sir  Thomas  had 
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spoken  to  her  of  her  uncle's  condition.  What  was  she  to  do  ? 
She  was  to  keep  her  uncle  as  quiet  as  might  be,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  to  insist  on  the  most  disquieting  of  topics. 

She  walked  across  the  room,  stepping  on  the  pieces  of  brown 
paper  strewn  on  the  carpet,  as  though  striding  from  one  ice 
block  to  another,  floating  in  a  stream  just  free  from  its  winter 
encasement.  Then  she  stooped  and  began  to  collect  the 
papers  that  had  been  spread.  It  was  of  no  avail  having  the 
chimney  swept  if  her  uncle  was  not  likely  to  come  downstairs. 
And  next  moment,  such  was  her  irresolution,  she  spread  them 
again.  She  had  said  that  the  chimney  was  to  be  swept.  She 
had  sent  for  the  mason,  and  he  would  arrive  in  the  black  suit  he 
assumed  for  the  purpose,  and  her  uncle  would  be  annoyed 
unless  he  heard  the  grating,  sawing  sound  of  the  rope  in  the 
chimney,  dragging  the  holly-bush  up  and  down.  He  would 
expect  that,  and  be  angry  and  fly  out  unless  he  heard  it. 

Then  she  considered  about  herself,  ^^'as  she  the  niece  of 
the  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby  or  not?  And  who  actually 
was  her  father  ?  Should  her  uncle  fall  a  victim  to  a  second 
stroke  and  lose  the  power  of  speech,  then  her  chance  of 
knowing  the  truth  might  be  gone  for  ever.  She  could  not 
resolve  whether  Sir  Thomas  knew  the  facts  relating  to  her 
origin  or  not.  He  seemed  to  her  to  possess  a  knowledge 
which  he  endeavoured  to  disguise. 

If — as  he  said  was  probable — Mr.  Thirkleby  were  taken 
away  suddenly,  to  whom  should  she  go  ?  On  what  could  she 
live  ?  Brought  up  in  the  wilds  of  Dartmoor,  she  was  ignorant 
of  the  world.  Independence  of  some  sort  she  did  possess. 
She  could  hold  insolent  men  and  unruly  boys  at  arm's  length  ; 
she  could  ride — but  this  was:  the  limit  of  her  accomplishments. 
There  was  a  kindliness  and  courtesy  about  Sir  Thomas  Tyr- 
whitt  that  gave  her  confidence.  He  would  not  desert  her  in 
an  emergency.  But  Georg'e  desired,  if  so  it  might  be,  to  be 
independent  of  everyone. 

Further  hesitation  was  put  a  stop  to  by  loud  raps  on  the 
floor,  produced  by  her  uncle  employing  the  tongs  for  the 
purpose. 

Georgie  went  to  him  at  once. 

"  Am  I  to  be  left  all  da>  alone,  and  to  be  neglected  ?  "  asked 
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the  vicar  querulously.     "  I  want  a  cup  of  strong  coffee.     IJid 
Rebecca  prepare  it  immediately." 

When  this  order  had  been  transmitted,  he  signed  to  a  stool. 
"  Sit  there.  Am  I  plague-stricken,  that  everyone  flies  from  me  ? 
If  I  want  anything  I  cannot  ring,  for  the  crank  is  bent  and  the 
wire  is  broken." 

It  was  not  so.  Georgie  knew  that  her  uncle  unassisted 
could  not  reach  the  bell-rope,  but  would  not  admit  it.  She 
drew  the  stool  to  the  fireside  and  seated  herself  upon  it.  Pre- 
sently Rebecca  appeared  with  the  coffee,  and  set  it  on  the 
table  beside  her  master. 

Georgie  noticed  that  the  vicar  was  incapable  of  holding  the 
cup  steadily,  and  yet  would  resent  the  offer  of  assistance. 
She  looked  accordingly  into  the  fire,  and  pretended  not  to 
observe  the  shifts  he  made  to  drink  his  coffee  without  upsetting 
the  contents  of  the  cup  over  his  shirt-front  and  knees. 

When  the  dickering  of  the  cup  and  saucer  had  ceased,  she 
turned  herself  about  and  saw  that  the  saucer  was  nearly  full  of 
coffee  that  had  been  spilt. 

The  vicar  extended  his  legs,  rested  his  feet  on  the  fender 
and  folded  his  hands,  with  his  elbows  reposing  on  the  arms  of 
tlie  chair. 

He  lapsed  into  a  brown  study,  and  Georgie  refrained  from 
disturbing  him.  She  had  much  to  occupy  her  mind.  She 
was  resolved  on  making  an  attempt  to  elicit  from  him  some 
information  relative  to  herself,  but  how  best  to  do  so  was  not 
clear.     Her  uncle  was  in  a  testy  humour. 

Presently  he  laughed  and  said,  but  speaking  to  himself  and 
not  to  her,  "  The  wish,  Thomas,  was  father  to  the  thought. 
You  quote  Shakespeare,  so  can  I." 

She  said  nothing,  but  continued  gazing  into  the  peat  fire. 

"I  can  understand  it.  You,  and  His  Majesty  behind 
you,  would  rejoice  to  have  me  out  of  the  way,  to  hear 
the  earth  fall  on  my  coffin.  Then — then  you  would  be 
satisfied  that  all  dani2;er  of  the  truth  coming  out  would  be  at 
an  end.  Ha  !  ha  !  There  is  life  in  the  old  dog  yet.  I  am  not 
to  be  hustled  out  of  the  way  to  suit  your  convenience.  The 
servant  is  worthy  of  his  hire.  I  have  been  faithful,  but  I  will 
not  be  imposed  upon,  nor  suffer  myself  to  be  thrust  out  of  the 
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way.  I  have  Amalthea's  letters,  those  received  by  her.  I 
have  signatures  that  cannot  be  disputed  to  a  contract  that  has 
never  been  carried  out."  Then  he  fell  to  chuckling;  and, 
pressing  too  heavily  on  the  fender,  upset  it  with  the  fire-irons. 

"Uncle,"  said  Georgie,  as  she  replaced  what  had  been 
overthrown,  "  I  would  hear  something  about  that  same 
Amalthea.  " 

He  started,  and  looked  at  her  with  astonished  eyes. 

"I  have  been  half  dreaming,"  he  muttered,  "and  have 
talked  nonsense.     What  know  you  of  any  Amalthea  ?  " 

"  I  found  a  silk  bag  in  a  work-table  drawer,  within  it  papers 
of  embroidered  silks  and  a  pretty  needle  packet  of  perforated 
card,  and  on  that  was  worked  the  name  of  Amalthea.  You 
have  this  moment  uttered  the  same  name.  Was  she  your 
sister?" 

"  There  was  nothing  else  in  the  bag  ?  " 

"  Nothing  but  faded  silks  cut  to  lengths,  and  a  scrap  of 
unfinished  embroidery." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  vicar,  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"  Uncle  !     Was  Amalthea  any  relation  to  me  ?  " 

He  did  not  answer,  but  fixed  his  eyes  on  her,  at  first  in- 
tently, as  though  putting  to  himself  a  question  whether  he 
should  reply.  But  then  his  eyes  became  dazed  and  his 
look  abstracted. 

Georgie  waited  patiently  for  a  while,  and  then  she  said, 
"I  am  sure  that  Amalthea  was  my  mother." 

"  Who  has  been  talking  to  you  about  these  matters  ?  Some- 
one has  set  you  on.  Sir  Thomas  ?  I  know  it  was  he. 
What  has  he  told  you  ?  " 

"  He  has  told  me  nothing,  uncle ;  he  conceived,  and  justly, 
that  it  was  your  place,  and  not  his,  to  inform  me  about 
myself  and  my  mother." 

"  He  did  not  set  you  to  worm  things  out  of  me  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed,  uncle." 

"  Nor  to  endeavour  to  get  possession  of  a  certain  budget  of 
papers  ?  " 

"  Most  assuredly  not." 

"He  is  a  shrewd  man,  is  Sir  Thomas,  and  in  the  pay  and 
employ  of  someone  very  high  up — high  as  the  moon  and  more 
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full  of  blots.  It  is  to  the  interest  of  Sir  Thomas  to  get  these 
papers  into  his  power.  It  is  to  yours  and  mine  that  he  should 
not  have  the  fingering  of  them.  By  Cynthia's  bow  !  it  behoves 
us  to  act  warily  and  be  prepared  against  his  devices." 

"  Uncle,"  said  (Jeorgina,  rising  from  the  stool,  "  I  am  no 
longer  a  child.  I  am  nearly  a  woman,  full  blown.  It  is  un- 
just to  leave  me  in  the  dark  as  to  who  I  am,  and  what  my 
parents  were.  It  is  unjust  in  you,  it  is  unendurable  to  me. 
You  do  not  know  of  the  annoyances,  the  impertinences  to 
which  I  am  exposed.  But — though — I  am  wrong.  You  do 
know  them  in  a  measure.  You  heard  how  I  was  saluted  last 
night  by  youi  boon  companions  as  the  Blood  Royal  and 
Royal  Georgie.  What  was  the  meaning  of  that  salutation  ? 
It  took  place  under  your  roof,  at  your  table,  unreproved  by 
you.  AVhy  did  you  suffer  it  ?  Why  did  you  not  knock  down 
those  tipsy  men  who  thus  addressed  me  ?  I  demand  an 
explanation.  Can  you  not  see  that  I  am  justified  in  insisting 
upon  an  answer  ?  " 

She  paused,  standing  over  him.  'I'here  was  a  mixture  of 
imperiousness  and  of  its  contrary,  supplication,  in  her  tone,  or 
rather,  it  oscillated  between  both. 

"  That  is  not  all.  This  morning  I  have  been  grossly  in- 
sulted in  public.  Samson  Fur/.e  cast  at  me  a  word  that  im- 
plied that  I  did  not  come  of  honest  parentage.  He  regretted 
it,  followed  me  and  professed  his  readiness  to  retract  it,  if  the 
word  were  unjustly  applied.  What  could  I  say  ?  I  have  a 
right  to  the  information  I  now  demand." 

"You  are  pertinacious." 

"  After  what  took  place  last  night,  I  should  be  a  coward  if 
I  failed  to  be  pertinacious." 

"They  went  too  far  last  niglit." 

"  It  was  you,  sir,  who  went  too  far.  You  permitted  that  to 
pass  at  your  table  unreproved  which  you  should  have  per- 
emptorily stopped,  had  you  respected  me.  iJecause  you 
suffered  it,  I  demand  the  knowledge  of  who  I  am,  as  a 
reparation." 

Then  she  seated  herself,  not  on  the  stool,  but  on  a  chair 
over  against  him,  with  her  lips  set  and  her  hands  clenched  on 
her  knees. 
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"  I  am  ready  to  receive  your  communication,  and  I  sit  here 
till  it  is  made." 

For  a  while  the  Reverend  Josiah  remained  irresolute,  his 
fleshy  lips  worked.     Presently  he  said — 

"  Georgie,  the  goose  and  the  port  wine  have  affected  me 
strangely.  Will  you  kneel  and  unloose  my  garter  ?  You  will 
find  a  small  key  attached  to  the  strap  of  my  left  leg.  I  cannot 
unbuckle  it  myself  to-day." 

The  girl  at  once  stooped  and  did  as  required. 

Fastened  to  the  garter,  as  said,  was  a  small  key. 

"There  is  a  chest  under  my  bed,"  he  pursued.  "This  is 
the  key  to  it.  Open  the  chest.  Within  is  an  iron  despatch 
box,  with  a  letter  padlock.     Bring  it  to  me." 

Again  she  did  as  requested,  and  produced  the  box  of  metal 
and  ebony. 

He  endeavoured  to  turn  the  rings  of  the  lock,  but  his 
fingers  refused  to  act.  He  made  many  futile  attempts,  and 
at  last,  with  an  exclamation  of  impatience,  abandoned  the 
task.  "FAR  O,"  said  he.  "  That  is  the  word.  I  shall 
alter  it  to-morrow.  Make  Faro  of  the  letters,  and  it  will 
unlock." 

The  girl  arranged  the  letters  as  requested,  and  the  padlock 
fell  apart.     She  opened  the  case. 

The  vicar  put  his  tremulous  hand  in,  and  drew  forth  a 
package.  "There  is  here,"  said  he,  "much  of  my  writing. 
See — on  this  parchment  is  inscribed  '  Revelations  of  a  Man 
ABOUT  Court.'  In  this  budget  is  contained  everything  that 
concerns  your  birth  and  the  condition  of  your  parents. 
Everything  is  there  —  a  full  statement,  with  corroborative 
papers,  autographs.  Now  put  it  back  again.  Fasten  the 
lock,  replace  the  case.  Lock  the  chest.  Swear  to  me  on 
the  book — kiss  it — no,  that  is  Roderick  Random — that  other 
book,  where  is  it  ?  Swear  to  me,  should  anything  chance  to 
me,  not  to  give  up  this  package  to  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  or  to 
anyone  commissioned  by  him,  or  to  anyone  whom  you  may 
suspect  to  come  from  him.  Do  not  let  that  bundle  of  docu- 
ments pass  into  his  or  other  hands,  till  you  have  been  paid 
down  the  sum  of  thirteen  thousand  pounds.  Take  the  book 
and  swear." 
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He  obliged  Georgie  to  repeat  the  words  after  liim,  and  press 
her  Hps  to  the  Bible. 

"Should  anything  unexpected  befall  me,  they  will  leave  no 
stone  unturned  in  their  efforts  to  secure  that  brown  paper- 
covered  parcel.  Use  your  mother-wit  to  circumvent  them. 
But,  bah  !  The  old  dog  is  not  dead  yet,  nor  his  teeth  worn 
down  that  he  cannot  bite." 

Georgina  stood  by  him,  holding  the  key. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,"  he  said,  "  but  my  hand  shakes 
to-day.  That  confounded  goose  sits  on  my  chest.  Fasten 
the  key  again  to  my  garter." 

"  But  you  have  told  me  nothing." 

"  Nothing  1  I  have  told  you  everything  that  I  can  dare 
tell  now.  Let  none  get  hold  of  that  key,  Georgie.  It  is  the 
key  to  your  past  history,  and  the  key  to  your  future." 


CHAPTER   IX 

AN  OFFER 


N  the  afternoon  Georgie  escaped  from  the  house  to  take 
her  walk  on  the  moors  and  fill  her  lungs  with  the  invigorat- 


ing air  for  which  she  had  pined.  Her  evening  ramble  would 
naturally  be  up  the  rising  wave  of  rock  and  heather  that  broke 
into  a  foam  of  granite  tors  on  the  east,  for  this  was  the  side  of 
the  valley  that  would  then,  in  winter,  enjoy  sunshine,  when  all 
was  shadow  on  the  western  side,  as  also,  because  from  the 
massive  piles  of  crag  at  the  summit  the  eye  could  range  to  the 
horizon,  over  a  tumbled  sea  of  hills  to  the  golden  horizon, 
when  the  sun  set  after  its  brief  course. 

The  Manor  House  lay  under  the  mighty  ridge  of  Rowdon, 
that  stood  up  as  a  wall  seventeen  hundred  feet  to  the  west, 
and  made  the  afternoon  but  brief.  Another  two  hours  of  day 
might  be  won  by  mounting  the  opposed  ridge  of  moor  that 
broke  into  crags,  forming  a  series  of  tors. 

The  ascent  was  rapid  and  rough ;  but  this  was  enjoyable. 
It  made  the  girl's  pulses  throb  fast,  and  brought  a  tingle  of 
coursing  blood  into  her  cheeks  and  temples. 

When  she  reached  the  summit,  she  planted  herself  among 
the  rocks. 

The  evening  was  fine.  Clouds,  indeed,  hung  about  the 
declining  sun,  but  they  were  not  of  lead ;  they  had  been  trans- 
muted to  gold.  The  whole  south-west  was  suffused  with 
amber  light,  and  against  the  sky  the  ranges  of  moor  stood  up 
as  waves  on  a  stormy  sea.  Between  them  was  already  gather- 
ing a  deUcate  haze  that  in  an  hour  would  curdle  into  fog. 

With    bounding   pulses    and   heaving   bosom    she   sat    and 
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looked  away  to  where  the  last  golden  spark  of  the  sun  was 
disai)[)earing. 

Far  below,  in  cold,  death-like  shadow,  was  the  Manor 
House,  where  she  had  spent  so  many  years — joyless  when  in 
that  house,  bright  only  when  out  of  it,  rambling  unrestrained 
over  the  heather  and  through  the  aromatic  gorse. 

It  is  often  said  that  moorland  is  dull  and  uninteresting  in 
winter.  Such  is  the  oj)inion  of  those  unacquainted  with  it. 
The  smell  and  chill  of  death  is  perceived  in  woodland  regions. 
There  the  strewn  decaying  foliage,  the  bare  branches,  the 
deep  mire,  proclaim  that  life  is  over  and  the  winter  death  is 
triumphant.  But  on  the  moors  there  are  no  signs  of  mortality. 
It  is  true  that  the  heather  is  not  in  flower  and  that  the  fern 
has  turned  to  russet,  but  this  serves  to  enliance  the  glory  of 
colour  that  pervades  the  upland.  The  shadows  of  the  rain- 
clouds  produce  belts  of  indigo,  alternating  with  gleams  of 
sulphur  yellow.  Never  are  the  contrasts  finer  ;  never  is  there 
absence  of  the  earnest  of  life,  for  the  fur/e  will  bloom  through- 
out the  winter,  and  is  always  of  the  richest  sage-green.  The 
savour  and  damps  of  mortality  reach  not  so  high.  The  moor 
is  eternally  young. 

As  Georgie  sat  looking  into  the  flaming  west  it  was  to  her 
as  though  she  were  transported  to  that  gilded  chamber  to 
which,  as  a  child,  she  had  been  conducted ;  perhaps  the  glitter 
in  the  clouds  recalled  an  early  reminiscence  of  flashes  of  sun 
in  a  chandelier,  or  on  ormolu  furniture — but  in  a  moment 
she  ceased  to  see  what  was  before  her,  and  was  living  in  a 
retrospect. 

Again  she  saw  the  fat  gentleman  with  his  hair  curled  on  the 
top  of  his  head  and  the  protruding  white  muffler  or  cravat ; 
and  saw  him  eye  her  through  a  gold-edged  glass — and  fall  to  a 
titter,  and  pass  a  remark,  unintelligible  to  her,  into  the  ear  of 
a  companion. 

Again  she  recalled  how  her  heart  had  swelled  at  the  thought 
that  she  was  being  laughed  at ;  how  her  tears  had  broken 
forth,  and  a  sob  had  escaped  her  breast — and  how  the  short 
man  had  said,  "  Remove  this  child.  I  detest  squalling 
brats." 

Georgina  knew  what  was  rumoured  concerning  her.      At 
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first,  when  reports  had  begun  to  circulate,  she  had  paid  them 
no  attention.  But  she  found  that  when  she  went  to  the 
market  town,  she  was  observed  ;  that  she  was  pointed  out  to 
strangers,  and  that  whispered  remarks  were  passed  in  refer- 
ence to  her.  She  had  caught  allusions  that  could  not  be 
misunderstood.  Then  she  had  come  to  muse  over  what 
was  said  concerning  her,  and  to  rhyme  them  with  re- 
miniscences of  her  childhood  and  with  the  conduct  of  her 
guardian. 

Her  heart  was  troubled  with  conflicting  emotions,  her  brain 
bewildered  with  contradictory  ideas. 

Much  as  her  ardent,  affectionate  nature  yearned  for  the  love 
of  a  father,  she  could  not  endure  the  thought  that  he  was  her 
parent  whom  she  had  seen  that  once  in  the  gilded  room.  She 
had  possessed  a  child's  conception  of  the  majesty  of  royalty — 
built  up  of  imaginations  of  King  Arthur  holding  court  at 
Caerleon,  and  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  at  Jerusalem,  and 
Charlemagne  at  the  head  of  his  peers.  That  puffed,  flabby, 
commonplace  personage  she  had  heard  addressed  as 
"Your  Royal  Highness," — then  a  prince  regent,  and  now 
a  king !  Why,  a  sturdy  moorman,  florid  with  facing  the 
winds,  and  with  a  voice  like  a  trumpet,  was  more  of  a  man 
than  he. 

She  had  greedily  read  the  journals  that  came  to  her  uncle. 
She  knew  what  was  the  estimate  in  which  the  then  reigning 
sovereign  was  held.  The  determination  of  George  iv.  to 
divorce  his  wife,  the  refusal  to  Queen  Caroline  of  admission  to 
Westminster  Abbey  on  the  occasion  of  the  coronation, — all  this 
had  stirred  up  popular  feeling,  not  in  London  only,  but 
throughout  England,  even  in  such  a  remote  backwater  of  life 
as  Wellcombe.  The  conduct,  the  moral  character  of  the 
king,  had  been  freely  handled.  Mr.  Thirkleby  had  not  been 
sparing  of  his  sneers  and  anecdotes  at  the  cost  of  the  prince, 
who  now  wore  the  crown  :  embittered  by  neglect,  resentful 
against  him  who  had,  as  he  conceived,  thrust  him  aside,  he 
had  allowed  his  tongue  free  play,  even  before  his  ward  or 
niece,  whichever  she  was. 

She  had  come  simultaneously  to  regard  the  king  as  the 
most  contemptible  of  men  at  the  time  that  she  was  arriving  at 
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the  conviction  that  he  was  her  father.  If,  on  one  hand,  she 
was  flattered  with  tlie  thought  that  she  had  such  an  illus- 
trious origin,  on  the  other  was  much  to  weigh  her  down — 
the  suspicion  that  her  mother's  good  name  had  suffered, 
and  the  knowledge  that  if  (^eorge  iv.  were  her  father,  he  was 
not  one  for  whom  she  could  personally  entertain  respect  or 
affection. 

And  what  about  her  mother?  Of  her  she  knew  nothing. 
Was  she  a  cruelly  wronged  woman  ?  Georgina  could  hardly 
suppose  that  it  was  otherwise,  and  if  so,  then  she  must  feel 
resentment  against  the  man  who  had  done  her  an  injury. 
That  poor  mother !  In  the  ignorance  in  which  Georgie  was  as 
to  her  story — with  nothing  of  her  left  save  an  embroidered 
name,  "  Amalthea,"  and  slips  of  coloured  silk  in  a  bag  ! — 
what  possibilities  for  the  exercise  of  the  imagination,  for  the 
conjuring  up  of  a  history  full  of  disappointment,  blight,  de- 
sertion, and  death.  Frequently  had  she  looked  at  the  name 
on  the  perforated  card,  and  wondered  whether  it  were  that  of 
her  mother ;  but  now,  after  what  had  passed  between  her  uncle 
and  herself,  vague  though  it  had  been,  small  doubt  remained 
that  she  was  the  daughter  of  this  same  Amalthea. 

Her  origin  could  not  have  been  creditable,  or  so  much 
reserve  would  not  have  been  maintained  concerning  it.  There 
were  noble  families  that  descended  from  Charles  ii.  bearing 
the  bar-sinister.  But  Charles,  if  not  a  reputable  personage, 
was  at  all  events  a  picturesque  king,  whereas  George  iv.  was 
disreputable  and  ridiculous. 

Georgie  rose  to  descend. 

The  day  was  at  an  end.  Darkness  was  gathering  in. 
Below,  in  the  valley,  it  was  already  night,  and  lights  twinkled 
in  the  village. 

She  had  become  hot  through  climbing.  It  was  the  sense  of 
chilliness  rather  than  perception  of  the  coming  on  of  night  that 
roused  the  girl  to  leave  her  seat  among  the  rocks. 

As  she  left  the  crags,  she  saw  someone  moving  towards 
her,  and  in  a  minute  was  aware  that  this  person  was  Samson 
Furze. 

She  said  nothing.     She  was  ill  pleased  to  see  him  again. 

"  I  thought  you  might  require  help  in  the  dusk,"  he  said. 
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"  How  long  have  you  entertained  that  thought  ? "  she  asked 
shortly. 

"  I  saw  you  on  the  rock,  and  I  knew  that  it  would  fall  dark 
before  you  could  reach  home." 

"  I  am  usually  able  to  find  my  way  about  unassisted." 

"  Miss  Georgie,  they  are  saying  below  that  the  parson 
is  iU." 

"  Oh !  you  have  the  courtesy  now  to  address  me  as  Miss." 

"Is  he  very  ill?" 

"  My  uncle  is  really  ill,  and  very  ill.  Did  you  come  up  the 
tor  to  ask  this  question  ?  You  might  have  had  the  latest 
news  by  inquiring  at  the  door." 

"  I  heard  some  talk  that  he  would  not  let  the  doctor  look 
at  him." 

"  Really  you  seem  to  be  so  well  informed  concerning  my 
uncle,  that  it  was  giving  yourself  unnecessary  trouble  to  climb 
the  hill  to  ask  further  news." 

"  It  was  not  that." 

"  Then  what  was  it  ?  " 

"  I  was  thinking  about  you." 

"There  was  really  no  occasion  for  that." 

"Yes,  Georgie — I  mean  Miss  Georgie.  If  anything  were  to 
happen  to  the  parson — I  mean  if  he  were  to  die." 

"Then  the  bishop  would  send  you  another." 

"  I  do  not  mean  that." 

"  I  cannot  fathom  your  meaning.  Is  it  like  Classen  well 
Pool — without  a  bottom  ?  " 

"What  wouM  become  of  you  if  he  were  to  die  ?" 

"  He  is  not  dead." 

"No;  but"— 

"But  this  is  just  one  thing  out  of  many  that  it  does  not 
concern  you  to  know,  and  that  you  have  no  right  to  ask." 

"  It  does  concern  me  very  closely." 

"  As  how  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  worrying  ever  since  I  heard  talk  of  the 
parson's  illness.  Folk  say  he  has  had  a  bad  heart  for  a  long 
time,  and  then  on  top  of  that  he  had  had  a  stroke.  When  I 
heard  of  that  it  worked  and  fretted  in  me  to  know  what  would 
happen  to  you.     Have  you  any  other  relations  ?     None  have 
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been  here  to  see  you.  Would  you  have  to  go  away  ?  ^'ou 
have  no  other  home.  Will  you  have  anything  to  live  upon  ? 
Who  can  say  ?  This  has  been  fretting  me,  and  if  that  is  not 
concern  tell  me  what  is  ?  " 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  worry  about  a  mongrel  like 
me"— 

"  Miss  Georgie  ! " 

"  You  called  mc  that." 

"  And  if  I  did — one  who  has  no  known  father  and  mother 
is  just  one  who  has  no  lK)me  and  no  belongings.  Look  here, 
Miss  Georgie.  I'm  not  a  king's  son,  but  I  have  had  honest, 
parents,  and  I'm  one  that  might  be  a  parliament  man,  as  I've 
land  as  brings  me  in  the  proper  qualification.  Now  look 
here ! " 

"  How  can  I  look  in  the  dark  ?     I  look,  but  see  nothing." 

"  Do  not  trifle  with  me.  I  mean  honestly.  I've  known 
you  since  we  were  little  boy  and  girl  together — and  I've  always, 
somehow,  set  my  mind  on  you." 

"  And  bullied  me." 

"  I  have  not  let  anyone  else  touch  you." 

"  How  gracious  !  " 

"And — I  mean  it  civilly  and  kindly  and  honourably,  Miss 
Georgie — if  the  worst  should  happen,  and  you  find  yourself 
without  a  home  and  without  a  friend,  and  without  kin — then, 
here  am  I.  I  will  give  you  all.  I  am  but  a  yeoman,  but 
I  am  honest.  I  will  make  you  my  wife,  and  not  one  in 
Wellcombe  will  dare  say  a  word  against  you." 

"  And  even  if  things  came  to  the  worst,  I  would  not  have 
you,"  said  the  girl.  "And  I  consider  it  a  piece  of  impertin- 
ence your  making  me  such  a  proposal." 

"  If  things  turn  out  well  for  you  ;  if  the  king — God  bless 
His  Majesty — please  to  say.  This  is  the  blood  royal !  This 
is  my  daughter,  and  I  am  proud  to  claim  her — then,  miss,  I 
will  not  say  a  word.  I'll  do  no  more  than  make  so  bold  as  to 
offer  you  a  bunch  of  heather  when  you  drive  away  in  the 
king's  coach.  But  if  he  say.  It  is  false  ;  I  know  her  not,  I 
never  heard  of  her,  I  am  not  responsible  for  her,  I  will  give 
her  nothing;  and  if" — 

"  Have  done  with  your  '  ifs.' " 
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"  All  these  things  are  possible.  If  things  turn  out  this  way 
— then,  perhaps,  you  may  give  a  thought  to  Samson  Furze 
and  his  pleasant  farmhouse." 

"  Never,"  said  Georgie  angrily ;  "  come  what  may,  you 
have  my  answer.     Never." 


CHAPTER   X 
GOING!    GOING! 

MR.  HULLETT,  his  pasty-hued  broad  face  under  a  cap 
with  lappets  that  covered  the  ears  and  a  peak  that 
was  turned  up,  was  riding  along  a  lane,  when  from  a  sideway 
Mr.  Davey  came  upon  him,  also  mounted,  his  face  purple  in 
the  raw  air. 

"  Going  my  way  ?  "  asked  HuUett. 

"  Depends  which  is  your  way,"  replied  Davey. 

H  My  way  1  I  am  about  to  call  and  inquire  at  the  Manor 
House." 

"So  am  I." 

"  By  all  reports,  a  bad  case." 

"  I  hope  not  too  bad — I  want  to  see  Parson  Thirkleby." 

"So  do  I." 

"  On  business  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  you  ?  " 

"  On  business  also." 

"  If  I  might  make  so  bold  as  to  ask,  if  yours  is  important  ?  " 

"Eminently  so." 

"  Mine  also.     I  hope  he  is  well  enough  to  see  us  both." 

"  I  hope  he  will  be  well  enough  to  see  me." 

"And  me." 

They  rode  on  in  silence,  the  one  with  a  face  like  a  white 
full  moon,  the  other  with  one  red  as  the  sun  in  a  November 
fog. 

Each  occasionally  looked  askance  at  the  other. 

"Your  business  is  private?"  asked  Hullctt. 

"  Yes,  decidedly  so." 

68 
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"  And  so  is  mine.     Suppose  he  can  see  but  one  of  us  ? " 

"Then  only  one  of  us  can  transact  business  with  him 
to-day." 

"That  will  be  awkward." 

"  Vastly  so  for  the  one  who  does  not  see  him." 

"  My  business  is  of  supreme  importance,"  said  Hullett.  "  In 
fact,  I  may  say  that  my  future  greatly  depends  on  it.  Under 
the  circumstances,  as  a  friend,  I  am  sure  I  can  count  on  you 
to  give  me  the  precedence." 

"  I  would  do  so  with  the  utmost  pleasure,  but,  unhappily, 
my  business  with  him  is  also  urgent,  and  affects  me  most 
materially." 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  Hullett,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  have  been  most 
confoundedly  bubbled  over  my  take  of  Stannon." 

"  And  so  have  I  over  my  mining  lease." 

"And  I  thought  that  by  means  of  Thirkleby  I  might  obtain 
some  redress." 

"  Exactly  my  view  of  my  own  case,"  said  Davey. 

"  By  heaven  !  you  don't  mean — that  is — in  the  way  of  a 
transaction  ?  " 

"  In  the  way  of  a  transaction  ;  you  have  hit  it." 

Again  they  rode  on,  side  by  side,  in  silence. 

After  some  minutes,  Hullett  opened  conversation  again. 

"  By  transaction,  you  mean  "— 

"  Exactly,  a  transaction." 

Hullett  moved  uneasily  in  his  saddle. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  he,  after  clearing  his  throat,  "  I  am 
vastly  afraid  that  we  have  got  one  and  the  same  notion  in  our 
heads,  and  that  we  may  stand  in  each  other's  way." 

"  I  am  much  more  afraid  of  Sir  Thomas  striking  in  before 
us,"  said  Davey,  "  and  so  getting  hold  of  a  certain  negotiable 
article  which  alone  could  have  helped  us  severally  to  escape 
out  of  the  pecuniary  hobble  in  which  we  find  ourselves. 
One  of  my  men  saw  Tyrwhitt  ride  down  to  Holworth  Bridge, 
and  his  horse's  head  was  turned  in  this  direction.  If  notions 
get  into  our  two  noddles,  be  very  sure  that  the  same  lodge 
in  the  brain  of  that  shrewd  knight." 

"  This  is  serious,"  said  Hullett. 
'    "Therefore,  let  us  endeavour  to  circumvent  him." 
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Nothing  further  passed  between  them  till  they  reached  the 
door  of  the  Manor  House,  where  they  dismounted  and  gave 
their  horses  to  a  groom. 

"How  is  the  master?"  asked  Hullett  of  Rebecca,  who 
answered  the  bell. 

"  Middling,  sir.  He  is  just  as  set  on  that  there  is  nothing 
the  matter  with  him  as  he  was  at  first,  and  he  will  not  allow  a 
doctor  to  come  near  him.  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  is  upstairs 
with  him  now." 

"Go,  Rebecca,"  said  Hullett,  pressing  a  half-crown  into  her 
palm.  "Try  to  induce  your  master  to  receive  us.  It  is 
really  important  that  he  should  not  be  left  with — I  mean  that 
lie  should  see  Captain  Davey  and  myself.  Sir  Thomas  has  a 
depressing  effect  on  him  ;  we,  on  the  other  hand,  one  that  is 
exhilarating." 

The  housekeeper  slowly  mounted  the  stairs,  leaving  the 
gentlemen  below.  She  knocked  at  her  master's  door  and 
entered,  leaving  the  valve  open  behind  her,  and  those  below, 
who  were  divesting  themselves  of  their  wraps,  heard  themselves 
announced. 

"Who?  Who?  Hullett  and  Davey?  Show  them  up,"  in 
Thirkleby's  voice,  the  words  shrilly  spoken. 

Then  they  heard  Sir  Thomas  say  something  in  remonstrance, 
but  they  could  not  catch  what  he  said.  The  vicar's  response 
was  clear  :  "  ^\'hat  !  I  am  to  be  dictated  to  in  my  own 
house?  I  may  not  see  my  friends  when  it  suits  my  con- 
venience ?     Show  them  up,  Rebecca." 

Again  the  Warden  of  the  Stannaries  spoke,  but  too  low  to 
be  audible,  and  the  housekeeper  departed. 

"You  may  come  up,"  said  she  curtly,  before  she  had 
descended  half-way,  and  turned  again  to  precede  them  to  the 
landing. 

"  He  has,  as  yet,  not  prevailed  with  the  vicar,"  said  Davey, 
in  a  low  tone,  and  a  chuckle. 

The  two  men  mounted  the  stair,  and  were  ushered  into  the 
sick  chamber. 

Mr.  Thirkleby  made  a  futile  attempt  to  rise  :  "  You  must 
excuse  me ;  I  have  a  twinge  of  gout,  and  am  a  prisoner. 
How  d'o',  Hullett,  and  you,  Davey  ?     Too  much  of  my  port 
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the  other  night,  and  spirits  piled  on  top  of  that.  Now  I  am 
fast  by  the  big  toe  for  a  day  or  two.  Here  is  Sir  Thomas 
taking  a  confoundedly  mean  advantage  of  me,  and  preaching 
— preaching  at  me." 

"  Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions,  and  can  put 
them  to  mending,"  quoted  the  knight.  "  Well,  vicar,  you 
have  preached  at  us,  and  must  expect  a  return.  A  word  of 
advice  is  what,  at  times,  is  salutary  to  all." 

"  By  the  bird  of  heaven  ! "  exclaimed  the  Reverend  Josiah, 
**  I  am  like  that  exemplary  character,  Job,  with  my  three 
miserable  comforters.  But  glad  to  see  you,  Hullett.  Very 
good  of  you  to  come,  Davey,  and  cut  short  an  address  that 
was  becoming  unduly  protracted." 

"  What  is  the  theme  ? "  asked  Davey. 

"  The  theme,"  replied  the  parson,  "  is  free  surrender.  The 
text  he  has  not  got,  but  wants  it." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Tyrwhitt,  "  come  to  my  aid.  I  am 
endeavouring  to  induce  our  good  friend  here  to  put  a  certain 
document  behind  the  fire." 

"  What— destroy  the  evidence — the  only  evidence  that  poor 
girl  Georgie  has  to  show  whence  she  springs,  and  to  enforce 
certain  obligations  undertaken  regarding  her  ?  "  asked  the  vicar 
sneeringly. 

"  Retain  such  letters  and  contracts  as  concern  her,"  replied 
the  knight ;  "  put  them  into  the  hands  of  someone  who  may 
be  trusted  to  protect  her  interests.  But,  for  God's  sake, 
Thirkleby,  burn  the  memoirs." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  can  back  your  recommendation,"  said 
Hullett.     "The  memoirs  are  a  marketable  commodity." 

"  Marketable  they  may  be,"  retorted  Sir  Thomas,  "  but  are 
you  justified  in  selling  what  may  do  irreparable  mischief? 

'  Thou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine  ; 
And  all  the  embossed  sores,  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  hast  caught, 
Would'st  thou  disgorge  into  the  general  world  ? ' 

Besides,  is  it  fair?  Is  it  honourable?  How  would  you, 
Thirkleby,    like    someone    who    knows    you    intimately    to 
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reveal  to  the  public  all  your  little  weaknesses,  lapses,  and 
transgressions  ?  " 

"  \\niLn  I  am  dead — let  him  do  it.     I  care  not." 

"  But  a  person  of  consideration  is  concerned,  one  who  is  not 
dead.  Probably  he  deplores  mistakes  once  made.  Is  it 
seemly  to  rake  together  and  to  disclose  to  the  public  eye  past 
follies  and  faults?  Is  he  one  in  a  position  to  descend  into  the 
arena  and  defend  himself?  I  regret  to  have  to  express  my 
opinion,  but  I  do  maintain  that  it  is  dishonest  for  a  man  to 
associate  familiarly  with  a  great  personage,  to  share  his  con- 
fidence, and  then  to  betray  him.  Excuse  plainness  of  speech 
— but  in  my  eye,  for  one  to  act  thus  out  of  sordid  notions  is 
infinitely  base." 

"  I  have  been  neglected  and  set  aside,"  said  the  vicar 
sullenly. 

"  You  have  been  given  a  trust,  and  paid  to  undertake  this 
trust.  One  of  the  conditions  was  that  you  should  live  in  a 
retired  place,  removed  from  the  current  of  fashionable  life, 
and  away  from  general  observation." 

"That  was  for  a  while.  Consider  the  number  of  years  that 
I  have  been  in  banishment.  I  did  not  sell  my  entire  life.  I 
have  been  inadequately  paid.  I  have  been  thrust  off  with  a 
pittance,  a  despicable  pittance.  I  resent  it.  I  will  not  die 
here  the  death  of  an  outworn  ass.  I  intend  to  have  my  fling 
away  from  this  confounded  well,  into  which  the  sun  rarely 
shines." 

"There  be  such," said  Davey,  "as  think  themselves  justified 
in  taking  advantage  of  you,  hut  who  hold  it  high  treason  in 
you  to  demand  of  them  legitimate  rights." 

"  It  is  so,"  threw  in  the  parson.  "  He  is  a  fool,  who  having 
the  means  of  making  himself  felt,  casts  aside  liis  chances. 
What  says  your  own  darling  author,  Sir  Thomas  ? — 

'Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more.'" 

"  Then  I  was  a  fool,"  exclaimed  the  warden  hotly,  "  when 
the  other  night  1  was  at  your  table,  the  sole  person  sober 
among  you,  that   I   did  n^t  sweep  together  your  silver  spoons 
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and  forks,  and  fill  my  pocket  with  them.  That  would  have 
been  an  outrage  on  the  rights  of  hospitality,  I  take  it  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  would." 

"And  I  call  it  a  grosser  outrage  when  you  have  been 
admitted  to  a  man's  intimacy,  to  get  possession  of  his  secrets 
and  walk  off  with  them.  If  I  had  taken  your  spoons  to  a  Jew 
and  sold  them,  I  should  be  less  of  a  thief  and  scoundrel  than 
the  man  who  uses  his  association  with  a  man  to  lay  hold  of  all 
the  private  and  discreditable  passages  of  his  life,  and  then 
hawk  them  for  money." 

Davey  looked  quickly  across  at  Hullett  and  nodded,  not  as 
approving  the  sentiment,  but  to  express  his  satisfaction  that 
Sir  Thomas  was  incensing  the  parson  against  himself. 

"And  I  say,"  said  Hullett,  "that  it  is  a  sorry  trick  to  fall  on 
a  man  laid  up  with  the  gout,  and  to  take  advantage  of  his 
helplessness  to  extort  from  him,  for  no  consideration,  valuable 
property,  of  whatever  sort  it  be,  whether  in  gold  or  in  paper." 

"  I  have  appealed  to  his  sense  of  honour,"  said  the  knight. 
"  Another  man's  character  should  not  be  a  negotiable  property." 

"I  dispute  your  right  to  put  the  matter  on  this  ground," 
said  the  parson. 

"Very  well,"  retorted  Sir  Thomas,  in  heat.  "Let  us  place 
it  on  another  footing.  Are  you  disposed  to  drag  before  the 
public  the  whole  piteous  story  of" — 

"Amalthea?"  asked  the  vicar,  looking  at  him  defiantly. 

"As  you  say — of  Amalthea,"  acquiesced  the  knight. 

"She  is  dead.  It  cannot  hurt  her.  Besides,  I  shall  dis- 
guise the  name." 

"Yes,  conceal  what  touches  yourself  and  yours,  but  blurt 
out  what  concerns  one  who  cannot  defend  himself.  Thirkleby," 
said  Sir  Thomas,  pacing  the  room  in  great  excitement,  "  I  have 
appealed  to  that  sense  of  honour  and  justice  which  I  assumed 
was  still  lodged  in  your  bosom.  I  regret  to  find  that  it  is  a 
sense  so  blunted  and  blurred  as  to  be  unresponsive.  Come, 
then,  let  us  descend  to  traffic,  like  a  couple  of  tradesmen." 

He  seated  himself  at  the  table,  drew  a  cheque-book  from  his 
pocket,  and  with  one  hand  swept  towards  him  an  inkstand  on 
which  was  lodged  a  pen. 

"Ten  thousand,  you  said?" 
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"  No — thirteen." 

Hullett  whispered  Davey,  who  nodded. 

"  I  will  say  thirteen,"  exclaimed  the  former. 

Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  looked  up  sharply,  with  surprise  and 
anger. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  Hullett,  do  not  interfere." 

"Thirteen!"  vociferated  the  Reverend  Josiah,  becoming  in 
his  turn  excited. 

He  caught  ui)  a  paper-cutter,  the  handle  of  which  was 
composed  of  a  fawn's  foot.  Grasping  this  by  the  ivory  blade, 
he  rapped  on  the  board. 

"By  the  thunders  of  Jove,"  said  he,  "we  shall  hold  an 
auction.     Thirteen  thousand  !     Going  for  thirteen  !  " 

"Fourteen!"  said  Sir  Thomas,  in  a  cjuivering  voice.  He 
was  hardly  able  to  speak  for  indignation. 

"  Going  for  fourteen  ! "  said  the  parson. 

"Fifteen  !"  threw  in  Davey. 

"  Fifteen  !"  shouted  Thirkleby.  "Captain  Davey  has  it  for 
fifteen.  Who  will  bid  higher?  Eh,  Sir  Thomas?  Consider 
the  consequences.     Fifteen — going  !  " 

He  raised  the  paper-knife. 

"  I  have  not  been  empowered  " —  began  Sir  Thomas. 

"  Fifteen — any  more  ?  " 

The  knight  raised  his  hand,  and  looked  fixedly  in  the  face 
of  the  vicar. 

"Going—!" 

The  paper-cutter  fell  from  the  hand  of  the  Reverend  Josiah, 
as  he  sank  back  in  his  chair  speechless  and  apparently  lifeless. 

"Gone!"  said  Sir  Thomas.  "Help  me  to  convey  him  to 
his  bed." 


CHAPTER    XI 
FIGGY    PUDDING 

FIGGY  puddin' !  "  exclaimed  Richard  Furze,  the  yeoman. 
"  Figgy  puddin',  and  no  Samson  here  !     Old  woman, 
did  you  let  out  what  was  to  be  for  dinner  ?  " 

"  Yes — you  heard  me." 

"  I  can't  cipher  it.     Figgy  puddin',  and  no  Samson  here  I " 

Figgy  pudding,  be  it  intimated,  in  parenthesis,  is  one  made 
of  raisins. 

"Where  can  Samson  be?"  inquired  the  farmer,  helping 
himself  to  an  enormous  shce  of  the  pudding,  and  then  crown- 
ing it  with  a  dessert-spoonful  of  clotted  cream. 

"Where  Samson  is — that  is  best  known  to  himself,"  said 
Mrs.  Furze  grimly.     "  If  he  ain't  rabbiting  he's  courting." 

"  Courting  !  "  exclaimed  the  father.  "  Let  him  do  that  in 
odds  and  ends  of  time — it  shouldn't  interfere  with  his  dinner, 
and  figgy  puddin',  too.     Is  he  off  his  appetite  ?  " 

"I  suppose  you  never  was,  Richard,  when  a-courting  of 
me  ?  "  said  his  wife  sourly. 

"  Can't  say  I  ever  was,  though  you've  took  away  my  appetite 
since  us  was  married,  many  a  time." 

"  It  don't  concern  you  whom  Samson  is  after  ? "  asked  the 
woman. 

"  No  more  nor  what  rabbit  he's  ferreting,"  replied  the  farmer, 
ladling  the  pudding  into  his  mouth.  "  One  maid  is  like 
another  as  one  rabbit  resembles  another." 

"That's  an  uncivil  thing  to  say  to  your  wife." 

"  In  the  pursuit,  I  mean,  not  in  the  eating.  On  my  word, 
old  woman,  some  are  tough,  and  others  leave  a  bad  taste  in 
the  mouth." 

75 
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"  You  will  let  a  spark  lie  among  your  straw  and  not  put  forth 
your  foot  to  stamp  it  out,  and  when  the  rick  is  blazing  bray 
for  water." 

"I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  You  sit  eating  and  enjoying  your  figgy  pudding" — 

"  I  must  say,  Susan,  you're  doing  your  best  to  spoil  my 
relish  of  it  by  the  sauce  you  add." 

*'  Let  me  speak  on.  There  you  sit  thinking  of  nothing  but 
your  enjoyment,  and  all  is  ripening  for  a  harvest  of  trouble. 
Whom  think  you  our  Samson  has  set  his  mind  on?" 

"I  do  not  know,  Susan." 

"  One,  I  tell  you,  Richard,  who,  if  she  comes  in  here  will 
make  the  house  too  hot  for  you  and  for  me.  I  have  marked 
it  for  some  time,  but  I've  said  nothing.  Now  it  is  for  you  to 
interfere." 

"Whom,  then,  is  he  after?" 

"The  parson's  CJeorgie." 

The  yeoman  dropped  his  spoon,  leaned  back  and  laughed. 
This  irritated  his  wife. 

"You  may  laugh  now,  Richard;  but  let  her  get  her  finger 
in  here,  and  after  that  there'll  be  no  laughing  for  you  and  me. 
She  will  disdain  us,  with  her  high  ways  and  scholarship — a 
foreign  wench  as  knows  nothing  of  our  sorts." 

"She  has  been  reared  here." 

"  But  reared — to  follow  her  own  head,  do  her  own  will,  not 
to  orderly  work  and  to  minding  a  farm,  \\hat  good  would 
she  be  in  a  place  like  this  ?  She  would  give  herself  airs  and 
be  the  grand  lady  —  and  she,  they  say,  with  the  blood 
royal  "— 

"  Get  along,  wife.  That  is  all  village  gossip.  I  )o  you  think 
King  George  would  leave  a  child  of  his  here  in  Wellcombe  ? 
I  don't  believe  one  word  about  it." 

"  You  believe  she's  come  the  wrong  side  of  the  blanket,  I 
reckon.  Thank  God,  in  the  Furze  family  there  have  been 
proper  and  right  women  about  whom  something  is  known — 
who  were  their  fathers  and  who  their  mothers.  I've  no  fancy 
for  a  son  of  mine  to  stoop  to  such  as  she — even  though  there 
be  the  blood  of  kings  in  her." 

"  Idle  talk." 
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"  It  is  not  idle  talk.  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  knows  it,  Squire 
Hullett  knows  it,  and  so  does  Cap'n  Davey.  They  have  been 
in  London,  and  know  more  than  do  we  down  here.  That  is 
one  thing  I  have  against  it.  I'll  have  no  daughter  brought 
here  that  was  not  honestly  got ;  I  care  not  so  much  by  whom, 
as  that  she  be  honest  got.  Then,  what  use  would  she  be  in 
the  house  ?  Can  she  milk  a  cow  ?  mind  a  dairy  ?  scald  cream  ? 
She  is  tearing  and  galloping  over  the  moors,  she  goes  hunting 
with  the  fox-hounds  and  harriers.  She  is  no  stay-at-home  as 
a  farmer's  wife  should  be.  I  doubt  if  she  can  mend  her  own 
gown.     And  she  has  a  temper." 

"There,  wife,  you  would  find  your  match." 

"  I  know  that  if  we  struck  the  sparks  would  fly  out,  and 
who  would  burn  ?— not  I  nor  she,  but  you,  as  a  bit  of  tinder. 
There  you  are,  eating  your  figgy  pudding,  and  careless  that  I 
am  disregarded  and  insulted." 

"  How  are  you  disregarded  ?  " 

"By  Samson  going  after  that  parson's  Georgie,  and  never 
saying  a  word  to  me  about  it." 

"  I  knew  nothing  of  the  matter." 

"  More  shame  to  you.     You  ought  to  have  known." 

"  When  were  you  insulted  ?  " 

"  Insulted  I  shall  be,  for  certain,  if  that  girl  comes  into  the 
house.  But  I  will  take  care  she  does  not  cross  this  threshold. 
You — you  would  not  help  me,  so  long  as  you  had  figgy 
pudding  to  occupy  you." 

"  Well,  wife,  you  need  not  complain  of  what  has  not  as  yet 
come  about,  and  which,  as  you  say,  you  will  take  care  shall 
not  chance  to  happen." 

"  You  leave  it  all  to  me  to  protect  our  house,  and  do  nothing 
yourself." 

"  I  don't  see  so  much  amiss  in  Georgie  Thirkleby.  I  reckon 
she'll  have  the  parson's  money  and  the  Manor  House,  if  she 
be  his  niece." 

"Just  so — if  she  be  his  niece.  Who  she  is,  none  can  say. 
And  granted  that  he  leaves  her  everything.  What  is  the 
Manor  House?  We  do  not  want  it,  we  have  our  own  farm 
dwelling ;  and  no  more  land  goes  with  the  house  than  some 
four  acres.     As  to  his  money,  I  do  not  believe  he  has  any  but 


78  1U)VAT.   GEOTJr.TE 

whal  comes  from  the  vicarage — some  two  hundred  and  fifty 
a  year — and  that  is  all  spent.  You  know  very  well  he  has  no 
bank  account ;  none  in  Wellcombe  have  seen  a  clieque  of  his 
drawing." 

"  He  was  mighty  flush  of  money  when  he  came  here." 

"  But  it  has  all  run  away.  He  has  not  been  running  over 
with  cash  of  late  years.  Trust  me,  what  he  had  is  spent,  and 
for  the  last  few  he  has  been  living  up  to  his  income.  He  who 
gets  his  Georgie  gets  grand  airs,  foreign  ways,  and  the  devil  of 
a  temper,  but  no  money.  That's  not  the  sort  of  maid  we  want 
to  have  for  our  Samson." 

"  Well,  he  shan't  have  her,  then,"  said  the  yeoman,  thrusting 
his  plate  from  him  ;  "anything  for  a  quiet  life." 

"And  a  quiet  life  you  will  not  have  if  she  comes  here." 
Then,  looking  up,  "  Oh,  here  comes  our  Samson.  Richard,  as 
well  now  as  never,  have  the  matter  threshed  out.  You  stand 
behind  me  and  lend  me  the  weight  of  your  arm." 

"  Your  tongue,  I  reckon,  needs  no  extra  weight  thrown  on 

that." 

A  sharp  answer  was  stopped  by  the  entry  of  Samson.  He 
was  in  a  moody  humour,  and  hardly  saluted  his  parents  as  he 
seated  himself  at  the  table. 

"  You  might  make  a  shift  to  be  in  time,"  said  his  mother. 

"  I  did  not  know  how  time  flew,"  apologised  the  young  man, 

"  You  have  not  got  an  appetite,  I  suppose,  as  will  tell  you. 
It  used  to  be  sharp  enough  to  strike  the  dinner-hour  in  your 
stomach." 

Samson  made  no  rei)ly,  but  helped  himself  to  the  meat  that 
was  still  on  the  table. 

"  The  mutton  is  cold,"  said  his  mother.  "  What  has  made 
you  so  late  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  to  the  Manor  House  to  inquire  after  the 
parson,"  replied  Samson. 

"  And  to  see  Her  Royal  Highness,"  snapped  his  mother. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  retorted  the  young  man 
sullenly. 

"  Oh,  you  understand  well  enough !  You're  vastly  more 
attentive  to  the  parson  now  that  he  is  speechless  than  ever  you 
were  when  he  preached.     And  what  said  the  princess  ? " 
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"If  you  mean  Miss  Georgie  Thirkleby,  I  did  not  see  her." 

''So — you  did  not  see  her?" 

"  No ;  I  saw  Rebecca.  She  says  that  the  parson  is  no 
better,  and  does  not  utter  a  word,  and  scarce  takes  aught." 

"  Oh,  much  you  care  about  him,  so  long  as  she  talks." 

"Who?  Rebecca?" 

Mrs.  Furze  planted  herself  before  the  table,  and  making  a 
sign  to  her  husband  to  support  her,  she  placed  her  fists  on  her 
hips  and  said,  "  Sam  !  I  must  have  it  out  with  you.  Don't 
you  think  of  bringing  royal  highnesses  into  this  house  ;  we  don't 
want  none  of  it.  What  we  want  here  is  healthy,  wholesome 
yeoman  blood,  and  none  other.  We  don't  want  a  fine  lady  as 
talks  mincing  English.  We  don't  want  a  scholard  as  reads 
books.  We  don't  want  a  wench  as  puts  a  feather  in  her  hat 
and  goes  tearing  after  the  hounds.  We  want  one  as  can  scour 
the  pans,  milk  the  cows,  hem  the  sheets,  and  " — 

"Make  figgy  puddin',"  threw  in  Furze,  and  cast  an  eye  to 
his  wife,  expecting  approval  of  his  vigorous  support. 

"  As  can  cook  a  dinner,  peel  potatoes,  if  need  be.  A  woman 
as  can  work  in  the  house  whilst  the  man  works  in  the  fields," 
said  Mrs.  Furze. 

"Are  you  going  to  choose  me  a  wife,  or  am  I  at  liberty  to 
choose  my  own  ?  "  asked  Samson  sullenly. 

"You  shall  choose  one  as  belongs  to  your  class,  and  can 
do  the  work  required  of  her,  one  of  whom  your  father  and  I 
approve.  The  gander  once  fell  in  love  with  a  she-eagle  and 
married  her.  What  was  the  result  ?  The  eagle  soared  above 
the  clouds  whilst  the  gander  waddled  on  earth.  The  eagle 
stripped  the  mate  of  his  feathers  to  line  her  nest  to  which  the 
gander  could  not  ascend,  and  when  he  died  of  cold  and  naked- 
ness she  picked  his  bones." 

Samson  flushed  crimson.  His  mother's  words  cut  him  as 
had  those  of  Georgie  relative  to  the  racer  and  the  cart-horse. 

"  She  is  one  who  can  turn  her  hand  to  anything  she  has  a 
mind  to." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Furze. 

"  I've  known  her  since  she  was  a  mite  of  a  thing.  I've  seen 
it  in  her.  She  is  all  strength  and  go.  If  she  chooses  she  will 
carry  through  whatever  is  set  her." 


80  ROVAi:    GEORdlE 

"  Sam,"  said  his  mother  coldly,  "  a  woman  that  loves  will  do 
that.     Can  you  be  certain  that  she  loves  you  ?  " 

His  colour  went.     His  lips  quivered. 

He  remained  silent  a  moment,  then  started  up,  leaving  his 
food  untouched. 

"Mother,"  he  said,  "it  is  just  come  to  this.  If  she  don't 
have  me,  I  shall  go  mad.  As  to  seeing  her  about  and  another 
chap  after  her,  I  could  not  stand  it.  I  should  kill  him  in  a 
rage.  I  must  and  will  have  her  as  mine,  and  if  she  says  me 
*  nay '  again  " — 

"  She  has  refused  you  ?  " 

"  I  say  if  she  says  '  nay '  again — by  heaven,  I  will  enlist ! 
I  could  not  stay  here.  I  will  enlist.  I  will  go  and  make  sure 
at  once.  Don't  think  to  stay  me  with  your  objections  — 
nothing  will  hold  me  back.  I  will  have  her  final  'yes'  or 
'no.'" 

Then  he  left  his  dinner  untouched,  and  swung  out  of  the 
house. 

"There  has  been  witchcraft  in  this,"  said  Mrs.  Furze. 
"Alse  Grylls  is  at  the  bottom  of  it." 

Hardly  had  Samson  left  the  house  before  the  whole  current 
of  his  thoughts  was  changed. 

He  heard  the  sound  of  men  shouting,  dogs  barking,  and  an 
occasional  blast  of  horn. 

He  knew  at  once  what  was  the  meaning.  He  ran  back, 
threw  the  door  open,  and  shouted,  "  Father  !  a  drift  !  " 

Then,  without  further  ado,  he  ran  to  the  chimney-breast, 
seized  a  stout  cudgel  with  a  leather  loop  at  the  end,  and  left 
the  hall  rapidly  to  saddle  his  horse,  spring  on  it,  and  gallop  in 
the  direction  of  the  cries. 


CHAPTER    XII 
A  RAID 

AS  Samson  galloped  down  the  valley  towards  the  great 
ridge  of  Rowdon,  he  saw  that  men  armed  and 
mounted  were  issuing  from  every  farm,  and  hurrying  in  the 
same  direction. 

To  understand  the  sudden  and  vehement  excitement,  and 
the  outpour  of  the  male  population  of  Wellcombe,  an  explana- 
tion must  be  given  here  of  what  has  already  been  touched  on 
casually. 

The  Forest  of  Dartmoor,  that  is  no  forest  of  trees,  which 
are  conspicuous  by  their  absence,  was  in  ancient  days  a  royal 
chase.  It  is  girt  about  with  commons  that  together  make  up 
as  much  ground  as  that  comprised  within  the  forest  itself. 
The  bounds  are  ill  defined,  a  rude  cross,  or  a  moorstone  of 
peculiar  shape,  or  a  thorn  tree  or  a  cairn.  Without  these 
bounds  the  commons  belong  to  the  several  parishes  that 
environ  Dartmoor.  The  commoners  of  these  parishes  have 
well-established  rights  on  the  royal  domain  itself,  as  well  as  on 
their  commons,  but  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall  claims  to  exercise 
overlordship  extending  through  these  commons,  and  makes 
fitful  attempts  to  assert  this  lordship. 

This  it  does,  or  did,  by  means  of  drifts.  That  is  to  say, 
suddenly,  and  without  warning,  the  officers  of  the  Three 
Plumes  "  drive  "  the  commons  with  dogs,  and  sweep  together 
the  cattle  and  horses  found  on  them,  and  impound  them. 
Then  the  freeholders  are  forced  to  go  to  the  pound  and  claim 
their  respective  heads  of  cattle  and  colts,  paying  a  triflmg 
acknowledgment. 
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But  it  is  precisely  this  acknowledgment  that  they  refuse  to 
make,  as  it  is  an  admission  that  the  duchy  has  rights  over  the 
commons  as  well  as  over  the  forest  proper. 

When  once  the  cattle  are  impounded,  it  is  not  possible  to 
free  the  beasts  without  paying  the  fee,  consequently  every 
effort  is  made  to  resist  the  attempt  made  to  "drive"  the 
parochial  commons. 

The  instant  that  the  householders  are  aware  that  the  duchy 
officers  are  on  the  debatable  land,  they  combine  to  fling  them 
back. 

In  former  days  these  affrays  were  attended  with  violence, 
and  blood  was  shed  ;  but  during  the  latter  part  of  the  century 
just  passed,  the  attempt  to  assert  the  claim  has  been  half- 
hearted, and  the  resistance  less  savage,  and  a  protest  held 
sufficient  to  maintain  the  independence  of  the  commons. 

The  question  of  rights  has  never  been  threshed  out  in 
courts.  Perhaps  the  duchy,  perhaps  the  commoners,  are  too 
ill  provided  with  documentary  evidence  to  substantiate  the 
rights  claimed  on  either  side,  to  make  one  or  the  other  dis- 
posed to  submit  them  to  legal  adjudication. 

Of  quite  recent  days,  the  public  press,  blatant  agitators,  and 
the  Commons  Preservation  Society  are  new  factors  to  be 
considered,  and  the  duchy  authorities  hardly  dare  to  pretend 
to  any  rights  at  all  beyond  the  limits  of  the  forest  pro()er.  But 
at  the  beginning  of  the  nineteenth  century  the  condition  of  affairs 
was  very  different,  and  the  duchy  was  unprepared  to  cede 
an  inch,  especially  since  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  had  persuaded 
the  prince  regent,  now  Ceorgc  iv.,  that  Dartmoor  was  an 
El  Dorado,  which  needed  development  alone  to  make  it 
stream  with  treasure.  And  the  assertion  of  overlordship  to 
the  commons  carried  with  it  a  claim  to  such  mineral  wealth 
as  was  supposed  to  lurk  below  the  velvet  turf. 

The  news  of  the  raid  reached  the  house  in  which  the  master 
lay  paralysed. 

Moses  ran  about  excitedly  in  quest  of  his  young  mistress, 
and  when  he  had  encountered  her,  coming  to  the  kitchen  to 
inquire  into  the  cause  of  the  commotion,  he  burst  forth  with, 
"  Oh,  Miss  Georgie  !  Whatever  is  to  be  done  to  maintain 
the  rights  of  the  manor  ?     We  have  two  fine  colts  out,  and 
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the  duchy  rascals  are  driving  them.  If  they  get  them  im- 
pounded at  Dennabridge  it  is  all  up  with  the  liberties  of  the 
manor.  You  know  them  colts.  One  has  a  white  star  on  the 
forehead." 

"I  will  go,"  said  Georgie.     "Saddle  me  Ruby." 

"  Ah,  miss,  I'll  be  glad  if  you  do,  only  just  to  let  folks  see 
you  ain't  hand  and  glove  with  the  duchy,  as  some  think." 

Georgie  hastily  equipped  herself  in  a  riding-skirt,  and  took 
down  a  holster-pistol  from  its  crook  in  the  dining-room. 

"  Her's  laden,"  said  Rebecca.  "  The  master  always  keeps 
thickey  wide-mouthed  barker  charged  in  case  of  burglars." 

"  I  know  it,  Becky,"  answered  Georgie ;  "  but  I  cannot 
flourish  a  stick  like  the  men,  so  I  will  threaten  with  this. 
Release  the  dogs." 

In  a  very  few  moments  Moses  brought  round  the  chest- 
nut. 

"I  will  run,"  said  he,  "and  I  can  back  you  up,  and,  if  need 
be,  use  my  stick.  I  should  love  to  do  so.  Lord  bless  you, 
what's  the  good  o'  having  rights  if  you  aren't  prepared  to  fight 
for  'em,  miss  ?  " 

As  the  girl  trotted  along  the  lane,  her  faithful  henchman 
followed,  and  the  dogs  barked  and  gambolled.  She  was 
speedily  involved  in  a  throng  of  men,  some  running,  others 
riding.  There  were  among  them  farmers,  stout  and  grizzled, 
young  men,  tough  and  solid,  all  armed  with  cudgels,  or  with 
cattle  whips  and  goads.  The  dogs  seemed  to  be  as  excited  as 
their  masters,  and  even  the  cobs  appeared  to  be  alive  to  the 
fact  that  some  sport  was  at  hand. 

Farm  labourers  would  not  tarry  behind  ;  they  had  caught 
their  flails,  and  all  were  pressing  on,  eager,  with  heightened 
colour. 

"  By  Jiggins  !     They've  been  sharp  this  time." 

"  What,  you  here.  Uncle  Zackie,  running,  and  over  eighty 
years  ! " 

"Varmer  Cruse!"  shouted  a  man  who  had  climbed  a 
hedge,  "  them  beggars  has  cleared  the  down,  and  I  reckon 
you'd  best  ride  about  and  circumwent  'em,  and  not  let  'em  go 
off  to  the  pound  as  they  be  making  for." 

"  What !     Miss  Georgie  here  !     Got  a  pistol !     Shoot  one 
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01  them  dariK-d  moormen  through  the  head,  and  we'll  say 
'Bless  your  purty  face.'" 

The  lane  to  be  ascended  was  stony. 

Some  of  the  throng  passed,  their  sturdy  little  cobs  scram- 
bling up  the  ascent  like  goats,  and  their  masters  flapping  their 
legs  and  driving  their  heels  into  the  sides  of  their  mounts. 

Ruby  could  not  climb  like  one  of  these  short-limbed  beasts. 
Some  of  the  men  as  they  passed  shouted  a  salutation  to  the 
girl.  All  were  in  the  best  of  spirits  and  in  the  liveliest  excite- 
ment.    Nothing  exhilarates  like  the  anticipation  of  a  fray. 

Georgie  did  not  see  Samson.  He  was  not  behind,  and  he 
had  not  passed,  but  there  were  many  broad  shoulders  rushing 
on  ahead  of  her. 

"  If  they  get  our  'osses  into  pound,"  said  one  man,  "  I  vow 
I'll  go  all  the  way  to  Dennabridge  and  break  the  wall  down 
and  release  them.     I'll  pay  no  acknowledgment." 

From  their  homes  all  the  urchins  of  the  place  who  could 
toddle  had  broken  loose  to  follow  and  partake  in  the  sport. 
They  could  be  useful  in  driving  back  the  recaptured  horses. 

The  short  winter  day  did  not  afford  much  time  for  the  pur- 
suit. The  duchy  men  had  calculated  on  this,  and  hoped  to 
get  away  with  the  lifted  stock,  so  that  the  gathering  darkness 
might  render  pursuit  difficult  and  recovery  impossible. 

But  there  were  always  some  commoners  on  the  alert,  and 
the  signal  flew  like  wildfire  that  the  duchy  was  driving,  and 
the  men  concerned  were  out  as  rapidly  as  if  they  had  been 
anticipating  the  raid. 

Never  had  a  case  of  battery,  even  of  death  ensuing  from 
one  of  these  fights,  come  before  the  magistrates.  No  coroner 
sits,  no  prosecutions  ensue  after  a  battle  between  hostile  forces, 
and  commoners  and  duchy  retainers  were  hereditary  enemies, 
who  settled  their  disputes  without  interference.  If  one  was 
maimed  and  another  was  slain  in  one  of  these  expeditions  it 
was  accepted  as  a  fortune  of  war.  The  moor  was  beyond 
the  pale  of  the  civilised  world  that  lay  a  thousand  feet  below, 
and  no  magistrate  ever  e.xercised  jurisdiction  thereon,  and 
no  lawyer  was  ever  invoked  to  intervene  in  a  quarrel.  I-ists 
and  cudgels,  not  cjuills  and  parchments,  were  the  weapons 
wielded  on  the  moor  in  the  feuds  that  recurred  periodically. 
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So  a  stream  of  men  ran  uphill,  scrambling  along  like  a  brawl- 
ing torrent,  shouting,  laughing,  cursing  the  duchy,  cutting 
jokes  on  one  another,  and  the  horses  snorted  and  the  dogs 
bayed. 

At  length  Georgie,  together  with  those  immediately  pre- 
ceding and  following  her,  had  surmounted  the  steep  and 
rugged  ascent,  between  hedges,  and  were  out  on  the  wild  moor. 

Already  a  contingent,  ahead  of  the  stream,  was  there — 
men  running,  galloping,  swearing,  vociferating.  Already, 
moreover,  the  duchy  marauders  had  swept  together  all  the 
horses  they  had  been  able  to  surround,  and  were  proceeding 
homeward.  They  had  left  Rowdon,  and  were  visible  as  a 
confused  black  rout  driving  a  wild  herd  of  frightened  animals 
before  them  on  the  slope  of  the  farther  hill. 

Already,  moreover,  the  brief  day  was  drawing  in.  Thick 
clouds  had  gathered,  and  hung  over  the  setting  orb  like  sable 
curtains,  waiting  for  the  last  fold  to  drop  and  extinguish  the 
winter  daylight. 

Now  it  was  that  Ruby,  the  chestnut  that  Georgie  rode,  was 
able  to  show  her  mettle  and  blood.  The  beasts  that  the 
farmers  rode  were  heavily  burdened  with  the  bulky  bodies  of 
their  masters,  but  the  light  weight  of  the  girl  allowed  her  mare 
to  stretch  away  and  easily  outstrip  them.  jNIoses  was 
distanced.  One  after  another  of  the  mounted  yeomen,  old 
and  young,  was  left  in  the  lurch.  Georgie  rapidly  headed  the 
entire  cavalcade. 

A  stream  flowed  through  a  marshy  bottom,  and  the  swamp 
had  retarded  the  retreating  party. 

With  yells  and  execrations,  after  the  duchy  officers  headlong 
charged  the  pursuers  downhill,  regardless  of  the  rapidity  of  the 
descent  and  the  inequalities  of  the  ground.  Down  went  a 
horse  and  rolled  over,  and  his  rider  lay  prostrate,  stunned. 
None  halted  to  pick  him  up.  The  footers  would  attend  to 
him  presently.  Forward  they  careered,  as  regardless  of  them- 
selves as  of  their  comrades.  As  a  cluster  of  black  spots 
against  the  blaze  of  the  setting  sun  appeared  the  raiders  at  the 
head  of  a  wave  of  moorland,  then  disappeared  over  the  ridge. 
After  them  plunged  their  pursuers  through  bog  and  water, 
some  hitting  a  ford,  some  floundering  in  mire. 
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They  were  over  at  last,  all  but  two.  One  found  that  his 
horse  had  strained  himself  in  his  struggles  and  could  make  no 
further  progress.  The  horse  of  another  had  gone  deep  to  the 
saddle,  and  his  rider,  who  had  extricated  himself,  stood  on  solid 
ground  blaspheming  and  bellowing  for  assistance,  which  the 
rest  were  too  much  engaged  to  render. 

Away  up  the  opposite  hill  reeled  the  wild  hunt,  and  when 
the  brow  was  reached  the  sun  was  set,  and  beneath  the 
lowering  lid  of  cloud  lay  the  parting  gleam  of  dead  daylight. 

And  now  Georgie's  mare  stretched  away,  ahead  of  the  whole 
rushing  cavalcade.  Ruby  strained  every  nerve,  conscious 
that  much  depended  on  her  speed,  for  in  the  next  dip  flowed 
the  Walla,  that  bounded  the  forest,  and  there,  in  all  probability, 
would  be  found  a  gathering  of  forest  men  on  foot  from  the 
tenements  scattered  about,  Riddon,  Babney,  and  Sherill,  to 
assist  the  mounted  officers  and  defend  the  lifted  beasts  from 
recapture. 

Georgie  could  hear  the  dull  thud  of  other  hoofs  after  her, 
but  she  led,  and  she  kept  the  lead  ;  knowing  what  was  required, 
she  wore  off  to  the  left,  describing  a  sweep  so  as  to  get 
between  the  marauders  and  the  forest  bounds.  If  they  could 
be  held  in  check  five  minutes  the  rest  would  be  up  with  them, 
and,  outnumbering  them,  retake  the  colts  that  were  being 
driven  to  pound. 

The  darkness  deepened  rapidly,  and  in  the  darkness  it  was 
not  possible  to  pick  a  road.  The  instinct  of  the  horses  must 
be  allowed  to  govern  them,  and  trust  must  be  put  in  chance. 
If  the  darkness  told  against  the  pursuers,  it  militated  especially 
against  the  pursued,  for  they  were  unable  to  proceed  rapidly, 
cumbered  as  they  were  with  their  ca|)turcs,  unable  to  keep 
together  a  drove  of  horses  that  endeavoured  at  every  moment 
to  break  away. 

Georgie  had  outflanked  them.  She  knew  this  rather  on  the 
testimony  of  her  ears  than  of  her  eyes.  But  now  she  was 
upon  them,  between  the  retreating  body  and  the  Walla,  and 
the  frightened,  plunging  horses  were  about  her. 

"  Back  !  "  she  shouted,  drawing  rein,  "  back,  or  I  will  fire  ! " 

The  leading  tossing  colts  scattered  in  all  directions  as  her 
dogs,  that  had  accompanied  her,  flew  at  them  barking. 
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"Aside  !  or  we  will  ride  you  down  ! "  called  a  rough  voice. 

"  I  dare  you.     I  will  fire  !  " 

"By  God!"  scoffed  a  man,  "it's  a  wench."  Then  rose  a 
hubbub  of  voices  in  the  rear.  The  commoners  were  coming 
rapidly  down  on  the  duchy  men. 

In  an  instant  some  dark  objects  bore  down  on  her.  She 
could  distinguish  nothing,  it  was  as  though  some  figures 
dashed  in  from  the  side ;  but  the  main  body  came  tramping 
forward  like  a  cavalry  charge. 

In  another  moment,  not  knowing  what  she  did,  Georgie 
drew  the  trigger. 

A  flash  ensued,  then  a  cry,  and  a  man  fell  from  his  horse. 

Immediately  she  was  enveloped  in  a  body  of  Wellcombe 
commoners  who,  like  ■  herself,  had  described  a  semicircle  ; 
simultaneously  others  charged  from  the  rear,  and  the  rangers 
of  the  duchy,  finding  themselves  outnumbered,  dispersed,  and 
raced  towards  the  forest  bounds,  beaten  once  more  in  their 
attempt  to  enforce  claims  over  the  commons  of  Wellcombe. 


CHAPTER    XIII 
GONE! 

THE  scattered  horses  gave  no  concern.  By  morning  they 
would  have  found  their  way  back  to  their  old  feeding 
ground  on  Rowdon.  But  the  men  coming  on  at  full  swing 
had  to  be  held  back  by  cries  of  "  Man  hurt  and  down  ;  keep  to 
rear." 

It  was  already  dark,  too  dark  for  them  to  discern  who  had 
fallen  from  his  horse,  or  to  distinguish  the  horse  whose  saddle 
was  empty,  though  one  caught  the  beast  by  the  bridle. 

"  Is  the  man  killed  ?  "  shouted  a  burly  farmer,  forcing  his 
way  to  the  front.     "  Who  is  it  ?     Who  fired  ?  " 

"  It  was  Miss  Georgie  that  fired,"  said  one  who  had  leaped 
to  the  ground.  She  herself  was  unable  to  reply  ;  her  heart  was 
beating  fast  and  a  stricture  forming  in  her  throat. 

"  By  heavens — it  is  Samson  !  "  exclaimed  a  young  fellow  as 
he  raised  the  prostrate  figure  in  his  arms. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  man  who  had  been  shot,  "  it  is  I — Samson 
Furze." 

"  Are  you  bad,  man  ?  " 

"  I'm  hit.     I  think  I  can  manage  to  ride  home ;  I  will  try." 

The  girl  breathed  freer.  She  had  known  all  along  who  had 
been  struck  by  her  ball.  As  she  fired  point-blank  at  the 
duchy  men,  Samson  had  swung  in  between,  and  the  shot  had 
hit  him  ;  she  had  seen  his  face  in  the  white  light  of  the  dying 
day  as  he  staggered  in  his  saddle,  before  he  fell. 

"  How  came  she  to  hit  him  ?  "  asked  the  farmer. 

"  Got  in  the  way,  I  reckon,"  replied  one  of  the  others;  "  he 
was   rounding  on    them,  heading  them,  you   see ;   and  Miss 
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Georgie  was  before  us  all.  'Tis  a  pity  the  shot  lodged  where 
it  did  and  not  among  the  duchy  fellows." 

"  But  one  of  them  was  touched,"  said  another ;  "  I  heard 
him  sing  out." 

"  Get  Samson  up  in  his  saddle,"  ordered  the  stout  farmer, 
"  and  two  of  you  young  chaps  walk  by  him,  to  stay  him  lest 
he  fall  off  again." 

"  Has  anyone  a  light  here  ?  " 

"None  like  to  have — we  can  get  one  at  the  little  farm  of 
Creator." 

"Then  take  him  there." 

About  one  hundred  men  were  riding  on  the  moor.  Others 
on  foot  came  running  up,  the  latter  asking  what  was  the 
matter.     Some  had  heard  the  shot. 

Georgie  rode  at  a  distance.  She  was  ashamed  of  what  she 
had  done,  and  she  was  fearful  of  the  consequences.  She 
shrank  from  asking  questions.  It  would  be  out  of  place  for 
her  to  thrust  through  the  throng  to  express  her  sorrow  for  the 
accident.     She  was  the  only  woman  among  all  those  men. 

As  they  moved  along  slowly,  with  the  injured  man  in  their 
midst,  all  talking,  questioning,  expressing  their  opinions  freely, 
she  drew  farther  from  them  ;  and  all  at  once  striking  her  horse, 
galloped  away  without  a  word  towards  Wellcombe. 

Presently  the  cavalcade  arrived  at  a  little  rude  moorland 
farm,  a  squatters'  settlement.  Creator.  There  they  called  for 
lights,  and  lanterns  were  produced. 

Samson  was  deadly  pale,  and  in  pain.  He  could  ill  maintain 
his  seat.  He  was  bleeding,  and  the  old  farmer  proceeded  to 
bandage  his  wound,  whilst  the  squatter's  wife  held  a  blazing 
branch  of  furze  above  his  head,  to  throw  a  flood  of  yellow 
light  over  the  injured  man. 

Samson  looked  about  him  questioningly.  Then  he  said, 
"Where  is  she — Georgie— who  shot  me?" 

"  Oh,  she  has  ridden  off  home." 

"  Did  she  not  ask  whether  she  had  killed  me  ?  " 

"  Never  said  a  word,  but  whipped  her  horse  and  away  she 
galloped." 

He  thought  of  the  dough  figure,  and  the  girl  with  the  long 
pin  in  her  hand  ready  to  stab  it.     Now  she  had  sent  a  bullet 
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into  his  flesh,  and  much  cared  she  whether  it  would  cause  his 
death.     This  was  her  revenge  for  the  blow  he  had  dealt  her. 

"  Shall  we  take  you  home  ? "  asked  the  old  farmer,  "  or 
shall  we  put  you  to  bed  here  ?  " 

"  Take  me  home,"  answered  Samson. 

As  the  mixed  body  of  men  on  horseback  and  men  on  foot 
went  on,  a  whisper  passed  from  one  to  another.  Then  they 
became  quiet,  awed  for  a  while,  and  presently  some  angry 
exclamation  spluttered  forth ;  then  there  surged  up  a  hoarse 
general  body  of  voices  of  men  deeply  moved  with  strong 
feeling. 

There  had  been  walking  beside  Samson  a  lad  named 
Jeremiah  French,  holding  him  up.  He  loved  and  venerated 
young  Furze,  and  Samson  was  more  open  and  confiding  with 
French  than  with  any  other.  To  him  Samson  had  spoken  of 
what  he  had  seen  in  Alse  (irylls'  cottage.  And  as  the  lad 
held  his  friend  up,  it  was  as  though  the  thoughts  of  one  gave 
direction  to  those  in  the  other,  and  Jerry's  mind  reverted  to 
what  had  been  told  him  of  the  dough  figure  that  was  to  be 
thrust  through  with  pins. 

Regardless  of  the  injunction  to  secrecy  laid  on  him  by 
Samson,  he  detached  himself  from  his  friend,  resigning  his  post 
to  another,  and,  with  his  heart  boiling  and  raging  with  resent- 
ment, he  poured  forth  into  the  ears  of  the  men  around  him 
the  story  of  the  bit  of  witchcraft  witnessed  by  Samson. 

The  account  fell  on  ground  ready  to  receive  it  and  regard  it 
as  one  of  the  utmost  gravity.  The  first  effect  of  the  com- 
munication, rapidly  passed  from  one  to  another,  was  to  awe 
them.  They  feared  for  themselves.  The  figure  had  been 
made  in  secret,  with  evil  intent ;  and  now  he  whom  that  figure 
represented  was  a  wreck.  It  might  fare  thus  with  any  one  of 
them — the  ill  wish  might  blight  their  crops  and  blast  their 
cattle. 

Then  a  great  wave  of  wrath  swelled  u{),  and  carried  all  away 
with  it. 

The  sense  of  their  powerlessness  before  the  mysterious  and 
mischievous  powers  of  witchcraft  made  them  afraid  now,  in  the 
dark,  and  those  on  foot  tore  up  fur/.e  bushes,  and  ripped  them 
into  several  branches,  and  lighted  them,  and  led  the  way  with 
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a  flare,  and  as  one  blaze  died  out,  kindled  another  branch  at 
the  glowing  embers  to  send  up  another  shoot  of  flame. 

Then  one  recalled  how  his  horse  had  become  unaccountably 
lame,  another  how  that  his  wife  had  suffered  for  months  from 
internal  pains  which  the  village  doctor  had  been  unable  to 
relieve,  certainly  not  to  cure ;  how  the  milk  of  his  cows  would 
not  give  cream ;  how  his  ewes  had  borne  dead  lambs  ;  how 
his  rick  had  caught  fire ;  how  strange  tickings  had  been  heard 
in  the  chimney-breast — and  at  once  all  these  were  referred  to 
the  mischievousness  of  the  old  woman  Alse,  or  to  her  disciple, 
Georgie. 

As  they  rode  and  strode  along  the  way,  they  recounted  to 
each  other  their  misfortunes,  and  their  conviction  that  they 
had  been  caused  by  ill-wishing  ;  how  they  had  said  this,  or 
acted  in  that  way,  which  might  have  given  offence  to  the  old 
woman  or  the  girl — and  one  worked  the  other  up.  It  was 
well  for  Georgie  that  she  had  ridden  home  before  them  all. 

As  the  crowd  passed  detached  farms  that  stood  a  little  off 
the  road,  women  came  forth  from  the  deep-bayed  granite 
porches  to  learn  the  results  of  the  resisted  drift.  They  raised 
their  voices  in  lamentation  when  they  heard  what  had  befallen 
Samson,  and  were  loud  in  denunciation  of  her  who  had  first 
ill-wished  and  then  shot  him. 

If  anything  further  had  been  required  to  work  the  men  up 
into  fury,  this  sufficed,  and  cries  broke  out  of,  "  Us  will  drag 
her  through  the  horse  pond  !• — Let  her  be  tarred  and  feathered  ! 
— It's  no'  safe  to  'ave  such  a  creature  in  the  place.  Old  Alse, 
her  does  bless  sores  and  heal  'em,  but  this  maid,  her  never  did 
no  good  to  nobody." 

"  Let  be,"  said  one  man ;  "  I'll  nick  her  ears  wi'  my  knife, 
and  if  I  drae  blid,  'er'U  do  no  harm  arter  that." 

"  I  must  confiscate  the  pistol,"  said  the  burly  farmer,  who 
was  constable.  "  If  Samson  Furze  be  killed,  I  reckon  it  will 
be  wanted  as  evidence." 

"  I  call  it  main  shabby,"  said  another,  "  to  ride  out  wi'  us, 
as  though  to  lead  us  Wellcombe  chaps,  and  then  to  turn 
around  and  blaze  right  in  upon  us." 

"  What  else  cu'd  you  expect,  Zekiel  ?  "  said  another.  "  Don't 
you  know  it's  to  her  interest  to  go  wi'  the  duchy  men.     Her's 
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got  the  blood  royal  in  her  veins,  and  blood  will  out  and  take 
its  proper  side." 

The  concourse  rolled  on,  now  pent  within  hedges,  shouting, 
waving  furze  bushes  that  flamed  ;  the  banks  of  granite  and  the 
holly  leaves  were  illumined  by  the  glare  of  the  torches,  and 
birds  started  from  where  they  roosted  in  thorn  trees,  and 
fluttered  away.  Some  of  the  party  fell  off,  going  to  their 
homes,  but  a  considerable  body  pressed  on,  and  did  not  stay 
till  the  Manor  House  was  reached.  The  place  was  dark  save 
for  one  window  that  was  lighted  up  with  a  yellow  glow.  The 
curtains  had  not  been  drawn  over  it,  nor  had  the  blind  been 
lowered. 

"There  be  'er  room  !  "  shouted  a  young  man.  "And  there 
her  be,  a-gloating  and  a-gloryin'  over  the  blood  'er  'ave  shed." 

"  No,  Thomas,  you're  out  there.  I  reckon  that  be  the 
pass'n's  sickroom.     The  maid's  room  be  round  t'  other  side." 

Then  some  shouted,  "  Come  out !  You're  wanted  below. 
Come  down  and  answer  for  what  you've  a-done.  The  con- 
stal)le  demands  the  pistol." 

As  though  in  response  to  the  summons  a  shadow  was  seen 
moving  within  the  lighted  chamber.  Then  a  woman's  figure 
stood  out  pencilled  dark  against  the  pane.  She  raised  her 
arm,  and  all  saw  her  unhasp  the  sash  and  throw  it  open.  A 
silence  fell  on  the  turbulent  throng.  They  supposed  that 
Georgie  had  come  to  the  window  to  reply  to  them. 

However,  they  were  speedily  undeceived,  for  next  moment 
the  sash  was  lowered,  and  the  figure  withdrew  into  the  depths 
of  the  room. 

"  Gad  ! "  said  one  of  the  men  without,  "that  was  Rebecca." 

Then  the  clamours  broke  forth  again.  Stones  were 
thrown  at  the  house  ;  one  struck  the  door.  A  pane  dickered 
and  fell  smashed.  In  another  moment  the  fanlight  above 
the  front  door  was  illumined  and  the  valve  was  opened.  In 
the  doorway  stood  the  housekeeper,  Rebecca,  in  a  cotton 
gown,  holding  a  guttering  tallow  candle. 

"  Be  still,  can't  you,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  half  muffled,  and 
yet  audible  to  all ;  "  I  pray  you  to  begone.  Did  you  not  see 
me  throw  up  the  sash  ?  That  were  to  let  the  pass'n's  soul 
out.     He  hev  been  a-lyin'  still  and  never  spoke  'most  all  the 
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afternoon  and  evenin'.  Then  you  corned  along  wi'  your  rabble 
and  hoUerin'  and  callin'.  That  simm'd  to  rouse'n  a  bit,  and 
he  tossed  in  his  bed,  and  said,  '  There  be  Tom  and  Jerry  a- 
come  for  me.     I  be  going  to  enjoy  myself.' " 

The  concourse  was  so  hushed  that  every  syllable  was  heard, 
though  Rebecca  spoke  low. 

The  furze  bushes  had  flamed  out,  and  all  that  remained 
of  these  extemporised  torches  were  red  glowing  stumps. 

"Well,  I  seed  plain  as  my  nose  as  how  he  were  a-strugglin' 
wi'  death.  So  I  went  to  the  winder  and  lifted  the  sash  to  let 
his  soul  pass  away,  and  he  gave  a  sigh,  and  said,  '  Let  bucks 
an'  'untin'  go  ! '  and  died  right  off  on  end.  It  were  a  beautiful 
death,  it  were." 

Then,  without  a  word,  but  with  some  blowing  on  the  ex- 
piring ashes  of  their  torches,  awed  by  the  all-conquering  pre- 
sence, the  crowd  melted  away. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

THE  MS. 

DIRECTLY  that  Georgina  knew  her  uncle  was  no  more, 
she  sent  for  Alse  Grylls,  a  professional  layer-out  of  the 
dead. 

Much,  very  much,  had  happened  to  shake  the  girl's  nerve, 
but  this  did  not  rob  her  of  her  self-possession.  Indeed,  the 
fashion  in  which  she  had  been,  not  brought  up,  but  forced 
to  bring  herself  uj),  had  given  to  her  a  stability  of  character 
and  strength  in  emergencies  hard  to  shake. 

She  knew  that  Rebecca  was  a  pious  woman,  with  a  strong 
vein  of  inquisitiveness  running  through  her,  and  she  was  aware 
that  the  secret  of  her  own  history  was  in  the  box  under  the 
bed  in  which  lay  the  dead  man.  Already,  so  soon  as  her 
uncle  had  become  unconscious,  she  had  taken  possession  of 
the  key  attached  to  his  garter.  Had  Rebecca  seen  that  key 
she  would  have  sought  to  find  what  lock  it  fitted. 

On  the  arrival  of  Alse  Grylls,  Georgina  had  this  box  re- 
moved to  her  own  room.  She  had  more  to  safeguard  than 
her  own  story.  That  of  her  mother  must  be  preserved  from 
prying  eyes.  Moreover,  the  MS.  had  been  entrusted  to  her 
as  a  solemn  deposit. 

A  death  in  the  house  entails  much  work  and  brings  in- 
dividuals into  the  house  that  are  not  usually  received.  It 
does  more — it  unties  all  tongues. 

Georgina  knew  nothing  of  her  uncle's  family.  She  supposed 
that  the  obligation  rested  on  her  to  communicate  with  his 
relations.  But  who  were  they  ?  She  examined  his  desk 
for  letters   that  might  throw   light  on    his  family,   but  found 
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none.  Letters  there  were,  from  friends  and  acquaintances 
in  the  beau  mo7ide,  but  none  that  spoke  of  kinship.  She 
looked  for  a  family  Bible,  with  records  of  births  and  deaths  ; 
there  was  none  such. 

Georgina  was  surprised  and  disappointed  not  to  see  Sir 
Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  who  alone,  she  supposed,  knew  anything 
of  her  uncle's  early  life.  She  had  calculated  on  his  coming 
at  once  to  the  house  to  offer  his  assistance ;  but  upon  inquiry 
she  learnt  that  he  had  gone  to  London  on  business,  and  it 
was  not  known  when  he  would  return. 

There  was,  accordingly,  nothing  that  could  be  done  except 
make  preparations  for  the  funeral. 

For  a  couple  of  days  the  girl  had  on  her  mind  anxiety  for 
Samson  Furze ;  but  she  learned  to  her  relief  that  he  was  in 
no  serious  danger.  The  slug  had  struck  and  glanced  along 
a  rib,  had  run  round  his  body,  and  lodged  near  the  spine, 
without  injuring  it ;  so  that  when  extracted,  all  he  suffered 
from  was  a  flesh  wound. 

The  loss  of  her  uncle,  or  guardian,  was  serious.  She  had 
not  loved  him.  Much  in  him  had  repelled  her.  There 
lurked  deep  in  her  heart  a  sense  that  when  his  presence  was 
withdrawn,  when  a  room  was  closed,  and  she  knew  that 
within  lay  his  silent  form,  when  she  sat  at  her  meals  alone, 
when  she  heard  no  tread  on  the  stairs  save  that  of  servants, 
— a  sense  that  something  was  gone  out  of  her  life.  She  was 
conscious  of  a  desolation  that  was  strange  to  her. 

She  was  well  aware  that  none  in  Wellcombe  save  Alse  Grylls 
and  Samson  Furze  loved  her.  Rebecca  was  cold  and  canting, 
Moses  was  stupid.  Her  young  life  had  been  full  of  battles, 
of  resistance  to  insolent  familiarities,  and  she  had  come  to 
regard  all  mankind  as  hostile,  and  all  Wellcombe  had  come 
to  regard  her  as  proud.  She  knew  what  was  the  general 
feeling  towards  her,  and  could  not  but  suspect  that  feeling, 
formerly  latent  and  vague,  had  been  rendered  acute  by  what 
she  had  done  to  Samson. 

A  funeral  is  a  function  of  supreme  importance  in  the  west 
of  England.  We  are  ushered  into  the  world  with  none  of 
the  pomp  and  circumstance  with  which  we  are  shovelled  out 
of  it. 
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The  Manor  House  of  Wellcombe  had  to  be  thrown  open, 
that  a  stream  of  people  might  pour  in  and  i)our  consolation 
down  their  throats. 

Georgie  did  not  propose  appearing  and  attending  the  in- 
terment ;  but  Mr.  Hullett  and  Captain  Davey,  together  with 
the  entire  parish,  would  assist  as  mourners.  She  sat  in  her 
room  and  did  iioi  descend.  She  heard  the  tramping  of  feet, 
the  click  of  glasses,  and  the  buzz  of  voices. 

Provisions  were  laid  out  in  the  dining-room. 

"Ah!"  said  ilic  churchwarden,  "he  was  a  right  proper 
pars'n  and  no  highflier.     He  never  meddled  wi'  nobody." 

"  I've  heard,"  said  a  Dissenting  farmer,  "  that  he  had  a 
vision  of  angels  at  the  last." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  a  third,  "  he  made  a  blessed  end.  He  had 
the  right  thing,  assurance." 

"There  you  are,"  said  a  local  preacher.  "Assurance  is 
the  word.  Rebecca  tells  me  she  heard  him  say  he  was 
going  to  enjoy  himself,  and  if  that  be'nt  assurance,  what 
is  it?  That  is  what  I  call  having  comfort  at  the  last. 
Give  me  assurance  and — I'll  trouble  you  for  another  drop 
of  gin." 

Then  came  the  trampling  down  the  stairs  as  the  coffin  was 
being  removed,  and  the  throng  cleared  out  of  the  passage, 
wiped  mouths,  adjusted  the  expression  of  their  faces,  and 
poised  themselves  easily  on  their  feet. 

Next  minute  the  house  was  hushed. 

The  procession  was  on  its  way  to  the  church.  Georgie  sat 
in  her  darkened  room,  by  the  window.  The  blind  was  down, 
and  a  dull  yellow  light  suffused  the  chamber. 

Tears  were  on  her  cheek  and  her  face  was  pale.  She  was 
wearing  black  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  and  that  brought 
to  her  the  seriousness  of  the  occasion.  She  was  thinking  of 
the  man  being  borne  to  his  grave,  and  thinking  with  a  sick 
sensation  at  the  heart,  caused,  not  by  grief  at  her  bereavement, 
but  by  shame  that  she  did  not  grieve  more. 

She  wished  that  she  had  loved  him,  that  she  had  been  able 
to  love  him.  She  reproached  herself  for  having  felt  indifferent 
in  the  past,  and  for  absence  of  poignant  sorrow  in  the  present. 
Was  she  heartless?     Thirkleby  had  never  inspired  her  with  a 
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generous  emotion,  afforded  her  a  noble  thought.  He  had 
never  pointed  out  to  her  a  high  ideal,  nor  taught  her  to  dis- 
criminate between  right  and  wrong.  Some  ideas  had  pene- 
trated her  head  from  the  sacred  words  that  had  passed  over 
his  lips  in  church,  but  these  had  been  as  rays  through  ice, 
that  gave  no  warmth  to  the  medium.  He  had  taken  on  him 
now  and  then  to  counsel  her,  but  then  had  proposed  motives 
for  conduct  sordid  and  low. 

And  now  she  wept  and  fired  with  shame  because  she  was 
so  callous.  Rebecca  was  in  tears  of  genuine  sorrow.  Old 
Alse  had  wept.  But  the  dew  on  Georgie's  cheeks  was  not 
due  to  grief  for  him  she  had  lost,  but  at  the  revelation  to 
herself  that  she  was  heartless. 

Was  it  because  she  was  unfeeling  and  unloving  that  she 
was  dishked  in  Wellcombe  ?  How  was  it  that  she  was  friend- 
less, whereas  every  other  girl  had  friends  ? 

But  every  other  girl  had  relatives.  It  is  from  relationship 
that  other  ties  spring. 

The  house  was  still.  None  moved  in  it.  Rebecca  was  in 
the  kitchen  in  a  chair  weeping.  Now  only,  that  the  owner 
and  occupier  of  the  house  had  been  removed  from  it,  did 
Georgina  consider  that  she  was  justified  in  opening  the  iron 
box  and  looking  at  the  bundle  of  papers  preserved  within,  the 
custody  and  ultimate  destination  of  which  had  been  confided 
to  her. 

Partly  to  divert  her  mind  from  the  distressing  thoughts  that 
crowded  it,  Georgie  went  to  the  chest,  unlocked  that,  then 
opened  and  drew  forth  the  iron  box. 

She  easily  arranged  the  letters  on  the  barrel  lock  to  form 
the  word  Faro,  and  instantly  the  lock  fell  apart,  and  next 
moment  the  bundle  of  papers  was  in  her  hands.  It  rested  in 
an  upper  tray.  But  this  she  did  not  notice  in  her  eagerness  to 
secure  the  package. 

She  took  this  up  and  read  upon  the  docket,  "  Revel.\tions 
OF  A  Man  about  Court." 

The  parcel  was  enveloped  in  brown  paper,  bound  about 
with  pink  tape,  and  was  sealed.  The  late  Reverend  Josiah 
Thirkleby  had  never  employed  a  coat-of-arms  or  a  crest,  only 
a  cornelian  seal  with  his  initials  cut  in  the  stone,  a  seal  that 
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Gcorgic  had  secured.  The  ends  of  the  paper  were  fastened 
with  red  wax  impressed  with  J.T. 

Again  she  lool^ed  at  the  slip  of  parchment  attached  to  the 
bundle.  It  conveyed  no  intimation  that  within  was  the  secret 
she  desired  to  know,  the  story  of  Amalthea. 

She  broke  the  seals,  tore  off  the  tape,  and  undid  the 
wrapper. 

Within  was  a  thickly  written  manuscript.  Sitting  close  to 
the  window,  with  a  ray  of  light  that  pierced  between  the  blind 
and  the  frame  falling  athwart  the  pages,  she  began  to  read. 
But  not  through  from  the  beginning.  She  dipped  into  the 
MS.  in  several  places,  and  it  seemed  at  first  sight  to  be  made 
up  of  anecdotes  about  persons  of  whom  she  had  heard  her 
uncle  speak  when  in  the  society  of  Sir  Thomas  and  Mr.  Ilullett. 

But  presently  she  came  upon  a  connected  story  that 
concerned  one  of  the  highest  rank  in  the  land.  But  she 
nowhere  lit  on  the  name  of  Amalthea.  Yet  repeatedly  she 
saw  an  A,  followed  by  a  dash.  She  read  eagerly,  her  hand 
trembling,  so  that  at  times  she  could  hardly  decipher  the 
words.  The  colour  mantled  her  cheek,  then  deserted  it,  and 
burnt  in  two  spots  on  her  temples. 

After  a  while  she  turned  to  the  end  of  the  MS,  and  there 
found  attached  to  it  a  red  morocco  pocket  that  contained  a 
number  of  letters.  These  she  looked  at  with  even  keener 
interest.  She  found  notes  addressed  to  "  My  dearest 
Amalthea,"  fulsome,  impassioned — and,  looking  further,  she 
read  the  signature. 

She  read  others  addressed  to  "  My  dear  sister"  and  signed 
"  Josiah." 

She  was  roused  by  voices.  The  mourners,  the  whole  male 
population  of  the  parish  was  returning  to  recover  its  spirits, 
after  a  depressing  service,  in  the  only  way  conceivable  by  the 
rude  mind. 

Hastily  she  placed  the  letters  in  the  pouch  and  folded  up 
the  "  Revelations  "  in  its  cover. 

Her  hands  trembled  and  her  head  swam.  Not  a  letter,  not 
a  line  must  be  left  for  other  eyes  to  see. 

Then  she  fastened  the  whole  parcel  with  the  scraps  of  pink 
tape,  and,   thinking  she  heard   steps   ascending   to  her  own 
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room,  thrust  the  bundle  into  the  sink-well  of  her  work-table. 
She  had  no  time  to  re-adjust  the  barrel-lock  of  the  iron  case, 
so  she  shut  the  box  about  it,  and  locked  it. 

"  Now,"   said  she  bitterly,   "  I  know  both  what    I  am  and 
what  I  am  not." 


CHAPTER    XV 

A  SEARCH 

"  T  F  you  please,  miss,  the  two  gentlemen  would  be  glad  to 

J[      speak  with  you,"  said  Rebecca  at  the  door. 

"  But  is  the  house  still  full  of  people  ?  I  cannot  go  down- 
stairs if  that  be  the  case." 

"  No,  miss,  all  have  gone  except  Squire  Hullett  and  Captain 
Davey,  who  have  remained  behind  to  see  you.  They  say  that 
they  want  urgently  to  have  a  few  words." 

"  I  will  be  with  them  directly." 

Georgie  washed  her  face,  smoothed  her  hair,  and  descended. 

The  gentlemen  were  in  the  parlour ;  on  the  table  lay 
cleared  dishes  of  sandwiches  and  saffron  cake,  and  several 
empty  decanters.  Hullett  and  Davey  were  in  black,  and  their 
sable  habits  made  the  face  of  the  one  more  than  ever  like  a 
full  moon,  and  that  of  the  other  like  a  lurid  sun. 

"  Ah,  Miss  Georgie,"  said  Hullett,  composing  his  face  and 
drawing  down  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  "  this  is  a  sad  event, 
one  depressing  the  spirits  and  reminding  us  that  we  are  all 
mortal." 

"That  it  does,  I  swear,"  threw  in  Davey. 

"  We  desire,"  pursued  the  Squire  of  Stannon,  "  we  desire, 
my  dear  young  lady,  to  condole  with  you,  and  to  express  to 
you  our  commiseration  in  the  most  suitable  manner  possible." 

"  And,"  added  Davey,  "  my  friend  Hullett  and  I  place 
ourselves  unreservedly  at  your  disposal  ;  we  ofTer  to  you  our 
assistance  in  anything  you  may  desire." 

"  Thank  you,  gentlemen  ;  Rebecca  and  Moses  have  done 
all  that  was  necessary." 
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"  Ahem  ! "  said  Hullett.  "  But,  my  good  Miss  Georgie,  you 
may  not  be  aware  that " — 

"  Happily  having  been  spared  such  mournful  experiences 
previously,"  interjected  Davey. 

"That,"  pursued  Hullett,  "that  on  such  solemn  occasions 
as  this,  there  are  certain — shall  we  say  formalities,  or  shall  we 
designate  them  obligations,  to  be  discharged.  Knowing  your 
poor  dear  uncle  as  I  did  intimately,  having  seen  him  so  lately" — 

"  As  did  I  as  well.     I  also  was  intimate,"  put  in  Davey. 

"  I  feel  that  I  can  do  no  other  than  at  this  moment  take  on 
me  the  melancholy  duty  of  intimating  that  it  is  usual,  after  a 
funeral,  to  open  the  will." 

"  The  will ! "  exclaimed  Georgie.  She  had  not  given  a 
thought  to  that. 

"  I  have  reasons  to  surmise,  dear  young  lady,  that  your 
uncle  has  constituted  me  executor." 

"Me  also,"  said  Davey,  "co-executors  both.  Hullett  was 
not  more  intimate  than  myself." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Hullett,  turning  to  his  companion, 
"I  knew  Mr.  Thirkleby  before  he  came  to  ^Vellcombe,  which 
you  did  not." 

"  You  knew  of  him — that  is  all,"  retorted  the  captain.  "  I 
don't  believe  you  exchanged  a  couple  of  words  with  him 
previous  to  your  setthng  at  Stannon." 

"  Well,"  said  Hullett,  "  we  must  not  argue  the  point  now.  It 
may  be  so,  or  it  may  not.  Anyhow,  of  late  our  intimacy  has 
been  warm,  I  may  almost  designate  it  confidential.  Accordingly, 
having  a  moral  conviction  that  I  have  been  appointed 
executor,  or  perhaps  co-executor  with  my  friend  Davey,  it  is 
desirable  that  the  will  should  be  read  at  once,  so  that  we  may 
know  how  to  proceed." 

"  I  do  not  know  that  there  is  a  will,"  said  Georgie,  some- 
what staggered. 

"There  must  be  one.  A  man  so  prudent,  so  methodical,  so 
far-seeing  as  our  departed  friend,  would  assuredly  make  a  will 
so  as  to  provide  for  you,  his  ward  and  niece." 

Georgie  stood  silent.  She  was  considering.  She  had 
looked  for  letters,  but  had  no  thought  of  a  will.  It  was,  as 
the  gentleman  said,  probable  that  there  was  one. 
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"  Of  course,  you  understand,"  pursued  Hullett,  "  that  a  will 
has  to  be  proved.  Whether  you  will  elect  to  prove  it  in  the 
Consistory  Court  of  Canterbury,  or  in  the  Bishop's  Court,  or 
in  the  Peculiar  of  the  Uean  and  Chapter,  is  a  thing  to  be 
considered  later.  There  are  formalities  and  fees  connected 
with  this.  The  fees  must  be  paid  and  the  formalities  under- 
gone. Possibly  the  formalities  exist  for  the  purpose  of  the 
fees.     All  this  you  fully  understand." 

"  I  know  absolutely  nothing  about  it,"  said  Georgie. 

"  In  the  event  of  there  being  no  will,"  added  Davey,  "there 
will  have  to  be  an  administration.  You  will  have  to  produce 
your  nearest  relative,  to  whom,  as  you  are  under  age,  the 
court  will  grant  the  administration.  Of  course,  we  are  assum- 
ing that  you  are  able  to  establish  your  relationship  to  the 
deceased." 

Georgie's  colour  changed. 

"  On  the  whole,  my  dear  young  friend,"  said  Hullett,  "  I 
think  that  I  ought  to  take  on  myself  to  recommend  you  to 
allow  my  good  neighbour,  Mr.  Davey,  whom  the  people  here 
persist  in  entitling  the  captain,  and  myself  to  undertake  a 
careful  and  systematic  and  conscientious  search  for  the  will 
among  your  dear  uncle's  papers." 

"  And,"  threw  in  Davey,  "  knowing  how  recently  and  how 
acutely  your  feelings  have  been  tried,  we  [will  undertake  the 
investigation  without  exacting  your  presence,  unless  you  desire 
it — which  alters  the  case." 

"  If  an  examination  must  be  made,"  said  Georgie,  "  I  shall 
certainly  be  present  at  it." 

"  Oh,  exactly  ;  nothing  would  please  us  better,"  said  Hullett ; 
but  it  struck  the  girl  that  both  men  looked  disconcerted  at  her 
assurance. 

"  Nothing  could  more  jump  with  our  wishes,  I  swear,"  pro- 
tested Davey. 

For  a  few  minutes  Georgie  stood  musing.  She  was  pro- 
foundly ignorant.  She  supposed  that  a  search  for  the  will  was 
necessary,  and  she  congratulated  herself  that  those  papers  she 
particularly  desired  should  not  be  inspected  by  others,  had 
been  placed  by  her  out  of  the  way. 

"  As  you  will,  gentlemen,"  said  she.     "  I  have  all  my  uncle's 
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keys,  and  I  will  lead  to  his  room,  where  he  kept  everything  of 
importance.  I  am  sure  there  can  be  nothing  here.  In  his 
study,  possibly ;  in  his  bedroom,  probably." 

"  Shall  we  begin  with  the  study  ?  "  asked  Hullett.  "  It  is  the 
room  adjoining  this,  and  to  be  systematic  we  should  begin 
there.     I  undertook  that  the  search  should  be  systematic." 

The  girl  threw  open  the  door  into  the  apartment  designated 
the  study,  but  was  the  den  of  the  Reverend  Josiah. 

It  was  a  small  room,  the  walls  hung  with  some  pictures, 
mostly  portraits  of  men  about  town,  engraved  and  coloured — 
the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  Lord  Barrymore,  the  Count  D'Orsay. 
There  were  prints  also  of  actresses  and  singers— Mrs.  Billington, 
Anne  Catley,  and  Mrs.  Waylett.  Above  the  mantelshelf  was 
one  of  the  king  as  prince-regent,  with  the  face  turned  to  the 
wall.  Every  drawer  and  shelf  was  examined,  but  nothing  was 
found  except  bills — some  settled,  a  good  many  unpaid  and  of 
old  date,  a  pile  of  dingy  sermons  that  had  been  used  and 
re-used  during  many  years,  and  which  were  none  of  them  in 
the  handwriting  of  the  deceased. 

To  make  quite  sure  that  the  required  document  was  not 
passed  over,  Hullett  took  down  the  few  books  from  the  shelves 
and  lightly  opened  and  shook  them.  Nothing  flew  out  but 
dust  and  cobwebs. 

"  We  must  go  upstairs,"  said  the  captain. 

"  I  will  show  the  way,"  said  Georgie. 

Hullett  touched  Davey,  to  hold  him  back.  When  the  girl 
was  on  the  landing,  beyond  earshot,  he  said,  "  She  watches 
us  as  a  cat  does  a  pair  of  canaries.  Engage  her  in  conver- 
sation, Davey.  Then  I  may  have  a  chance  to  secure  the 
'  Revelations.' " 

"  No,  you  do  that ;  you  have  the  gift  of  speech.  Let  me 
search." 

"  She  is  calling,"  said  Hullett ;  "  she  will  suspect  us  if  we 
tarry  here  whispering  together." 

"  She  does  not  trust  us,"  observed  Davey  under  his  breath. 

Both  men  ascended  the  staircase. 

"  We  have  been  discussing  a  point  together,"  said  Hullett. 
"Did  your  uncle  employ  a  solicitor?  If  so,  the  will  may  be 
in  his  custody.    He  ought  to  have  been  invited  to  the  funeral." 
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"  I  do  not  know  that  he  employed  a  lawyer,"  answered 
Georgie  ;  "  I  have  seen  none  here.  He  detested  the  lawyers, 
and  was  for  ever  launching  out  against  the  profession." 

"  Not  without  cause,"  said  Hullett.  "  WcW,  we  must  search 
this  room.     There  is  a  bureau." 

The  girl  produced  a  bunch  of  keys  and  unlocked  it.  Both 
men  eagerly  pulled  out  the  drawers  and  ransacked  their 
contents ;  and  each,  as  he  did  so,  watched  the  other  with  a 
jealous  eye. 

"  There  may  be  a  secret  compartment,"  said  Hullett.  "  What 
think  you,  Davey?" 

The  gentleman  addressed  measured  the  drawers,  peered 
into  the  pigeon-holes,  tapped  the  sides  and  the  back  of  the 
bureau,  but  found  no  secret  receptacle. 

All  the  papers  that  were  turned  out  were  gone  through 
cursorily,  but  with  sufficient  attention  to  ensure  that  no 
document  of  importance  had  been  overlooked. 

Suddenly  Hullett  raised  himself  erect  from  the  table,  where 
he  had  been  investigating  old  letters. 

"  There  was  a  chest  under  his  bed,"  he  exclaimed  excitedly. 
"  I  saw  it  when  I  was  here  last.     It  has  been  removed." 

"  Yes,"  said  Geoigina,  "  I  had  it  transported  to  my  room." 

"Oh,  indeed — why  so?" 

"  I  had  my  reasons." 

"Will  you  permit  that  we  explore  its  contents?" 

"  Certainly,"  answered  the  girl,  "  if  it  be  not  troubling  you 
too  much  to  step  into  my  little  sitting-room.  It  is  on  the 
farther  side  of  the  landing." 

The  men  pressed  forward,  eagerness  depicted  in  their  faces. 

Georgie  drew  up  the  blind,  and  thrusting  back  the  little 
rosewood  work-table  against  the  wall,  partly  leaned  against, 
partly  seated  herself  on  it. 

She  gave  Mr.  Hullett  the  key  and  he  opened  the  chest.  At 
once  he  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  there  is  here  an  iron  despatch  box 
with  a  safety  lock  !  " 

"  By  Jove — it  is  open." 

"How  comes  that?"  asked  Hullett.  "The  will  must  be 
here." 

"  I  will  swear  to  that,"  said  Davey. 
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The  padlock  was  thrown  off  and  the  hd  was  raised.  It 
disclosed  an  empty  japanned  tray.  Hullett  raised  the  tray,  and 
both  men  uttered  an  exclamation.  The  compartment  revealed 
was  deep  in  bank-notes  of  various  values. 

"Why,"  said  Davey,  "no  wonder  he  kept  no  bank 
account.  He  has  been  hoarding  his  money.  There  must  be 
thousands  of  pounds  here." 

"  But  no  will,"  said  Hullett.  "  Miss  Georgie,  you  have  come 
in  for  a  fortune,  if  you  are  his  niece." 

"  Oh  yes  ;  I  am  his  niece." 

"  Not  only  is  there  no  will,"  said  Davey,  "  but  there  is  also 
no"— 

Hullett  checked  him  ;  then,  after  a  moment's  consideration, 
said,  "  Miss  Georgie,  excuse  my  alluding  to  it,  but  there  was 
a  manuscript  that  the  dear  late  vicar  showed  us  on  the  evening 
of  last  Accession  Day — in  fact,  on  the  night  before  he  had 
his  first  attack.  He  confided  to  us  that  it  was  his  private 
diary,  and  contained  many  particulars  that — ahem  ! — were 
hardly  fit  for  a  lady's  perusal.  He — you  will  bear  me  out, 
Davey — he  made  a  remark  that  he  would  be  very  loth  that  it 
should  fall  into  unsuitable  hands — I  mean  innocent  hands — 
and  that " — 

"  I  swear  to  it,"  said  Davey ;  "  we  were  to  take  it  away  and 
destroy  it." 

"  Not  destroy  it,"  corrected  Hullett,  "  but  place  it  in  safe 
keeping,  where  it  could  do  no  harm.  To  be  frank,  my  dear 
young  lady,  he  was  particularly  desirous  that  this  document 
should  not  be  perused  by  you." 

"  You  had  better  proceed  with  your  search  for  the  will,  and 
leave  the  consideration  of  this  diary  till  later." 

"It  must  be  somewhere.  That  I  am  prepared  to  swear," 
said  Davey. 

"  Wherever  the  diary  is  there  the  will  is  also,"  said  Hullett, 
who  had  been  musing.  "  We  know  the  looks  of  the  manuscript, 
for  we  were  shown  it.  It  is  in  a  cover  of  brown  paper,  bound 
about  with  red  tape,  and  is  sealed.  He  considered  it 
important,  that  is  to  say,  important  to  himself,  that  his  old 
recollections  of  perhaps  rather  free  and  fast  days  should  be 
taken  care  of  by  his  most  intimate  and  trusted  friends,  who 
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would  preserve  his  character  unblemished.  He  is  certain  to 
have  put  the  two  together.  It  is  not  the  diary  we  care  so 
much  for  as  the  will." 

"  I  low  can  you  say  that  ?  "  asked  the  captain,  "  when  the 
good  name  of  our  dear  deceased  friend  depends  on  the 
suppression  of  the  memoirs,  whereas  the  future  of  our  dear 
young  friend  is  bound  up  in  the  discovery  of  the  will.  To  me 
a  sacred  duty  lies  on  us,  I  think,  to  find  both." 

"  Ha  !  "  said  HuUett,  "  there  is  a  work-table  in  the  window. 
Would  you  move  aside.  Miss  Georgie :  a  work-table  with  a 
capacious  well.     You  do  not  think  " — 

"  This,  sir,  is  my  room.  My  uncle  never  entered  it," 
replied  Georgina.  "  In  that  I  keep  my  needlework.  The 
will  is  most  certainly  not  there." 
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CHAPTER   XVI 
SUITORS 

DAVEY  knelt  by  the  chest,  Ufted  out  the  iron  box,  and 
dived  among  the  bank-notes. 

"These  should  be  totted  up,"  said  he,  "and  the  numbers  of 
the  notes  taken  as  a  precaution  in  the  event  of  fire  or  burglary. 
There  is  a  handsome  sum  here." 

"  It  is  very  aggravating  about  those  recollections,"  said 
Hullett ;  "  exist  they  assuredly  do.  They  contain,  doubtless, 
some  racy  stories,  and  if  published  would  make  some  folk  now 
living  dance  like  bears  on  hot  plates.  Therefore,  it  is  our 
moral  duty,  Davey,  to  see  that  they  do  not  fall  into  un- 
principled hands.  It  is  a  holy  obligation  that  we  owe  to  the 
dear  deceased." 

"  I  suppose  I  should  be  allowed  a  voice  in  the  disposal," 
said  Georgie,  with  twitching  lip.  She  had  begun  to  read  these 
men. 

"  My  dear  young  friend,  from  an  elevated  and  moral 
standpoint — No.  They  would  not  be  proper  reading  for  so 
refined,  so  innocent  a  person  as  yourself.  Your  departed 
uncle — blessed  saint ! — was,  through  no  fault  of  his  own, 
associated  at  one  time  with  personages  that  bore  but  indifferent 
characters,  and  although  he  was  aware  of  their  misconduct,  he 
was  no  partaker  in  their  evil  deeds." 

"  Not  in  the  remotest  degree,  on  my  soul  I  swear,"  threw  in 
the  mining  captain. 

"  Good  heavens  ! "  exclaimed  Hullett,  with  a  start,  "  is  it 
possible  that  our  deceased  friend  can  have  been  so  indiscreet 

107 


108  nOVAT.   GEORGIE 

as  to  commit  the  will  and  lliat  other  article  to  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt  ? " 

"Of  that  I  am  no  judge,"  said  Georgia  coldly.  "To  me  he 
never  alluded  to  his  will." 

"  But  did  he  see  Sir  Thomas — I  mean  privately  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,  immediately  after  you  dined  here  on  Accession 
Day.     He  came  with  a  porcelain  bowl." 

"  No,"  said  Davey,  "  that  won't  do.  We  saw  him  later  than 
that,  and  then  you  remember  how  we  bid  against  him." 

Hullett  impatiently  trod  on  Davey's  toe. 

"Quite  so,"  said  he  hastily.  "We  did  bid — we  bid  your 
uncle  not  agitate  himself  whilst  unwell.  Sir  Thomas  is  fond 
of  good  stories.  He  was  with  the  vicar,  and  was  drawing  him 
out.     We  intervened  and  bade  him  desist." 

"  Is  there  no  other  i^lace  where  we  may  look  ?  "  asked  the 
captain. 

"  There  is  an  attic  chamber,"  answered  Georgie,  "  of  which 
my  uncle  kept  the  key,  and  into  which  he  suffered  no  one  to 
enter." 

"It  is  unquestionably  there!"  broke  from  Davey,  with 
revived  hope,  and  his  face  flushing  redder. 

"  I  hope,  for  our  dear  young  lady's  sake,  that  it  is  so," 
responded  Hullett.  "  You  cjuite  understand,  Miss  Georgie,  we 
will  spare  ourselves  no  exertion  in  our  endeavours  to  relieve 
you  from  difficulties.  As  my  comrade  Davey  says  —  an 
administration  would  be  a  great  annoyance.  It  would  require 
the  taking  of  a  most  exact  inventory,  and  of  the  appointment, 
should  there  be  no  relative,  of  an  administrator,  nominated  by 
the  court." 

"  Look  where  you  will,"  said  the  girl.  "  Here  is  the  attic- 
chamber  key." 

The  three  mounted  to  the  topmost  landing,  whereon  opened 
the  servants'  bedrooms.  But  one  door  had  a  peculiar  lock, 
to  which  fitted  a  key  of  remarkable  wards. 

The  two  men  became  visibly  excited  and  flurried,  so  that 
the  hand  of  Hullett  shook,  and  he  blundered  with  the  key  and 
could  not  insert  it  in  the  lock. 

"Allow  me,"  said  Davey,  taking  the  key  from  his  colleague, 
and  himself  fumbled  with  it  as  ineffectually. 
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"  It  is  hampered,"  said  HuUett. 

"  It  is  the  wrong  key,"  protested  Davey. 

"  We  must  break  the  door  down,"  said  the  former. 

"  Let  me  just  essay  the  lock,"  said  Georgie  quietly.  "  See, 
there  is  something  in  the  tube." 

She  cleared  the  key,  and  without  difficulty  opened  the 
door. 

A  strange  sight  was  revealed. 

The  attic  room  was  not  large,  but  it  was  crowded  with 
articles  of  furniture,  an  inlaid  bureau,  a  chest  of  drawers,  and 
tables.  On  these  stood  massive  silver  candlesticks,  teapots, 
salvers,  urns,  forks  and  spoons  and  ladles  of  silver,  in  extra- 
ordinary profusion.  One  or  two  cases  that  were  opened 
disclosed  jewels.  Against  the  walls  hung  oil  paintings, 
probably  by  masters,  and  of  value.  But  all  was  buried 
thick  in  dust,  and  folds  of  cobwebs  hung  in  curtains  every- 
where. 

Regardless  of  the  plate,  HuUett  and  Davey  drew  out  the 
drawers  of  the  bureau,  chest,  and  tables.  Within  were  old 
garments  of  moth-eaten  velvet,  rich  lace  and  embroidery,  and 
many  parchment  deeds.  The  two  men  fastened  on  these 
latter. 

" By  the  life  of  Pharaoh,"  said  Hullett,  "here  are  title-deeds 
— security  for  money  advanced  and  not  repaid.  Our  dear 
lamented  seems  to  have  done  business  in  lending  money  to 
gentlemen  and  even  nobles  in  the  retinue  of  His  Royal 
Highness.  I  suppose  some  have  never  redeemed — but  here 
are  accounts,  yet  no  will  and  no  revelations." 

"These  are  all  articles  taken  for  bad  debts  or  as  securities," 
said  Davey.  "  I  wonder  our  dear  deceased  had  not  realised 
long  ago." 

"My  good  Davey,"  said  Hullett,  "he  did  not  purpose 
spending  all  his  days  in  this  hole.  When  he  went  out  into 
life  again,  then  it  was  his  purpose  to  make  a  splash.  Miss 
Georgie,  if  you  are,  as  I  presume  you  are,  heir  to  all  this,  and 
have  a  good  man  of  business  to  help  you,  a  screw  can  be  put 
on  certain  great  folk  whom  I  will  not  name.  You  will  be  a 
wealthy  woman,  and  a  catch." 

"  Pshaw  ! "  said  Davey.     "  Don't  buoy  her  up  with  fantastic 
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illusions.  Much  of  this  plate  is  old  fashioned — these  jewels 
are  paste,  and  the  deeds  are  here,  simply  because  they  are 
valueless." 

"When  I  look  closer,  I  see  you  are  right,"  said  the  S(]uirc. 
"  Now  we  will  lock  up  again.  No  will  yet,  and  I  greatly  dread 
an  administration." 

Both  men  descended  from  the  attic,  whilst  Georgie  relocked 
the  door. 

On  reaching  the  landing  both  men  turned,  and  HuUett  said 
to  Georgie,  as  she  descended  to  them,  "  If  you  should 
chance  to  light  on  the  will  or  the  '  Revelations,'  you  will  not  fail 
to  communicate  with  us  iiiiniediately." 

"Send  a  boy  on  horseback.  I  will  give  him  a  shilling," 
added  Davey. 

"  I  suppose  we  must  wait  for  and  consult  Sir  Thomas,"  was 
Georgie's  answer. 

"Sir  Thomas!"  echoed  both  men,  presenting  their  faces, 
one  white  the  other  red,  full  on  her.      "  On  no  account." 

Then  added  Hullett,  in  a  confidential  tone,  "  My  most  dear 
young  lady,  do  not  trust  the  knight.  He  has  courtly  and 
ingenuous  manners,  but  they  varnish  a  treacherous  inside. 
Believe  me,  he  is  your  worst  enemy.  We,  on  the  other 
hand,  may  be  homespun  and  plain,  but  we  are  true." 

"  I  swear  it,  on  my  soul,"  exclaimed  Davey. 

"  We  have  not  found  the  will  yet,"  returned  Georgie. 
"There  is  time,  and  we  will  postpone  the  consideration  of  Sir 
Thomas's  character." 

The  men  turned  again  and  continued  their  descent. 

"Your  hats  and  sticks  arc  there,"  said  the  girl,  pointing  to 
the  marble  table  in  the  entrance  hall. 

The  visitors  took  the  hint,  at  least  ostensibly,  and  drew  on 
their  overcoats,  and  after  bows  and  protestations — 

"Allow  me!"  said  Hullett  to  the  captain,  "allow  me  to 
open  the  door  to  you.     Seniores  priores." 

He  held  the  valve  whilst  Davey  passed  through.  No  sooner, 
however,  was  his  comrade  outside  than  Hullett  hastily  shut  the 
door,  excluding  Davey,  and  fastening  it,  said,  "A  word  with 
you  in  private,  my  dear  Miss  Georgie  ;  one  word  with  you 
without  that  blazing  red  turkeycock  without.     I  will  not  detain 
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you  one  minute.  Ah  !  you  will,  will  you  ?  "  This  last  adjura- 
tion was  addressed  in  a  low  tone  to  the  captain,  whose  hand 
was  fumbling  at  the  door.  He  objected  to  be  left  outside,  and 
was  seeking  admission. 

Hullett  ran  the  bolt  into  the  catch,  then,  addressing  the  girl, 
"One  moment.     The  matter  is  grave — in  the  parlour." 

Without  speaking  Georgina  led  the  way  into  the  room 
indicated.  As  she  did  so  she  could  hear  Davey  turning  the 
handle  and  pressing  at  the  house-door  with  his  shoulder. 

Hullett  followed  into  the  parlour,  that  smelt  of  spirits  and 
saffron. 

"  One  word  only  !  "  He  stood  before  her,  his  broad  white 
face  exuding  moisture  at  every  pore,  folding  and  unfolding  his 
large  flabby  hands. 

"  My  cherished  young  lady,  I  am  not  really  as  old  as  I 
appear.  With  the  shadow  of  your  recent  bereavement  over 
you  I  should  not  have  thought  of  broaching  the  matter  that 
lies  at  my  heart,  till  a  more  suitable  occasion.  But  your 
circumstances,  the  difficulties  in  which  you  are  placed,  the 
designing  men  that  surround  you,  make  it  an  imperious 
necessity  for  me  to  speak  and  throw  the  aegis  of  my  protection 
over  you.  I  am  young  at  heart,  my  age  is  not  what  is  sup- 
posed. I  have  a  miniature  of  myself  at  Stannon  which  does 
more  justice  to  me  than— than  I  do  myself.  If  you  would 
allow,  I  will  show  it ;  I  will  do  more,  I  will  give  it  you.  Con- 
found that  fellow  !  tired  of  turning  the  door  handle,  he  has 
pulled  the  bell." 

"  Allow  me  "  Mr.  Hullett  stepped  into  the  passage,  and 
as  the  housekeeper  emerged  from  the  back  premises,  "  It 
is  a  mistake,  Rebecca,"  said  he  airily ;  "  I  accidentally 
touched  the  wire  with  my  cane.  Return  to  the  kitchen,  my 
good  Rebecca,  and  here  is  a  shilling  for  your  unnecessary 
trouble." 

Then  he  stepped  back  into  the  parlour. 

"  I  must  be  speedy,"  he  said ;  "  that  human  poppy  Davey  is 
intolerable.  Nothing  but  a  dominating  sense  of  duty  and  an 
over-flowing  compassion  would  make  me  speak  at  such  a  time 
as  this.  Confound  that  fellow  !  He  has  come  round  and  is 
at  the  mndow  peeping  in.     I   will   stand   out  of  his  range 
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behind  the  curtains.  Will  you  obhge  me,  dearest  Miss 
Georgie,  by  looking  unconcerned,  as  though  you  were  not 
being  proposed  to.  If  you  could  apply  your  kerchief  to  your 
eyes,  the  action  would  be  appropriate,  expressive  of  sorrow, 
and  he  might  not  think  I  was  in  the  room.  Miss  Georgie, 
though  I  wage  a  struggle  with  myself,  speak  I  must.  I  offer 
you  my  hand  and  my  place,  Stannon.  The  mansion  is  not 
yet  built,  but  the  lodges  have  been  erected,  and  a  stable. 
The  house  shall  be  constructed  to  your  taste,  in  the  villa,  or 
chateau  orne,  or  the  pagoda  style.  Say  the  word.  It  need  not 
be  divulged.  I  shall  thus  be  by  you,  and  with  increased  zeal 
shall  strive  to  obtain  for  you  all  that  you  claim,  and  relieve  you 
from  all  annoyances." 

"  Mr.  HuUett,  I  am  obliged,  but  it  is  impossible." 

"What  is  impossible?" 

"  That  I  can  think  of  such  an  alliance.  It  is  very  good 
of  you  " — 

"  Curse  that  meddlesome  creature ! "  exclaimed  Hullett. 
"  Davey  has  gone  round  to  the  rear,  and  is  come  in  by  the 
back  door." 

He  darted  from  the  parlour  into  the  hall  just  as  the  captain 
issued  from  the  kitchen. 

"  Hallo,  Hullelt !  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  asked  the 
red-faced  gentleman. 

"Meaning?  Nothing,"  answered  the  person  addressed. 
"The  end  of  my  cane  must  have  inadvertently  touched  the 
bolt  and  projected  it.  I  was  engaged  in  wrapping  the  muffler 
round  my  throat.     I  am  sorry." 

"Say  nothing.  I  came  round  by  the  back  because  the  bell 
was  not  answered.  Now  let  me  return  the  compliment  and 
see  you  out.      Minores  priores.^^ 

Mr.  Davey  undid  the  bolt  and  raised  the  latch.  Then 
he  stood  back  bowing,  and  signing  to  his  comrade  to  lead 
the  way. 

Hullett  could  not  now  in  decency  refuse.  Davey  saw  Hullett 
out  and  followed  him.  But  when  on  the  steps  he  halted,  put 
his  finger  to  his  lips,  "  Tsha  !  Psha  ! "  said  he.  "  I  have 
forgotten  my  gloves."  Then  he  stepped  back  into  the  lobby, 
shut  the  door  and  turned  the  key. 
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"  Now,  Miss  Georgie,"  said  he,  "  pasty-face  is  out  of  the 
way,  and  I  have  a  moment  in  which  to  speak  to  you  on 
matters  of  vital  importance.  May  I  have  a  word  with  you 
between  four  eyes  in  the  parlour  ?  " 

"Surely,  sir,  you  can  say  it  here." 

"  I  must  be  brief.  And  I  will  put  my  thumb  to  the  keyhole, 
lest  pasty-face  should  pry.  My  hair  is  white,  and  I  am  old.  I 
am  in  reality  older  than  I  look.  But  a  young  man's  slave 
would  be  an  old  man's  darling.  I  am  a  widower.  Mrs. 
Davey  number  one  had  a  very  happy  time  with  me.  If  she 
were  here  she  would  tell  you  so.  I  am  an  easy  man  to  get  on 
with.  I  adore  the  sex  and  submit  to  it.  I  have  taken  a  lease 
of  the  mining  rights  of  the  southern  half  of  Dartmoor,  and  this 
will  bring  in  an  enormous  fortune.  I  will  settle  everything 
upon  you.  Some  chits  think  it  well  to  marry  an  old  man,  as 
there  is  a  prospect  of  speedy  widowhood,  and  then  they  can 
choose  for  themselves.  I  must  be  quick — HuUett  is  poking  his 
scarf-pin  in  at  the  keyhole  to  clear  it.  I  have  several  disorders 
about  me  that  must  terminate  fatally,  and  then  you  will  be 
free.  Meantime  you  require  a  man  of  business  to  see  to  your 
affairs  and  to  stand  up  for  you  against  that  crafty  Sir  Thomas 
and  the  bland  HuUett.  Now  !  he  has  run  the  scarf-pin  into  the 
ball  of  my  thumb,  and  it  is  bleeding.  Stand  aside  out  of  the 
range  of  the  keyhole,  that  he  may  not  see  you.  Look  how  I 
bleed !  Hullett  has  mismanaged  his  own  affairs  at  Stannon, 
so  do  not  entrust  to  him  yours  at  Wellcombe.  If  I  offer 
myself" — 

"  It  is  to  ensure  a  refusal,"  interrupted  Georgie,  "  so  pray 
desist." 

"  But  I  do — I  will.  The  first  Mrs.  Davey  would  protest  to 
you,  were  she  here  " — 

"  That  she  objected  to  me  as  a  second  Mrs.  Davey.  And 
now,  allow  me  this  time  to  show  you  the  door.  You  have 
found  your  gloves  ?  " 

She  unlocked  and  threw  open  the  house  door. 

Ruefully  and  with  a  purple  face  Captain  Davey  walked  out 
and  ran  against  Squire  Hullett. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  I — a  thousand  times  beg  yours." 
8 
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"Well,"  said  HuUett,  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  "what 
success  ?  " 

"  Poor,  and  you  ?  " 

"  Poor  also.  I  will  tell  you  what,  old  man  ;  we  must  work 
together,  or  we  stumble  over  each  other." 


CHAPTER   XVII 
A  VILLAGE  MEMORIAL 

1~^HE  two  gentlemen  walked  in  silence  to  the  inn,  where 
Hullett  called  for  the  cob  to  be  put  into  his  gig.  But 
Davey  said,  "  I  shall  ride  home  by  and  by.  I  have  got  the 
dust  into  my  throat,  and  my  lungs  clogged  with  cobweb." 

"And  I  doubt  not  some  fibres  of  the  sack  given  you  to 
boot,"  threw  in  Hullett. 

"Ah,  you  may  be  pleasant,  but  you  faced  the  same  as 
myself !  " 

"  My  dear  fellow,  do  not  judge  others  by  yourself.  I  tarried 
behind  and  shut  you  out  because  I  wanted  to  sound  that  girl 
and  ascertain  whether  she  had  set  eyes  on  the  '  Revelations.'  I 
do  not  hold  that  she  has.  Had  she  found  or  read  them  she 
would  have  strutted  as  a  princess  and  have  been  very  high 
with  us." 

"I  don't  agree  with  you,"  said  Davey.  "I  hold  that  she 
has  seen  and  has  secured  them.  Was  not  the  despatch  box 
open  ?     Who  had  unlocked  it  ?  " 

"The  parson  may  have  done  that,  and  being  half  paralysed 
was  unable  to  close  the  letter  lock." 

"  But  the  outer  chest  was  locked." 

"  He  may  have  been  able  to  do  that — or  he  may  have  got 
someone  to  lock  it  for  him.  He  has  disposed  of  the  '  Revela- 
tions '  to  Sir  Thomas." 

"  He  cannot  have  done  so.  Vv'hen  was  it  possible  ?  He 
had  his  second  stroke  whilst  we  were  bidding  against  each 
other.  And  Sir  Thomas  started  for  London  immediately 
after." 
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"  It  is  altogether  perplexing.  I  do  not  know  what  to  think," 
said  Hullett,  musing. 

"  I  do,"  retorted  Davey.  "That  girl  has  them.  Why  did 
she  have  the  chest  moved  to  her  own  room,  unless  it  were 
because  it  contained  the  '  Revelations  '  ?  " 

"  She  may  have  known  of  the  bank-notes." 

"  She  had  the  key.  If  the  parson  had  left  the  despatch  box 
open,  what  was  to  prevent  her  seeing  both  the  notes  and  the 
'  Revelations,'  if  put  into  the  upper  tray  ?  She  did  not  relock, 
because  she  did  not  know  the  word." 

"This  is  serious,"  said  Hullett.  "  We  must  get  hold  of  the 
manuscript." 

"  I  will  go  into  the  tavern  and  clear  my  brain,"  said  Davey. 

Then  he  entered  the  inn. 

A  good  many  men  were  there — farmers  who  had  been  at 
the  funeral,  and  who  now,  when  smoking  and  drinking,  sat  in 
their  shirt-sleeves,  with  their  black  coats  folded  on  the  seat 
under  them,  or  else  on  the  window-ledge. 

A  slight  stir  ensued  when  Davey  entered,  and  those  nearest 
the  fire  made  room  for  him.  One  rose  from  the  arm-chair  and 
offered  him  the  seat. 

He  looked  about  him  and  nodded  to,  and  saluted  every  man 
present. 

"We  have  met  with  a  grievous  loss,"  said  the  church- 
warden, removing  the  pipe  from  his  mouth.  "There  is  not  a 
Dissenter  in  the  parish  as  does  not  lament  him.  No  bigotry 
in  him:  we  want  no  highfliers  in  his  room.  I  warrant  the 
bishop  never  had  a  moment's  trouble  wi'  he.  It's  men  o'  his 
stamp  as  we  want  in  the  Church,  and  no  highfliers.  There 
was  a  parson  of  a  different  kidney  here  once — but  there  !  he 
is  gone.  We  want  no  zealots.  If  there  is  to  be  zeal,  let  us 
have  it  in  the  proper  place,  the  chapel,  and  it's  them  as  has  zeal 
as  get  into  trouble  wi'  the  bishop ;  so  the  bishops,  who  wants 
all  peaceable,  they  don't  want  no  zealots  neither.  What  is  the 
Church  established  for  but  just  to  let  us  alone.  We  want  to 
be  let  alone,  we  do.     You  all  agree  wi'  me,  gentlemen  ?  " 

This  was  acquiesced  in  with  nods  and  grunts  of  approval. 

"  Down  with  the  highfliers  sez  I,"  quoth  the  church- 
warden, "and  I  drinks  to  the  coming  in  of  peace  and  goodwill 
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along  with  a  new  pass'n  as  ha'n't  got  no  zeal,  and  no  upsetting 
of  what  is." 

"  Ah  ! "  said  a  yeoman  named  Dunsford,  with  fleshy  lips 
and  liquorish  eye,  "  Bellamy  was  the  pass'n  afore  Thirkleby. 
You  mind  how  Betsy  Pomery  summonsed  me  about  that  child 
we  had,  but  it  was  arranged  amicably,  and  never  came  into 
court.  Wot  did  Pass'n  Bellamy  do  but  ketch  me  in  a  lane 
and  give  me  a  talk  about  it.  I  don't  want  to  have  no  pass'n 
here  corruptin'  of  our  morals  by  talkin'  of  our  little  slips." 

"  It's  what  they  call  interfering  with  the  sanctity  of  domestic 
life,"  said  Davey. 

"  And  see  how  different  was  Thirkleby.  I  were  summonsed 
again  by  Joan  Kellaway  about  her  brat,  and  I  had  to  pay  three 
shillin'  a  week  for  its  maintenance,  which  is  outrageous,  and 
eighteenpence  would  ha'  been  plenty.  But  Thirkleby  he 
never  said  a  word  to  me  about  it." 

Then  up  spake  Farmer  Smerdon  :  "  Look  here,  I've  got  fifty 
pound  invested  in  Methuselah  Chapel,  and  I  don't  want  to 
lose  my  interest.  So  I  do  hope  we  shan't  ha'  no  eloquent 
preacher  to  the  church.     'T would  be  a  pity." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Davey,  "why  should  you  not  draw  up  a 
memorial  as  from  the  parish  to  the  dean  and  chapter,  who 
hold  the  patronage?  This  is  a  poor  living,  so  they  may  none 
of  'em  care  for  it  themselves,  or  their  relations." 

"  That's  right,"  said  a  hind  named  Cleave.  "  Landlord 
Hamlin,  do  you  put  some  writing-paper  and  pens  on  the  table, 
and  let  us  get  a  writin'  drawed  up  from  the  inhabitants  of 
Wellcombe,  axin'  for  a  pass'n  to  be  sent  us  to  our  mind." 

The  landlord  produced  the  requisites,  and  having  cleared  a 
space  on  the  tap-house  board,  by  brushing  aside  the  pots  and 
glasses,  and  having  wiped  up  the  rings  of  moisture  they  had 
left,  "There  you  are,  masters,"  said  he.  "Which  of  you  can 
write  the  best  fist  ?  " 

"Smerdon  does  that,"  was  the  general  cry  —  "he  is 
overseer." 

"  I  ain't  partic'lar,"  said  the  man  selected.  "  How  shall  us 
begin  ?     To  the  Reverend  the  Dean  and  Chaps  under  him  ?  " 

"  Stay  ! "  exclaimed  Davey ;  "  the  proper  address  is — To 
the  Very  Reverend,  when  writing  to  a  dean." 
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"And  wliat  arc  the  chaps?     MiddHn'  Reverend?" 

"  ^Vhat  do  mean  by  the  chaps  ?  " 

"  Why,  tliem  as  makes  up  the  chapter." 

"This  will  never  do,"  said  Davey.  "Let  me  see."  He 
staggered  to  his  feet.  He  had  already  drunk  a  couple  of 
glasses  of  spirits.  He  took  up  his  position  over  Smerdon, 
leaning  his  knuckles  on  the  table,  and  flourishing  a  clay  pipe 
in  the  other  hand. 

"  That  will  do  so  far,"  said  he,  and  pointed  with  the  sealing- 
waxed  mouthpiece  of  his  pipe  to  the  paper.  "  '  To  the  Very 
Reverend,  the  Dean  of  Exeter,'  so  far  well — now  go  on,"  he 
hiccoughed,  "go  on,  'and  to  the  Reverend  the  Chapter' — so. 
Now  commence  another  line,  'The  humble' — you  have  left 
out  an  ^  ;  put  it  in.  Go  on.  '  The  humble  petition  of  the 
Churchwardens,  Overseers,  and  Parishioners  of  Wellcombe-in- 
the-Moor.'  That  is  right.  Now  a  fresh  line  and  a  capital 
letter." 

"  You  must  get  in  an  Imprimis  somewhere,"  said  the  hind. 
"  I've  seen  it  scores  of  times  in  all  sorts  of  dockiments.  I 
should  begin  wi'  that  if  I  wos  you,   Mr.  Smerdon." 

"  No,  no,"  protested  the  captain.  "  We  shall  reach  that 
presently.  Now  go  on,  sir — 'Seeing  that  we  have  been  de- 
prived by  death  of  our  lamented  minister,  the  Reverend 
Josiah  Thirkleby,  Master  of  Arts.'  That  is  as  it  should  be, 
I  think,  gentlemen  ? "  asked  Davey,  turning  his  red  face 
about. 

"  I  think  I  should  add  lafe  lamented,"  suggested  Dunsford. 

"  I  don't  hold  by  that,"  said  a  man  named  Eastley.  "  Late 
lamented  means  that  we  did  lament  him  when  he  was  alive, 
and  ceased  doing  so  as  soon  as  he  wor  dead." 

"I  can't  see  it,"  retorted  Dunsford.  "-Late  does  not  refer 
to  the  lamentation  but  to  the  minister,  the  Reverend  Josiah 
Thirkleby." 

"I  don't  hold  with  that  no  wise,"  said  Eastley.  "You  can't 
say  of  a  man  when  he  is  in  his  coffin  and  buried  six  foot 
underground  that  he  was  the  late  Josiah  Thirkleby.  That  is 
only  the  body  or  remains  of  Josiah  Thirkleby." 

"  Then  where  is  he,  if  he  is  not  in  his  grave  ?  " 

"  In  heaven,  I  suppose." 
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"  No,  that's  his  soul." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  the  soul  carries  away  with  it 
the  titles  of  Reverend  and  Master  of  Arts,  and  leaves  the  body 
without  any  ?  " 

"I  don't  quite  say  that." 

"Then  what  becomes  of  his  Master  of  Arts  and  title  of 
Reverend?     They  must  be  somewhere." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  hind  Cleave,  "  it  seems  to  me  that 
we  can  smooth  the  difference  thus  :  '  By  the  death  of  the  late 
Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby,  formerly  Master  of  Arts  and  our 
Vicar.'  That  involves  no  principle;  we  leave  it  an  open 
question  whether  the  body  or  the  soul  keeps  the  Master  of 
Arts,  etcetera." 

"  Well,  I'll  consent  to  that,"  said  Dunsford,  "  but  I'm  not 
convinced." 

"Nor  am  I,"  said  Eastley,  "but  I  will  waive  the  objection. 
I  don't  want  to  make  difficulties  unnecessarily." 

"  Now,"  said  Cleave,  "  you  can  put  in  Imprimis.''' 

"It  is  coming,"  replied  Davey.  "Go  on,  Mr.  Smerdon. 
'Formerly  Master  of  Arts  and  our  Vicar.'  Now  a  fresh 
paragraph.  'And  aware  that  the  presentation  to  the  cure  is 
in  your  hands,  we,  the  above-mentioned  '  " — 

"I  like  'the  above-mentioned,'"  said  Cleave;  "it  sounds 
wholesome." 

"  '  We,  the  above-mentioned  Parishioners '  " — 

"Is  it  not  throwing  a  slight  on  the  churchwardens  and 
overseers  not  mentioning  them  again  ?  "  asked  Richard  Furze. 
"  I  observe  t^hat  at  the  beginning  you  did  refer  to  them,  and 
now  you  pass  them  over  as  if  of  no  account." 

"No,"  said  the  hind,  "not  at  all.  They  are  included 
among  the  parishioners." 

"  Then  why  not  let  them  be  spoken  of  separately  as  at 
first  ?  "  asked  Furze.  "  I  do  not  want  to  be  captious,  but  let 
us  have  everything  in  order." 

" '  The  Churchwardens,  Overseers,  and  Parishioners,'  so 
shall  it  stand,"  said  Davey.  "  Go  on,  Mr.  Smerdon.  '  We, 
the  above-mentioned,'  etcetera,  as  agreed,  '  humbly  approach 
you  with  the  petition.'  " 

"Why  should  we  say  'humbly'?"  asked   Eastley.     "Let 
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us  say  '  respectfully.'  We  ain't  so  over-humble  here,  and  allow 
dean  and  chaps  to  ride  over  our  head." 

"  Proceed,  Mr.  Smerdon,"  said  Davey.  "  Write  on,  '  Wkh 
the  petition  that,  in  appointing  to  the  vacant  cure,  you  will 
consider  their  wishes,  which  are  ' — now.  Cleave,  for  your  /;//- 
primis,  that " — 

Davey  looked  round  for  a  suggestion. 

"  That,"  said  Dunsford,  "  in  matter  of  doctrine  he 
shouldn't  give  himself  darned  airs  as  if  he  was  going  to 
teach  us  ;  for,  I  reckon,  we  know  just  as  much  as  the  best 
parson." 

"  I  can't  put  in  '  darned  airs ' ;  the  expression  is  unparlia- 
mentary." 

"  We  don't  want  no  doctrine ;  Pass'n  Thirklcby  never  gave 
us  none,  and  we  won't  stand  none  from  his  successor." 

"  Will  this  do  ?  "  asked  the  captain,  "  '  Imprimis,  in  the 
matter  of  doctrine,  that  he  should  not  be  a  man  of  any 
definite  opinions  '  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Dunsford,  "  and  in  his  preaching  let  him  stick 
to  generalities  and  never  say  nothing  as  anybody  could  apply 
to  himself." 

"That  is  reasonable,"  said  Davey, '"and  in  his  preaching 
deal  with  generalities.' " 

"  Not  enough,"  exclaimed  Dunsford.  "  What  if  the  new 
man  hears  about  Joan  Kellaway,  and  ketches  me  in  a  lane 
between  high  hedges,  and  no  gate  near  ?  " 

"That  is  easily  dealt  with,"  said  Davey.  "We  have  but 
to  append  to  '  his  preaching  '  the  words  '  and  private  inter- 
course with  his  flock.'     Will  that  meet  your  views?  " 

"Middling,"  said  Dunsford.  "But  I'd  like  to  put  it 
stronger." 

"  Then,"  said  Smerdon,  looking  up  from  the  sheet  of  paper, 
"  we  don't  want  no  mean  beggar  here  as  can't  chuck  away 
no  money  among  us." 

"  No,  that  we  don't,"  agreed  all. 

"  And,"  threw  in  another,  "  us  don't  want  no  bigot  here  as 
shall  refuse  to  subscribe  to  the  maintenance  of  the  chapel 
Sunday  school." 

"There  be  two  chapels — one  out  to  Lower  Wcllcombe." 
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"  Then  let  him  subscribe  to  both." 

"  But,"  protested  Davey,  "  is  this  reasonable,  gentlemen  ? 
He  will  have  to  support  the  church  Sunday  school  entirely 
out  of  his  own  pocket,  as  I  do  not  suppose  he  will  get  any 
assistance  from  the  parish." 

"  There  ain't  no  church  Sunday  school.  Mr.  Thirkleby 
never  had  none,  but  gave  his  half-guinea  free  and  liberal  like 
to  both  chapels.  And  it  came  cheapest  so,  as  he  were  saved 
the  trouble  and  expense  of  having  one  of  his  own." 

"  That  is  reasonable  and  just,"  said  Davey.  "  It  commends 
itself  to  one  on  economical  grounds.  Now,  Smerdon, write 
this  :  '  The  parish  being  poor,  with  in  it  no  resident  gentry  '  " — 

"  Don't  want  none,"  was  thrown  in  from  all  sides. 

"  '  No  resident  gentry  in  it,  the  aforenamed  deem  it  expedient 
and  advisable  that  the  new  vicar  should  be  a  man  of  private 
means,  and  of  a  liberal  and  not  narrow  and  sectarian  spirit.' " 

"That's  fine,"  said  Richard  Furze.  "A  man  is  a  cursed 
sectarian  if  he  holds  to  what  he  believes  to  be  right,  and  ain't 
open-handed  and  free  to  the  other  side  and  give  in  to  them 
in  everything." 

"  Ah,"  said  Davey,  who  had  taken  another  glass  of  spirits, 
and  could  hardly  support  himself  upright,  "  Ah,  you  had  a 
rich  man  in  Thirkleby  !  " 

"  Rich  ! — bah  !  he  spent  a  little  money  just  at  first,  but  not 
a  doit  during  the  last  few  years." 

"That  was  not  because  he  was  short  of  money,"  said  Davey, 
wiping  his  mouth  on  Smerdon's  shoulder.  "  He  had  hun- 
dreds, thousand^,  in  bank-notes.  I've  seen  'em  to-day.  How 
many  hundreds  o'  thousands  I  can't  say,  and  jewels  and 
promissory  notes,  and  mortgages — all  goes  now  to  little 
missie." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  so  ?  " 

"  I  do.  Piles  of  silver  plate,  pictures  worth  thousands, 
altogether  enough  to  buy  up  all  the  land  in  Wellcombe." 

"  I  reckon,"  said  Cleave,  "  us  had  best  confine  ourselves 
just  now  to  this  here  'In  Memoriam,'  and  clap  in  another 
Imprimis." 

"  You  can't  do  it,  man,"  said  Davey.  "  It's  an  impossibility 
to  have  more  than  one  in  a  document  without  stultifying  our- 
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selves,  'rhen  we  will  wind  up — '  And  your  petitioners  will 
ever  pray,  etcetera.' " 

"  What  does  etcetera  mean  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  but  these  memorials  always  wind  up  with 
it.  Now  it  must  be  signed  by  the  churchwardens,  in  behalf 
of  the  parishioners." 

"  And  sealed,"  added  Cleave.  "  And  they  must  say, '  This  is 
my  true  act  and  deed.'  " 

"  Landlord  !  "  shouted  Smerdon,  "  give  us  a  candle  and  some 
sealing-wax." 

"  I  reckon,"  said  Furze  slowly,  "that  the  women  should  be 
in  it  too.  They're  more  religious  and  given  to  church  and 
chapel-goin'  than  the  men,  and  they  likes  to  be  considered  and 
consulted.  If  they  are  passed  over,  as  it  were,  they  might 
make  a  little  onplcasantness  at  home." 

"  That's  right,"  said  Davey.  "  Now,  Hamlin,  your  missus, 
if  you  please,  to  sign  here." 

"  I  ha'n't  exactly  got  a  missus,"  said  the  landlord. 

The  men  laughed. 

"  Call  her  housekeeper,"  suggested  Dunsford.  "Send  Polly 
here,  and  bid  her  bring  a  thimble  to  seal  with.  We'll  draw 
our  pipes  across  the  wax  to  signify  our  agreement." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  churchwarden,  "there  is  only  one 
thing  I  have  to  say — and  that  is,  I  don't  see  no  reprobation 
of  highflier  in  this  here  dockiment." 

"  Why,  it  is  all  agin  them,"  protested  several  voices, 

"  If  that's  the  case,  I  don't  mind  signing  in  behalf  of  you  all, 
and  this  here  is  my  seal." 

He  dropped  a  blotch  of  red  wax  on  the  paper  and  marked 
it  with  the  end  of  the  pipe  he  had  been  smoking.  "  'I'his  is 
my  true  act  and  deed." 

Then  rose  a  clamour.  "  Polly  !  Come  along,  Polly  !  "  It 
was  a  summons  to  the  housekeeper. 

A  bold-faced,  dark-eyed,  handsome  woman,  very  florid  in 
complexion,  neatly  dressed  in  cotton,  came  to  the  table. 

"  Come  along,  Polly  !  You're  to  sign  this  here  appeal  on 
behalf  of  the  womcnkind  of  Wellcombe,  the  female  parish- 
ioners." 

Smerdon  jumped  out    of   his   seat   to  make  room  for  the 
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woman,  and  in  so  doing  accidentally  struck  a  pot  of  ale  and 

sent  it  over,  flooding  the  table  and  drowning  the  memorial. 
"  Oh,  whatever  is  to  be  done  !  "  was  the  general  cry. 
"  We  must  begin  anew,"  said  Cleave.     "  Imprimis." 
"  Can't,"   sighed    Davey,  and   sunk   into   a   chair.     "  I   be 

terribly  overcome  by  my  feelings,  thinking  of  my  poor  friend 

Thirkleby." 


CHATTER    XVIII 
A  WOMAN'S  PRIVILEGE 

AN  old  moor  farmhouse  is  eminently  picturesque.  Usually 
it  looks  into  the  curtilage  that  is  surrounded  by  farm 
buildings.  It  is  built  entirely  of  granite,  the  walls  very  thick, 
and  the  stones  set  in  a  modicum  of  mortar.  On  the  one  side  is 
the  broad  mullioned  window  of  the  hall  or  chief  kitchen,  and 
in  the  middle  is  the  protruding  porch,  with  its  arched  doorway 
under  a  square  hood,  with  either  the  initials  of  the  owner  who 
built  the  house  or  the  date  at  which  it  was  built  inserted  in  the 
spandrels. 

The  type  having  been  fixed  in  Tudor  times  did  not  alter 
for  many  generations,  and  houses  of  precisely  the  same  char- 
acter were  erected  in  the  first  half  of  the  eighteenth  century. 

It  was  only  with  the  dawn  of  the  nineteenth  that  erections  of 
incomparable  ugliness,  but  happily  also  of  llimsiness,  which 
promise  speedy  decay,  have  risen  in  their  places.  That  abys- 
mal degradation  of  taste,  which  affected  the  upper  classes  a 
century  ago,  has  now  reached  the  farmer  and  the  tradesman, 
and  these  at  present  strive  to  rival  each  other  in  the  hideous- 
ness  of  the  dwellings  that  they  run  up. 

Furze,  that  either  gave  its  name  to  the  family  that  owned  it 
or  received  its  name  from  them,  was  one  of  the  venerable  and 
untouched  farmhouses  of  the  seventeenth  century.  Over  the 
granite  doorway  in  a  panel  was  cut  the  date,  1682,  and  in  the 
spandrels  were  S.F.,  the  initials  of  Samson  Fur/.e,  who  had 
built  the  house.  The  roof  was  of  thatch.  The  chimneys 
were  large,  granite  cut,  and  stepped  at  the  side  to  let  off  the 
water  that  drove  against  them  from  weeping  skies. 
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Richard  had  returned  from  the  funeral,  and  from  its  corol- 
lary the  public-house,  with  rosy  cheeks  and  a  watery  eye,  but 
with  all  his  wits  about  him. 

"The  pig-meat  is  smeUing  bad,"  said  the  yeoman. 

"  It  would  smell  worse  if  I  had  boiled  it  here,  and  not  in 
the  back  kitchen,"  returned  Mrs.  Furze.  "  But  I  don't 
mind  the  smell  coming  here  so  much  as  I  do  its  getting 
into  the  dairy,  and  giving  a  taste  to  the  butter.  And  it's 
not  that  only,  but  the  styes  are  against  the  wall,  and  it's 
terrible.  I  can  scarce  a-bear  it  myself;  it  comes  right  through 
into  the  dairy.  And,  Richard,  we  shall  lose  all  our  customers. 
There  have  been  complaints  about  it  already  in  Ashburton, 
and  at  Kendals'  they  took  Mounces'  butter  last  week,  and 
not  ours,  because  the  taste  was  unwholesome." 

"  You  should  have  a  new  dairy  on  the  other  side." 

"  That  is  what  I've  told  you  ever  since  we  were  married ; 
but  you  wouldn't  hearken  to  me." 

"I  have  no  money  to  spend  in  building." 

"  If  you  had  set  a  stone  for  every  pint  of  ale  you  have 
drunk  it  would  have  been  up  years  ago.  It's  a  crying  shame, 
and  I  don't  know  which  way  to  look  when  I  pass  Sarah 
Mounce — her  butter  driving  mine." 

"  Well,  the  Mounces,  so  they  say,  are  going  to  sell ;  Jabez 
has  a  fancy  to  retire  and  put  his  son  into  the  drapery  trade. 
He  has  a  relative  in  the  business." 

"  And  they  have  finer  meadows  than  we." 

"It  would  be  just  the  making  of  Furze  to  have  their 
meadows,  but  they  will  not  be  sold  apart  from  the  farm." 

"  My  word  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Furze.  "  If  only  we  had 
them  meadows,  what  a  dairy  us  should  possess  !  " 

"And  turn  out  a  terrible  lot  o'  butter  tastin'  o'  pig-stye," 
observed  Richard. 

His  wife  looked  sharply  at  him,  but  he  maintained  a  stolid 
countenance,  and  she  could  not  read  his  mind. 

"  Of  course  we  should  be  obliged  to  move  the  dairy,"  she  said. 

"And  have  one  double  the  size." 

"  So  I  reckon." 

"  But  that'll  cost  a  pot  o'  money.  I  believe  that  Dunsford 
is  a-thinking  of  buying  the  farm." 
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"  Dunsford !  his  missus  peacocking  it  on  the  Mounces' 
farm,  as  well  as  their  own.  A\'hy,  she  has  a  hot  hand  such  as 
never  can  make  butter." 

"  If  she  has  a  hot  hand,  he  is  a  warm  man." 

"Wi"  his  goings  on  he's  had  to  pay  ever  so  much,  and  all 
han't  come  out  neither,  but  been  hushed  up.  And  how  else 
can  you  hush  these  matters  but  by  pultin'  of  bank-notes  over 
folks'  mouths.  Mounces'  farm  would  be  thrown  away  on  such 
as  Betsy  Dunsford." 

"  It  is  of  no  use  our  thinking  of  it,"  said  Furze.  "  I  haven't 
the  ready  money  just  now,  nor  for  buildin'  of  fresh  pig-styes. 
By  the  way.  Sue,  I've  heard  a  rare  scrap  o'  news.  The  parson 
has  been  hoardin'  his  money,  hundreds  on  hundreds  of  pounds, 
all  in  bank-notes,  and  his  niece  has  come  in  for  it  all.  They 
do  say  she's  worth  some  tens  o'  thousands — more  than  would 
buy  Mounces'  farm  and  mine  as  well,  were  that  to  be  sold, 
which  it  is  not." 

"  What,  her  as  shot  our  Samson  ?  " 

"Susan,  you  know  very  well  she  did  it  by  an  accident.  It 
was  Samson's  fault ;  he  has  told  you  so  a  score  of  times.  You're 
for  ever  bringing  it  up,  and  he  sez,  sez  he,  '  Her  didn't  know  I 
was  there,  and  it  were  dark,  and  I,  not  seein'  her  pistol,  got  in 
the  way.' " 

"But  she  ill-wished  him." 

"  No,  she  did  not.  He  has  said  so  hisself.  Her  wouldn't 
do  it,  and  scat  the  figure  up." 

"  Well,  her  intended  to  do  it,  and  that  be  nigh  as  bad,  I 
reckon." 

"Only  because  he  bo.xed  her  ears,  and  she  flew  into  a 
fury." 

"  She  is  a  spiteful,  wicked  creature." 

"  But  cruel  rich." 

"  Much  good  will  her  riches  do  her." 

"  It's  my  belief  she'll  outbid  the  Dunsfords  for  the  Mounces' 
farm.  You  sec  there  is  terrible  little  land  goes  wi'  the  manor. 
And  to  have  the  house,  and  not  enough  ground  to  sneeze  on 
wi'out  being  unpleasant  to  the  neighbours,  is  poor  games — 
specially  if  you  hold  a  manor." 

"  I  never  saw  no  good  yet  as  a  manor  was." 
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"  Because  the  parson  set  no  store  on  his  rights.  But  if  his 
Georgie  marries  Bill  Smerdon  "— 

"  Marries  Bill  Smerdon  ?  "  echoed  Mrs.  Furze. 

"There  be  things  more  onlikely  than  that,  and  Bill  is  a 
likely  chap,  tall  and  straight  and  open-faced,  and  got  a  bit  o' 
edication." 

"  His  mother  is  that  there  Lizzie  as  was  my  Aunt  Susan's 
maid,  and  got  her,  when  old  and  total,  to  leave  all  her  money 
out  of  the  family  to  her." 

"  It  was  for  your  Aunt  Susan's  money  that  Thomas  Smerdon 
married  her.  It  is  a  look  to  a  high  shelf  for  Lizzie  Smerdon's 
son  to  think  of  securing  the  parson's  niece,  and  she  one  who, 
as  the  folks  say,  with  blood  royal  in  her." 

"As  to  her  blood  royal,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Furze  contemptu- 
ously, "  I  set  no  store  by  that !  " 

"  As  Samson  don't  take  her,  she  can  please  herself,"  said 
Richard  Furze.  "  It's  no  concern  of  ours — only  so  far,  that 
who  gets  the  manor  may  make  it  inconvenient  for  us." 

"Why  so?" 

"  Why,  because  Bill  Smerdon  may  come  shooting  over  my 
land." 

"  I'll  turn  the  dogs  on  him  if  he  does,  and  summons  him  as 
well" 

"  He  will  be  exercising  his  legal  rights  as  lord  of  the 
manor." 

"  O  Lord,  preserve  us  !  Lizzie  Smerdon's  brat  the  lord  of 
the  manor ! " 

"  The  holdei  of  the  manor  can  come  over  our  land  without 
trespass.  He  can  do  more,  he  can  open  a  mine  in  my  fields, 
and  they  do  tell  me  that  there  is  tin  in  Five  Acres.  The 
royalties  will  go  to  Bill  Smerdon — Lizzie's  brat." 

"  But  the  land  is  yours." 

"  Yes,  but  the  lord  of  the  manor  has  rights  to  game  above 
ground  and  to  minerals  under  ground." 

"  Is  that  what  lordship  means  ?  " 

Mrs.  Furze  fell  into  a  brown  study.  Presently  she  said,  "  I 
reckon  Lizzie  Smerdon  be  holdin'  of  her  head  terrible  high. 
If  I  live  I'll  bring  her  nose  down  a  bit.  It's  the  long-necked 
geese  as  sets  their  bills  into  the  worst  mud." 
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"She  will  have  a  just  cause  to  hold  up  her  head.  She,  as 
was  a  poor  servant-woman,  attending  on  your  aunt,  to  be 
mother  of  a  son  with  his  tens  of  thousands  of  pounds,  buying 
up  of  the  land  right  and  left,  and  with  a  daughter  as  has  the 
royal  blood  in  her." 

Mrs.  Furze  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

"  And  to  be  able  to  say  to  her  boy,  '  Bill !  go  and  shoot  and 
ferret  over  Furze  to-day,  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  to  bring 
out  old  Susie  and  get  a  lick  from  her  rough  tongue.'  " 

"  She  won't  dare  to  call  me  old  Susie." 

"Those  low-bred  creatures  are  the  most  stuck-up  of  all. 
She  was  into  Ashburton  last  market  day.  I  saw  her  flattening 
of  her  nose  agin'  Miss  Folly's  winder,  lookin'  at  a  turban  wi' 
feathers." 

"  A  turban  wi'  feathers  !  " 

"  You  see  as  mother-in-law  to  blood  royal  and  lady  of  the 
manor,  and  wi'  a  blazin'  big  dairy,  and  wi'  the  royalties  from 
the  mine  in  Five  Acres  " — 

"  Samson  shall  marry  Georgie,  if  only  to  spite  her,"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Furze,  and  swung  out  of  the  room,  to  stumble 
upstairs  to  where  Samson  lay,  and  there  and  then  to  insist  on 
his  doing  what  she  had  vowed  a  few  days  previously  that,  with 
her  consent,  he  never  should  do. 

But  it  is  the  privilege  allowed  to  women  to  change  their 
minds. 


CHAPTER   XIX 

A  CARD  UP  THE  SLEFA^E 

"  /'~^ROOK  your  arm,  old  man,  and  let  me  hang  on,"  said 

\_y  HuUett.  "  I  want  to  have  a  talk  with  you,  in  a  lively 
strain,  too,  and  to  the  purpose  I'll  sing  you  a  song." 

Davey  extended  his  broad  arm,  and  HuUett  put  his  hand 
tightly  within  it.  They  were  together  on  the  road  to  the 
lodges  from  Stannon. 

The  spot  chosen  by  Hullett  as  his  country  seat  was  not  ill 
selected,  considering  the  situation  and  the  altitude.  The 
moors  formed  a  half-moon  from  the  west  to  the  east,  and  in 
this  amphitheatre  rose  a  sparkling  brook  that  danced  down 
among  granite  boulders  till  it  reached  what  had  once  been  a 
lake  bottom,  and  then  it  lost  itself  in  bog. 

Hullett  had  begun  to  build  on  the  westernmost  horn  of  the 
moon,  near  an  immense  clatter  of  rocks,  in  which  fern  and 
whortleberry  grew  dense.  The  hills  rose  four  or  five  hundred 
feet  above  the  house,  but  that  house  stood  twelve  hundred 
and  fifty  feet  above  the  sea.  At  that  elevation  his  plantations 
were  not  likely  to  be  successful.  The  lookout  from  the  house, 
of  which  but  a  wing  had  been  built,  was  not  pleasing ;  it  com- 
manded a  great  shoulder  of  desolate  moor,  unbroken  even  by 
crags.  However,  such  sun  as  allowed  itself  to  play  over  the 
waste  was  caught  and  concentrated  in  this  basin  among  the 
hills. 

The  mistake  made  by  Hullett  had  been  double.  By  his 
choice  of  situation,  he  had  compelled  himself  to  make  a  drive 
of  a  mile  from  the  high  road,  and  he  was  forced  to  make 
this  drive   over   an  infirm  bottom    that  was    mostly   morass, 
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into  vhich  many  thousands  of  tons  of  granite  must  be 
poured  to  ensure  a  foundation. 

The  drive  was  in  part  made,  the  house  in  part  built,  the 
ground  in  part  cleared.  The  probabilities  of  completion  were 
remote.  Neither  timber,  nor  lime,  nor  slate  are  produced  on 
"  the  moor  " ;  all  have  to  be  drawn  at  great  cost,  with  infinite 
labour,  from  great  distances,  up  roads  of  the  slope  of  the  side 
of  a  roof.  Thus  the  cost  of  building  on  the  moor  is  double 
the  expense  elsewhere.  The  only  materials  provided  by  the 
country  are  stone  and  sand.  Ilullctt  found  that  the  little  he 
had  built  had  cost  him  a  prodigious  sum,  what  little  road 
he  had  laid  had  swallowed  up  money  as  though  it  had  been 
paved  with  guineas.  He  had  done  some  planting,  but  at  the 
altitude  of  Stannon  no  trees  would  grow.  He  had  laid 
out  some  flower-beds,  and  the  flowers  had  been  blown  out  of 
the  beds. 

"  Davey,"  said  he,  "  1  am  going  to  sing  you  a  little  trifle. 
Listen  and  digest." 

"You  are  in  a  playful  mood." 

"Kittenish  at  times,  captain." 

Then  he  struck  up — 

"  '  Genefer,  Genlle,  and  Rosemarie, 
Elderly  spinsters  of  high  degree, 
Encountered  a  snail  on  the  path  they  trod, 
Generically  designate  Gasleropod.' "' 

Then,  detaching  his  fingers  from  Davey's  arm,  he  executed 
certain  nimble  movements  with  his  feet  on  the  sanded  drive, 
as  he  sung — 

"'Getting  up  early,  and  down  too  soon. 
Taking  a  somersault  over  the  moon.'" 

As  he  ended  the  second  line  he  swung  round  and  came  in 
face  of  his  companion  by  a  twirl  on  his  toes,  and  with  a  snap 
of  his  fingers. 

"  I  shan't  make  this  evolution  again,"  said  Hullett,  "  you 
must  rest  satisfied  with  the  single  performance ;  but  you 
understand  it  pertains  to  the  chorus.  Carry  it  in  your  mind's 
eye." 
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"  I  will  do  so,"  said  the  captain. 

"Because,  you  know,"  proceeded  Hullett,  "it  takes  the  wind 
out  of  me  so  that  I  can't  articulate  my  words  or  give  resonance 
to  my  notes  as  I  should  like.  I  hope  you  observed  how  I 
gesticulated  with  my  legs.  That  is  not  indicative  of  senile 
debility,  is  it,  old  cock  ?  " 

"Have  you  been  drinking?"  asked  the  captain. 

"  Nothing  to  speak  of.     What  makes  you  suppose  it  ? " 

"  You  are  elevated  ?  " 

"  I  have  animal  spirits,"  replied  the  squire.  "  When  I  have 
an  idea  in  my  head,  I  am  so — I  could  tread  on  air." 

"I  take  it  this  is  seldom?" 

"  Not  often.     Now  I  will  continue — 

'  With  horns  erect  proceeded  the  snail, 
And  left  behind  him  a  gkitinous  trail. 
The  snail  began  to  ascend  the  wall, 
"The  loathly  monster  will  on  us  fall.'"' 

Then,  you  understand,  as  before — 

'Getting  up  early,  and  down  loo  soon.'" 

He  began  to  caper,  but  without  relinquishing  the  arm  of 
Davey. 

"  Yes — I  will  take  this  chorus  for  granted,"  said  the  latter. 
"  Do  not  distress  yourself  with  it." 

"  If  it  should  be  performed  with  great  dexterity  and  nimble- 
ness  of  the  feet,  whip  !  around  you  and  so  facing  you — the 
effect  is  delicious." 

"  I  can  believe  it." 

Then  Hullett  went  on — • 

"'They  clutched  at  brushes  and  broom  and  pan, 
But  their  innermost  depths  appealed  for  t)ian. 
For  what  can  fragile  woman  expect 
From  a  Gasteropod  with  its  horns  erect  ? ' " 

"  I  follow  you,"  said  Davey,  controlling  the  hand  of  Mr. 
Hullett.  "  You  need  not  dance  the  chorus ;  sing  it  without 
evolutions." 
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The  squire  went  on — 

"  '  Then  Rogers,  the  gardener,  swung  his  spade, 
He  smote  one  blow,  and  the  snail  was  dead. 
The  spinsters  fell  on  his  masculine  breast — 
With  grateful  tears  bedewed  his  vest. 
Getting  up  early'" — 

"  Quite  so — I  know  the  cliorus,"  interrupted  Davey. 

"'"Oh,  fold  us  in  thine  encircling  arm, 
Secure  from  gasteropodic  alarm  !  " 
'"Tis  an  oiiharras  de  ruhesse,''^  he  said. 
As  he  shook  the  spinsters  ofl"  him  and  fled.'" 

Mr.  Hullett  drew  a  long  breath.  He  forgot  about  getting 
up  early,  and  down  too  soon,  with  its  concomitant  pirouette, 
in  his  eagerness  to  say — 

"  Moral,  Davey,  moral !  you  see  it  ?  Clear  as  a  sunl)eam. 
She — I  mean  Georgie — must  drop  into  our  arms,  succumb  on 
our  breasts.  Woman  cannot  exist  without  man.  It  is  a  law 
of  nature,  social,  physiological,  and  psychological." 

"  Into  the  arms,  on  to  the  breast  of  which  is  she  to  precipi- 
tate herself,  Hullett  ?  " 

"  Into,  on  to  those  of  both.  Are  we  not  brothers  ?  Are 
we  not  united  in  the  same  resolve  at  all  costs  to  secure  the 
manuscript?  Look  here,  captain."  Hullett's  tone  and  manner 
suddenly  changed.  He  became  gloomy  and  his  face  assumed 
a  threatening  expression.  "All  my  life's  savings  have  been 
swallowed  up,  some  in  loans  to — you  know  whom  ;  the  rest 
has  been  fooled  away  in  attempt  to  create  a  park  and  mansion 
in  this  howling  wilderness,  which  I  was  duped  into  accepting 
in  payment  of  my  claims.  Nothing  will  now  satisfy  me  but 
the  giving  of  hot  coppers  into  the  palm  of  that  same  exalted 
personage.  That  can  be  done  in  one  way  only.  We  must 
secure  Thirkleby's  *  Revelations.'  He  knew  much.  He  was 
intimate.  He  was  trusted — not  willingly,  perhaps,  but  because 
this  august  personage  was  compelled  by  circumstances  to  rely 
on  him.    If  we  can  get  hold  of  those  '  Revelations,'  we  can  give 
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that  party  a  warm  time  and  force  him  to  refund  what  we  have 
lost." 

"And  I,"  said  Davey,  his  red  face  glowing  to  a  deeper 
crimson,  "  I  also  have  been  rooked  out  of  the  accumulations 
of  a  lifetime.  I  have  been  lured  to  this  desolation  and 
encouraged  to  spend  what  little  was  left,  that  I  might  be 
beggared  beyond  the  power  of  causing  annoyance.  But  I 
swear" — he  snapped  his  fingers.  "Let  us  get  this  manu- 
script, and  it  will  be  like  crackers  under  a  donkey's  tail." 

"  We  have  no  time  to  lose,"  said  Hullett.  "  Happily  Sir 
Thomas  is  away.  ^Vere  he  back,  he  would  compete  with  us 
for  the  possession  of  the  papers.  Do  you  know  why  he  has 
gone  to  town?  It  is  my  solemn  conviction  that  the  other 
day  he  had  reached  the  limit  of  the  sum  he  was  authorised  to 
offer,  and  he  has  gone  to  inquire  to  what  extent  he  may 
proceed.  It  is  my  belief  that  if  we  can  get  hold  of  the  papers 
of  Thirkleby,  which  doubtless  contain  evidence  relative  to  her 
origin,  we  could  employ  her  as  a  means  to  our  end." 

"  I  see,  I  swear  I  do,"  said  Davey  meditatively.  "  If  Sir 
Thomas  were  to  get  possession  of  Thirkleby's  papers,  we 
should  be  done  completely." 

"  Done  completely,"  repeated  the  squire.  "  But  get  them 
he  shall  not.  Just  consider  what  an  engine,  double-barrelled, 
we  shall  have  in  our  hands  if  we  can  not  only  get  the  '  Revela- 
tions '  into  our  possession,  but  also  the  papers  connected  with 

the  parentage  of  that  girl  Georgie.    By !  "  he  swore,  "  I  do 

not  care  what  I  do  to  forestall  Tyrwhitt.  Whether  Thirkleby 
has  hidden  the  papers,  or  whether  the  girl  has  found  and 
secured  them,  they  are  in  the  house,  and  ransacked  the 
house  must  be  from  top  to  bottom,  and  that  without  her 
standing  by  and  watching  our  every  move." 

"  She  will  not  let  us  in  again." 

"We  shall  enter  without  her  leave." 

"  How  will  you  contrive  to  do  that?  " 

"  That  is  the  card  I  hold  up  my  sleeve." 

"  Of  course  you  will  inform  me." 

"  My  good  friend,  I  would  tell,  show  you  everything,  but 
the  mischief  is  that  you  are  unable  to  keep  a  secret.  You  sit 
in  tlic  bar  with  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry  ;  they  have  no  need  to 
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pump  you,  for  you  of  your  own  free  will  turn  yourself  inside 
out  before  them.  On  the  day  of  the  funeral  you  blurted  out 
what  we  had  done  and  what  we  had  found." 

''  But  I  did  not  breathe  a  word  about  what  we  had  not 
found.     No  harm  was  done." 

"On  the  contrary,  mischief  was  done.  Have  you  not 
heard?  The  tidings  of  her  prodigious  wealth  have  been 
bruited  about,  and  that  fellow  Samson  Furze  has  already 
proposed  to  her,  and  is  an  accepted  lover." 

"  You  amble  ahead  too  fast  for  fact  to  keep  pace  with  you," 
said  Davey.  "  It  has  not  got  so  far  as  that.  His  mother, 
Susan  Furze,  is  neighing  with  pride  because  she  thinks  that  he 
is  certain  to  be  taken,  and  that  she  will  be  mother-in-law  of 
blood  royal,  and  of  the  manor  with  all  its  privileges." 

"  When  I  j)roduce  my  card,  Mrs.  Furze  will  change  her 
crow." 

"  What  card  is  that  ?  " 

"  Am  I  like  to  tell  you  ?  I  do  not  keep  wine  in  a  leaky 
bottle." 

"  But  we  are  united  for  a  common  object." 

"  That  is  true,  but  when  the  liquor  is  in  you  throw  out 
all  your  contents." 

"  I  also  have  a  card  up  my  sleeve." 

"  You  have  !  " 

"  Ay  !  a  trump,"  retorted  Davey. 

"Well,  I  will  show  you  my  card,"  said  Hullctt.  "I  am  a 
magistrate.  It  is  my  duty  to  act  in  this  matter.  That  girl  is 
in  possession  without  having  established  any  legal  right.  I 
shall  demand  proof  that  she  is  entitled  to  the  succession,  both 
to  the  manor  and  to  the  savings  of  the  vicar.  If  she  cannot 
show  it,  then,  in  the  name  of  the  Crown,  I  shall  make  her 
walk  out." 

"  I  have  a  better  card  than  that.     Mine  is  a  trump." 

"  What  is  that,  Davey  ?  " 

"  A  bond-fide  heir  to  the  parson." 

Mr.  Hullett  stood  still,  and  his  flabby  white  cheeks  fell. 
"  \'ou  don't  mean  to  say  so  ! " 

"  I  have  some  very  distant  connections  in  Yorkshire,  of  the 
name  of  Thirkleby.     I   alluded   to   the    matter   once  to   the 
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Reverend  Josiah,  but  he  put  it  aside,  as  though  the  subject 
did  not  concern  him  or  because  he  did  not  reUsh  it.  I  have 
written  to  the  north,  and,  as  Josiah  is  an  uncommon  name, 
expect  easily  to  ascertain  all  about  him,  and  produce  an  heir- 
at-law." 

Hullett  was  disconcerted,  and  looked  it. 

"  Captain  !  "  said  he,  "  keep  your  card  well  up  your  sleeve 
till  the  moment  comes  for  producing  it,  and  till  I  have  played 
mine." 

"  I  shall  use  it  the  moment  I  see  fit  to  lay  it  on  the  table." 


CHAPTER    XX 

"JAN'S  COURTSHIP" 

HULLETT  accompanied  Davey  to  his  lodge  gates  and 
tarried  there  to  watch  his  departure,  and  to  make  sure 
that  the  missing  captain  took  the  way  to  Swincombe,  where  he 
lived,  and  not  to  Wellcombe. 

Satisfied  on  this  point,  he  returned  hastily  to  the  fragment 
of  Stannon  House,  had  his  horse  saddled,  and  rode  as  fast  as 
the  beast  could  carry  him  in  the  direction  of  Wellcombe. 

As  he  descended  the  spur  of  the  great  ridge  of  Rowdon, 
over  which  ran  the  road,  he  caught  up  Samson  P'urze,  who  was 
walking. 

Samson  wore  fawn-coloured  small  clothes,  a  white  waistcoat, 
a  bottle-green  coat  with  imitation  smoked  pearl  buttons,  and 
about  his  throat  was  folded  a  blue  neckcloth  from  which 
protruded  the  head  of  a  large  pin. 

"  Bless  my  soul !  "  exclaimed  Hullett,  drawing  rein.  "  What 
is  the  meaning  of  this.  Furze  ?  " 

The  young  man  reared  himself,  with  a  look  of  self-satisfaction 
dashed  with  ill-humour. 

"  It  is  my  mother's  doing,"  he  said. 

"  But  in  the  name  of  wonder,  why  ?  " 

"Sir,  we  have  our  reasons,  which  are  not  for  all  the  world." 

"  Sam,  you  invite  questions,  got  up  in  that  provocative 
fashion.  Who  will  pass  you  by  and  not  lift  his  eyebrows  and 
gape  ?  We  know  very  well  that  when  birds  put  on  their  best 
plumage,  it  is  because  they  are  mating.  And  it  is  hardly 
other  with  human  beings.  They  are  not  love-making  when 
moulting." 

l?.6 
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"  Well,  sir,  I  do  not  deny  that  there  may  be  an  occasion  for 
this." 

"  You  are  not  on  your  way  to  your  marriage  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  that,  squire." 

"  Then  it  is  the  next  or  the  preceding  act  to  that.  You  are 
about  to  propose." 

"You  are  not  terrible  far  off,"  said  the  young  man, 
colouring. 

HuUett  swung  himself  off  his  horse,  and,  leading  him  by  the 
rein,  stepped  along  beside  the  youth,  and  sang  out — 

"  '  A-courtin'  Jan  goes  in  his  holiday  clothes, 
All  trim,  nothing  ragged  and  torn  ; 
From  his  hat  to  his  hose,  wi'  a  sweet  yeller  rose, 
He  looks  like  a  gentleman  born. 
Yes,  he  does  !  man,  he  does  ! 
He  looks  like  a  gentleman  born. ' " 

"  Be  you  mocking  me  ?  "  asked  Samson,  becoming  very  red, 
and  clutching  his  stick. 

"  Mocking  !  Not  a  bit.  Wishing  you  joy.  Only  I  would 
it  were  I.  I  bear  you  no  grudge.  To  be  candid,  I  tried  my 
luck  in  the  same  quarter  and  failed.     Go  in  and  succeed." 

"  You,  sir  !     You  proposed  to  Miss  Georgie  !  " 

"  I  did.  But  she  would  have  none  of  me — thought  me  too 
old.  But  I  am  not  so  old  as  she  supposes.  You  should  see 
my  miniature.  Competent  authorities  assure  me  that  it  does 
not  flatter.     However,  I  have  fallen  through." 

"  I  do  not  leckon  that  I  have  much  chance,"  said  Samson, 
losing  his  reserve.  "  As  you  have  told  me  this,  I  don't  mind 
letting  you  know  that  I  have  also  been  refused.  That  was 
only  a  little  while  ago.  But  nothing  venture  nothing  have ; 
and  mother  insists." 

"  You  have  a  prodigious  advantage  on  your  side.  She  sent 
a  slug  -into  your  carcass,  careering  about  your  ribs,  and  your 
life  was  saved  by  a  miracle.  That  will  tell  in  your  favour. 
She  must  have  endured  qualms  over  that  slug." 

Samson  shook  his  head. 

"  When  she  had  shot  me,"  said  he  sullenly,  "she  rode  away 
and  never  concerned  herself  one  mite  and  crumb  about  me, 
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whether  I  were  alive  or  dead.  And  whilst  I  have  been  lyin' 
sick  and  niendin',  her's  never  so  much  as  once  sent  up  to 
Furze  to  inquire  how  1  were  gettin'  along." 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  Hullett,  "  that  proves  nothing. 
Remember,  her  uncle  died  almost  immediately,  and  the  house 
has  been  in  confusion  ever  since.  Besides,  she  is  deucedly 
proud — too  proud  to  send  and  let  you  suspect  how  concerned 
she  was.  But  she  made  daily  inquiries  through  Alse  Cirylls, 
Rebecca,  and  Moses." 

"  You  think  so  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

A  young  man  passed,  and  looked  open-eyed  at  Sam. 
Hullett  began  "Jan's  Courtship,"  and  the  youth  laughed  and 
his  eye  twinkled. 

"  For  sure  you  are  mocking  me,"  said  Sam. 

"  I  am  doing  my  uttermost  to  encourage  you,"  answered 
the  squire.  "  Soldiers  always  go  into  an  engagement  to  the 
strains  of  music." 

"  If  I  fail  this  time,"  said  Furze,  "  I  will  not  show  my  face 
again  in  W'cllcombe.  Mother  has  been  makin'  brag  all  over 
the  place  what  she  will  do  when  we  get  Miss  Georgie's  money. 
She  will  buy  out  the  Mounces,  and  send  me  shooting  over  all 
the  farms,  and  try  for  mines  in  Dunsford's  meadows.  It  is 
mother's  doing  that  I  be  dressed  up  like  this.  Her  thinks  it 
is  the  right  thing.  There  bain't  a  dozen  folk  in  Wellcombe  as 
are  not  aware  1  be  goin'  courtin'  to-day.  Mother  have  been 
blowing  the  trumpet  so."  He  paused,  slackened  pace,  and 
said,  "  Look  yonder.  There  are  a  number  of  our  fellows 
outside  the  public-house  waiting  to  give  me  a  cheer  and  to 
take  a  glass  with  me  for  encouragement." 

"  They  should  reserve  their  cheer  till  you  return  triumphant. 
But  a  glass  would  not  be  amiss." 

"  Unless  I  come  back  accepted,  I  shall  not  come  back  at 
all.  I  have  cash  in  my  pocket,  and  I  shall  enlist.  I  won't  be 
jeered  by  the  men  and  pitied  by  the  women  and  pointed  at 
by  all." 

"  I  will  do  something  for  you,"  said  Hullett.  "  I  will  precede 
you,  and  see  how  the  coast  lies.  I  have  a  bit  of  business  to 
transact  with  iMiss  Georgie,  now." 
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The  young  man  hesitated. 

"  You  will  not  try  to  cut  me  out  ?  " 

"On  the  word  of  a  gentleman,  no." 

"  Well,'"'  said  Samson,  "  I  do  feel  my  courage  run  out  at  my 
toes.  I  should  like  a  glass  with  my  mates  afore  I  risk  what 
may  turn  my  life  one  way  or  another." 

Hullett  remounted  his  horse,  touched  the  flanks  with  his 
heels,  and  left  young  Furze  behind. 

He  alighted  at  the  Manor  House,  hitched  up  his  horse  at 
the  gate,  and  rang  at  the  bell. 

Rebecca  opened,  but  stood  reluctant  to  admit  him. 

"  I  doubt  if  the  young  mistress  will  see  you,"  she  said. 

"  Go  and  tell  her  it  is  on  business  of  extraordinary  im- 
portance to  her.     I  will  wait  in  the  dining-room." 

He  thrust  himself  into  the  lobby  and  laid  his  hand  on  the 
door  of  the  room  he  purposed  to  invade. 

At  the  same  moment  Georgina  appeared.  She  looked 
coldly  at  him,  and  said,  "  I  receive  no  visitors.  I  told 
Rebecca  to  deny  me." 

"  I  can  take  no  denial,"  replied  Hullett.  "  If  refused 
admission  as  a  visitor  I  demand  it  as  a  magistrate." 

"What  do  you  want?" 

"  A  word  with  you  alone." 

"Well,  then,  go  in  yonder.  I  will  grant  you  five  minutes, 
no  more.     Let  this  be  your  last  intrusion." 

"  It  may  be,  miss,"  said  Hullett,  "  that  your  claws  will  be 
clipped,  and  your  power  to  deny  me  admission  taken  from 
you.  But  you  mistake  me  in  treating  me  as  a  vulgar  intruder. 
I  come  as  a  friend." 

"  In  the  masquerade  of  a  friend.  Friendship  is  not  soUcited 
when  thrust  on  one." 

"  What  I  have  to  say,  let  it  be  behind  a  shut  door,"  said  the 
squire. 

"  Very  well."  Georgie  shut  the  valve  and  stood  against  it, 
holding  the  handle.     "Say  shortly  what  you  have  a  mind  to." 

"  Miss  Georgie,  you  misunderstand  me,  or  you  would 
entreat  me  differently.  There  is  a  certain  person  coming 
presently,  dressed  like  a  popinjay,  whom  maybe  you  are  expect- 
ing, and  on  that  account  resent  my  presence." 
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"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"Samson  Furze  in  his  Sunday-go-best  looks  like  a  gentleman 
born  coming  a-courting.  He  is  taking  a  preliminary  glass  at 
the  inn  to  inspire  Dutch  courage." 

"  You  are  insolent.  I  will  hear  no  more."  She  made  a 
movement  to  leave. 

"Hear  me!"  said  Hullelt  imperiously.  "It  is  a  fact  that 
this  fellow  is  on  his  way  hither  with  the  object  in  view  that  I 
have  indicated.  That  is  nought  to  me.  You  are  menaced 
with  a  serious  danger.  You  have  remained  in  this  house,  you 
have  entered  into  possession  of  your  uncle's  hoard,  as  though 
all  were  your  own.  So  far  you  have  produced  no  evidence 
that  you  have  a  right  to  house  or  manor,  or  to  any  of  the  plate 
and  bank-notes  upstairs.  What  I  desire  to  inform  you  is  this. 
Mr.  Davey  —  or  Captain  Davey,  as  they  call  him — has  got 
relatives  of  the  name  of  Thirkleby  in  Yorkshire,  and  these 
kinsmen  claim  to  belong  to  your  uncle's  stock.  They  are 
about  to  assert  their  rights,  through  Davey,  to  the  entire 
inheritance,  to  house  and  land,  to  every  stick  of  furniture, 
shred  of  paper,  and  hoarded  pound.  He  who  considers  him- 
self to  be  the  heir  is  on  his  way  from  Yorkshire,  and  may 
arrive  any  day.  He  will  take  possession  of  everything  except 
your  own  personal  property.  You  will,  I  trust,  give  me  credit 
for  good  feeling  and  kindly  intent  in  that  I  come  to  forewarn 
you,  so  that  this  may  not  explode  over  your  head  unawares. 
How  will  you  meet  this  claim  ?" 

He  paused.  The  girl  let  her  hands  fall,  and  stood  pale, 
with  the  colour  dying  even  out  of  her  lips. 

"  I  am  your  sincere  friend,"  pursued  Hullelt ;  "  I  am  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  will  stand  by  you  if  you  have  any 
legal  ground  on  which  to  i)!ant  your  two  little  feet.  Has  a 
will  turned  up  ?  " 

Georgina  shook  her  head. 

"  I  feared  not.  A  will  might  have  made  you  secure.  If  no 
will  has  been  discovered,  then  you  must  establish  your  relation- 
ship to  your  deceased  uncle  by  documentary  evidence.  I 
know  well  that  he  disi)ul(d  that  you  were  other  than  his  ward. 
That  night  when  I  dined  here,  he  even  dashed  a  glass  of  port 
wine  in  my  face  because  I  suggested  that  you  were  his  niece. 
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There  may  be  a  mystery  or  there  may  not.  It  is  no  concern 
of  mine.  Can  you  furnish  me  with  proof  as  to  who  you  are, 
and  that  you  are,  legitimately,  his  nearest  of  kin  ?  " 

Georgie  shook  her  head. 

"  I  feared  as  much,"  said  HuUett  to  himself.  "She  has  not 
found  the  manuscript  or  she  would  have  known  all." 

"I  have  reason  to  surmise,"  pursued  he  aloud,  "that  the 
requisite  information  is  in  writing  somewhere  in  your  uncle's 
hand,  and  with  a  number  of  letters  and  other  documents  such 
as  will  indisputably  establish  your  relationship.  If  you  have 
not  found  the  manuscript,  which  bears  the  title  '  Revelations 
OF  A  Man  about  Court,'  then  let  me  urge  you,  in  your  own 
interest,  to  leave  no  corner  unsearched,  and  directly  it  turns 
up  to  communicate  with  me.  On  no  account  ask  Davey,  who 
is  interested  on  behalf  of  his  relative.  On  my  disinterested 
friendship  and  integrity  you  may  rely.  Will  you  trust 
me  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  steadfasdy,  and  answered  "  No  ! " 

"  No  !     Whom,  then,  will  you  trust  ?  " 

"  No  man  at  all.  I  have  not  yet  encountered  a  man  whom 
I  can  confide  in.  All  I  have  come  across  are  self-seeking, 
disingenuous,  unscrupulous,  all — with  the  possible  exception 
of  Sir  Thomas." 

"  You  say  that  because  you  know  so  little  of  him,"  threw  in 
HuUett  bitterly. 

"It  may  be  so,"  she  answered  icily.  "Our  interview  is 
concluded,  whether  I  find  the  papers  or  whether  I  have  found 
them — in  no  case  shall  they  be  submitted  to  you." 

She  stood  aside  to  let  him  pass  out. 

He  turned,  white  and  angry,  and  said  spitefully,  "  You  will 
confide,  I  suppose,  in  that  jackdaw  in  peacock's  plumage  who 
is  coming  to  make  a  leg  to  you  and  ask  the  honour  of  your 
hand?" 

She  did  not  answer,  but  shut  the  house  door  on  him,  and 
barred  it. 

HuUett  unhitched  his  horse,  and  a  few  yards  down  the  road 
lit  on  Samson. 

"  She  is  in  the  devil  of  a  temper,"  he  said. 

Samson  went  forward  in  doubtful  mood ;  HuUett  looked  on. 
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He  saw  the  young  fellows  from  the  inn  following,  creeping  up 
behind  hedges,  eager  to  learn  the  result  of  the  wooing. 

The  young  man  knocked. 

There  was  no  rej)ly. 

He  knocked  again. 

Then  an  upper  window  opened,  Georgie's  head  appeared, 
and  looking  down  she  said,  "  Not  at  home  to  you  or  to  any 
man  !  "  and  shut  the  window  again. 

When  Samson  was  seen  to  turn  and  walk  away  in  confusion, 
from  behind  the  hedges  rose  rude  voices. 

"  If  ihis  be  the  way  for  to  get  me  a  wife 
I  reckon  I'll  never  have  none, 
I'd  rather  live  single  the  whole  of  my  life. 
And  home  to  my  mammy  I'll  run. 
Yes,    I   will  !  man,   I  will  ! 
Zure  I  will  ! 
And  home  to  my  mammy  I'll  run  ! " 

That  night  the  king's  shilling  was  taken  in  Ashburlon. 
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ALLSPICE 

WHEN  Georgina  was  satisfied  that  the  coast  was  clear, 
she  left  the  house  that  she  might  seek  counsel  of 
the  sole  person  in  whom  she  could  confide,  the  old  woman 
Grylls.  There  was  not  an  individual  of  her  own  station  in 
life  with  whom  she  was  acquainted  on  whom  she  could  rely. 
She  felt,  perhaps,  less  repugnance  towards  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt  than  towards  any  other  man  she  knew,  but  it  was 
precisely  against  him  that  her  uncle  had  warned  her,  as  one 
from  whom  she  must  keep  back  the  manuscript ;  consequently, 
even  if  he  had  been  in  the  neighbourhood,  she  would  not  have 
been  disposed  to  consult  him. 

Granny  Grylls  was  an  ignorant  woman,  whose  range  of 
ideas  was  limited  by  the  hills  that  girt  in  Wellcombe,  whose 
notions  of  the  world  beyond  were  nebulous.  Yet  she  was 
honest,  she  was  attached  to  the  girl,  and  she  possessed  much 
shrewdness. 

Georgina  was  alarmed  at  the  menace  of  a  true  heir  coming 
to  the  place  to  lay  his  hand  on  everything,  as  that  would 
necessarily  entail  her  expulsion  from  the  Manor  House,  and 
driven  out  of  that  she  would  be  homeless  and  without  means. 
Whither  could  she  go  ?     What  should  she  do  ? 

She  walked  so  fast  as  almost  to  run,  and  turning  a  corner 
in  the  lane,  all  but  plunged  into  the  arms  of  Captain  Davey. 

"  Eh?"  exclaimed  he.  "An  agreeable  surprise.  Some  men 
go  to  seek  their  fortune,  to  others  fortune  falls  into  their  arms." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Georgina,  drawing  back  and 
colouring  with  vexation. 
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"  My  dear  young  lady,  I  was  on  my  way  to  call  on  you." 

**  And  I,  sir,  was  leaving  my  house  lo  escape  vexatious 
visitors." 

"  But  some  may  be  necessary  though  vexatious ;  to  be 
taken  as  pills.  Consider  me  as  that,  1  am  content.  I  have 
a  fatherly  interest  in  you.  Look  at  my  white  hair," — he  raised 
his  hat, — "  observe  my  florid  complexion.  It  is  unhealthy. 
I  am  made  up  of  a  bundle  of  mortal  complaints  all  tearing 
at  me,  and  only  suffered  to  live  because  they  are  pulling  in 
different  directions,  and  none  has  as  yet  got  the  upper 
hand." 

"  Really,  sir,  you  must  allow  me  to  pass.  I  am  on  my  way 
to  Granny  Grylls." 

"  Then  permit  me  to  attend  you.  No,  I  will  not  be  shaken 
off,  I  will  not  be  repelled,  even  by  an  iceberg.  I  am  a  dis- 
interested and  generous  man,  and  I  have  come  to  have  a 
few  words  with  you  solely  for  your  own  sake.  I  am  one  of 
those  inconsiderate  men  who  put  their  hands  into  their 
pockets  and  give  a  guinea  as  readily  as  a  shilling.  That 
is  what  has  brought  me  to  straits  here.  I  have  advanced 
a  large  sum  of  money  without  thinking" — 

"Then  surely,  sir,  you  need  not  rack  my  brains  over  the 
consideration  of  your  indiscretion." 

"  I  was  going  to  say — to  explain — how  unselfish  and  how 
ready  I  am  to  help.  My  heart  swells  to  relieve  the  poor  and 
the  fatherless.     When  I  see  an  orphan  before  me  " — 

"  You  attempt  to  block  her  way,  and  worry  her  with  a 
detail  of  your  merits  and  your  follies." 

"  Now  do  not,  young  lady,  do  not !  I  seek  your  happiness 
only.  I  have  left  my  work,  my  comforts,  to  hasten  here 
to  forewarn  you  against  a  danger  that  menaces  you." 

"  You  are  vastly  obliging,  but  I  prefer  that  dangers  should 
come  on  me  suddenly,  unexpectedly,  rather  than  see  them 
approach  from  a  long  way  off  and  that  I  should  be  made 
miserable  by  anticipation." 

"  If  you  had  observed  me  at  a  distance,  you  would  have 
slipped  aside  and  not  bounced  against  me." 

"  That  is  true.  I  would  have  avoided  you  Ity  going  down  a 
lane." 
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"Yet  if  you  foresee  a  danger,  you  may  evade  it." 

"  Say  what  you  purpose  saying," — Georgie  spoke  with  im- 
patience,— "  and  go  on  your  way.  The  tavern,  doubtless,  is 
the  point  of  your  gravitation." 

"  Miss  Georgie,  it  pleases  you  to  flash  your  foils  before  my 
eyes.  You  do  not  hurt  me.  I  come  to  you  panoplied  with 
good  intentions.  I  have  flown  to  Wellcombe  to  caution  you 
to  be  on  your  guard  against  Mr.  Hullett." 

"Your  intimate  friend." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  companion  in  adversity,  which  makes 
strange  bed-fellows.  Both  of  us  have  been  outrageously 
bubbled  by  a  certain  person  who  shall  be  nameless.  But 
that  is  a  side  matter  with  which  I  will  not  trouble  you.  What 
I  have  come  to  say  is  that  Mr.  Hullett,  being  a  magistrate, 
considers  it  his  duty  to  intervene  on  behalf  of  the  Crown. 
You  have  not  found  a  will,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  None." 

"  I  feared  as  much.  Then  you  have  no  right  to  anything 
in  the  Manor  House,  nor,  indeed,  to  the  house  itself.  If  no 
legal  claims  be  put  in  by  an  heir  appearing  on  the  spot  who 
can  prove  his  right  to  what  has  been  left,  the  whole  will 
escheat  to  the  Crown.  I  believe  it  to  be  the  intention  of 
Mr.  Hullett,  as  Justice  of  the  Peace,  to  drop  on  you  quite 
suddenly,  and  to  take  possession  of  everything — specie,  notes, 
plate,  land,  papers,  in  the  name  of  the  Crown.  Now,  I  beg 
earnestly  that  you  will  consider  me  as  a  friend — as  a  father ; 
look  at  my  white  head,  and  trust  me." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  What  can  I  do  ?  "  asked  the  girl, 
menaced  by  this  new  danger. 

"  If  there  be  no  will,"  said  Davey,  "  I  do  not  see  what  you 
can  do  but  protest.  If  you  can  prove  that  you  are  niece  to  the 
deceased,  you  can  at  least  assert  a  right  to  a  moiety.  But 
there  is  a  positive  duty  incumbent  on  you,  that  you  are  bound 
to  discharge,  if  you  at  all  value  the  reputation  of  your  uncle. 
He  left  a  manuscript,  a  sort  of  diary.  It  is,  in  itself,  of  no 
intrinsic  value,  but  I  am  grieved  to  say  that  it  contains  matter 
reflecting  on  his  own  moral  character.  If  Hullett  should  get 
hold  of  that  document,  one  cannot  be  answerable  for  what  he 
might  do  with  it.     My  conviction  is  that  you  have  found  this 
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diary,  and  I  recommend  you  to  place  it  in  my  hands.  Con- 
stitute me  trustee  of  the  deposit.  Say  nothing  to  Hullett ;  let 
him  seal  and  secure  what  the  house  contains,  but  let  it  be  your 
solicitude  to  place  that  collection  of  papers  beyond  his  reach. 
Let  me  be  the  custodian.  Place  this  confidence  in  me,  and 
I  will  fight  your  battles  with  Hullett,  tooth  and  nail,  and  not 
suffer  you  to  be  defrauded.  Something  shall  be  rescued  for 
you  from  your  uncle's  accumulations.  Indeed,  leave  that  to 
me.  I  will  see  to  that  if  you  will  but  gain  me  to  your  side  by 
assuring  me  of  confidence,  by  the  surrender  to  me  of  these 
papers  as  a  trust." 

"You  consider  it,  then,  of  primary  importance  that  the 
document  in  question  should  be  placed  with  a  reliable  person, 
who  will  not  abuse  the  trust." 

"  Most  assuredly." 

"  Thank  you.  You  have  administered  good  advice.  Will 
you  be  pleased  to  continue  on  your  way  ?  That  leads  to  the 
public-house.     Mine  is  in  an  opposite  direction." 

"  But  you  have  given  me  no  answer." 

"  I  will  take  your  advice,  so  kindly  given." 

"  And  give  up  the  manuscript?  " 

"  To  the  right  person." 

"To  me?" 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !     I  said  '  the  right  person.'  " 

She  walked  hurriedly  away. 

Davey  stood,  rubbed  his  head  and  face,  looked  after  her, 
and  was  puzzled. 

Three  men,  each  for  his  own  reasons,  were  desirous  of 
getting  hold  of  her  uncle's  memoirs  and  of  the  papers  that 
accompanied  them.  She  had  the  authority  of  the  deceased 
vicar  for  the  belief  that  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  wanted  them. 
She  had  seen  how  eager  Hullett  and  Uavey  were  to  possess 
them — so  eager  that  each  sought  to  circumvent  or  counter- 
mine the  other. 

She  did  not  comprehend  their  motives.  She  was  quite  sure 
that  it  was  not  regard  for  the  reputation  of  her  uncle. 

But  those  papers  did  not  contain  anything  directly  com- 
promising his  character.  The  Reverend  Josiah  had  told  ugly 
stories  of  other  persons,  many  still  living,  but  none  of  himself. 
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But  they  did  contain  the  Hfe-story  of  her  mother,  and  that 
was  what  Georgia  was  resolved  should  not  pass  under  the 
eyes  of  such  men  as  Hullett  and  Davey.  She  knew  who  she 
was,  that  she  actually  was  the  niece  of  the  Reverend  Josiah, 
the  daughter  of  his  sister  Amalthea.  But  she  was  ready 
to  sacrifice  every  right  to  his  estate  rather  than  produce 
the  papers  necessary  for  establishing  this  relationship.  For 
by  so  doing  she  was  giving  up  to  public  notoriety  not  the 
reputation  of  her  uncle,  but  of  her  mother. 

Georgina  went  on  her  way  to  the  cottage  of  Alse  Grylls 
and  entered  it. 

The  old  woman  was  laying  out  a  dirty  pack  of  cards. 
"  Ah,  Miss  Georgie  !     I    was  thinking  of  you,  and  trying 
to  make  out  your  fortune.     The  cards  don't  come  suant — not 
to  my  mind." 

"  Which  is  my  card,  granny?  " 

"  The  queen  of  hearts.  The  knave  o'  spades  be  for  ever 
getting  in  the  way." 

"I  have  had  Captain  Davey  obstructing  my  course  hither," 
said  the  girl ;  "  and  as  he  is  a  mining  captain,  the  spade 
suits  him,  and  your  cards  have  told  true." 

"  He  is  a  knave,  sure  enough,  but  not  the  knave  of 
spades." 

"They  are  all  knaves — these  men.  I  have  been  vexed 
likewise  by  Squire  Hullett.  He  was  the  first  who  frightened 
me  ;  and  then  followed  Captain  Davey.  No,  Davey  did  not 
succeed  immediately ;  Samson  Furze  served  as  an  inter- 
lude." 

The  old  woman  shook  her   head.     "  He  comes   into   the 
story  too  often.     I  cannot  keep  him  out." 
"  What,  Samson  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  knave  of  spades.     I  see  a  trouble  at  hand.     I 
have  brought  in  a  king  of  hearts." 
"  Pray  who  is  he?" 

"  I  cannot  tell,  but  he  and  the  knave  of  spades  get  across 
each  other  at  every  turn  of  the  cards." 
The  old  woman  threw  down  the  pack. 
"What  have  you  come  here  for?"  she  asked. 
"  I  have  come  for  your  assistance,  granny.     These  men — 
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knaves  all — are  in  league  at  one  moment,  in  opposition  the 
next,  to  get  from   mc  this" — 

She  drew  forth  the  packet  of  Josiah  Thirklcby's  "  Revela- 
tions." 

"Granny,  the  secret  of  my  birth  is  here.  Whether  the 
secret  of  my  future  be  there  "—she  touched  the  strewn  cards 
with  her  foot—"  that  is  less  certain.  These  men,  Hullett  and 
Davey,  threaten  to  drive  mc  out  of  the  Manor  House,  and 
they  will  do  it.  All  that  they  want  to  get  hold  of  is  this 
package  of  papers  and  letters.  It  is  not  safe,  and  I  have 
brought  it  to  you  that  you  may  keep  it  for  me  well  concealed." 

"  I  will  do  that,"  said  the  old  woman. 

She  rose  slowly  from  her  seat,  went  to  a  nook  in  the  wall, 
and  drew  forth  a  large  brown  earthenware  jar.  It  had  a  wide 
mouth. 

"There,"  said  she,  "put  them  into  thickey  cloam  pot  and 
cork  it  up." 

"  And  I  must  seal  it.  You  will  not  mind  ?  I  have  brought 
wax  and  my  uncle's  signet  with  *  J.T.'  on  it." 

"Seal  it  up;  that  is  vitty." 

"  And  1  shall  put  a  label  on  the  jar.     Allspice:' 


CHAPTER  XXII 
NO  RIGHTS 

THE  loss  of  her  son  weighed  Hghtly  on  Mrs.  Furze  in 
comparison  with  the  vexation  entertained  at  his  rejec- 
tion by  Georgie. 

As  to  his  enUstment,  that  was  remediable.  His  father 
would  purchase  his  discharge ;  but  the  wound  to  her  vanity 
was  felt  poignantly.  She  had  gone  about  the  parish  boasting 
of  what  would  be  done  when  Samson  became  lord  of  the 
manor,  and  she  had  enjoyed  the  feminine  pleasure  of  ruffling 
the  plumes  of  her  neighbours,  the  wives  of  the  farmers  and 
yeomen  of  her  acquaintance.  She  was  aware,  though  un- 
willing to  admit  it  herself,  that  her  own  conduct  had  given 
keenness  and  point  to  the  annoyance.  But,  like  a  woman, 
she  turned  on  her  husband,  and  rated  and  abused  him,  with 
all  the  force  of  which  she  was  capable,  for  having  persuaded 
her,  against  her  better  judgment,  to  send  Samson  a-courting 
the  parson's  wench. 

The  yeoman  bore  this  torrent  of  abuse  with  great  com- 
posure. Custom  had  made  him  callous.  She  dreaded  lest 
those  whom  she  had  exasperated  by  hints  of  assertion  of 
manorial  rights  should  turn  on  her  with  gratified  resentment. 

But  Mrs.  Furze  was  a  woman  of  wit,  and  she  immediately 
took  measures  to  deflect  the  blow  from  herself. 

No  sooner  had  she  ascertained  that  Samson  had  been 
rejected  than  she  started  on  a  round  of  visits  in  the  parish, 
without  a  moment's  delay,  so  as  to  be  able  to  furnish  the 
women  of  Wellcombe  with  her  version  of  the  story. 

Georgina  had  indeed  refused  Samson,  but  in  a  manner  that 
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threw  slight  on  all  the  marriageable  young  men  in  the  place, 
and  in  terms  that  insulted  their  mothers  and  sisters. 

Mrs.  Furze  first  of  all  imagined  to  herself  what  had  been 
the  feelings  of  Georgina,  and  then  gave  to  them  forcible,  if 
coarse,  expression. 

"  Oh  no  ! "  said  the  yeoman's  wife.  "  She  would  not  have 
my  Samson  'or  any  vulgar  lout  out  of  Wellcombe.'  She,  with 
the  i)arson's  savings  and  with  royal  blood  in  her  veins,  scorned 
to  speak  with  such  bumpkins.  She  addressed  Samson  from 
a  window,  to  show  she  stood  on  a  higher  level.  '  Good  Lord  ! ' 
said  she,  '  conceive  of  me  as  daughter-in-law  to  the  frumps  and 
dowdies  of  the  farmhouses  here,  and  to  be  called  sister  by  the 
blowsy  trollops  of  the  moor ! ' " 

Mrs.  Furze  always  had  at  command  a  pile  of  expletives,  just 
as  the  primeval  savages  heaped  up  cairns  of  stones  in  their 
camps  to  hurl  at  besiegers. 

Mrs.  Furze  was  a  skilful  and  observant  woman,  and  she 
worked  so  ingeniously  upon  those  to  whom  she  communicated 
her  story  that  they  forgot  their  resentment  against  her  to 
flare  with  anger  against  the  "  stuck-up,  saucy  minx — who  was 
nothing  after  all  but  a  mongrel " — who  had  disparaged  their 
sons  and  daucrhters. 

A  chaise  drew  up  at  the  door  of  the  Manor  House,  and 
a  gentleman  in  clerical  dress  stepped  out  and  inquired  if 
he  might  see  Miss  Thirkleby.  He  announced  himself  as 
the  Reverend  Henry  \\'eldon,  newly  appointed  Vicar  of  Well- 
combe. He  was  a  man  of  refined  exterior,  and  with  an 
earnest  and  kindly  expression.  Georgina  was  at  once  drawn 
towards  him.  He  seemed  to  have  stepped  out  of  a  different 
sphere  from  that  in  which  she  had  moved. 

"  I  have  come,"  said  he,  after  a  salutation,  "  with  an 
a[)peal  to  your  charity.  I  come  ///  forma  pauperis.  I  have 
been  just  inducted.  Did  you  hear  the  church  bell?  But 
I  find  that  my  position  is  embarrassing.  The  late  vicar 
let  the  parsonage  house  to  some  poor  people,  and  I  have 
been  constrained  to  give  them  notice  to  vacate  it,  as, 
positively,  I  find  no  house  hero  into  which  I  could  go. 
Of  course,  these  poor  souls  must  not  be  unduly  hurried  ; 
and    in    the   meanwhile    I    am    out    in  the   street.     I  do  not 
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relish  the  idea  of  lodging  at  the  public-house.  I  thought 
that  possibly  one  of  the  churchwardens  or  farmers  would 
have  offered  me  a  shakedown,  but  your  people  are  somewhat 
suspicious  and  do  not  care  to  house  me  till  they  know  of 
what  stuff  I  am  made.  One  churchwarden  positively  warned 
me  off,  if  I  were  a  highflier." 

"  That  is  their  character,"  said  Georgie ;  "  they  are  jealous 
of  strangers.     Are  you  a  A\'est  Countryman  ?  " 

"  Alas  !  no ;  I  have  not  that  honour.  I  come  from  quite 
another  part  of  England." 

"  Then  they  will  regard  you  as  their  natural  enemy." 

"  I  must  labour  to  gain  their  esteem.  Now  to  the  point. 
I  am  diffident  in  asking  it,  but  I  am  in  desperate  straits. 
Could  you,  without  inconvenience,  extend  to  me  just  so 
much  hospitality  as  to  give  me  night  shelter  here  for  the 
Saturdays  and  Sundays  till  I  can  get  into  my  parsonage  ? 
You  do  not  know  me,  and  yet  I  make  bold  to  entreat  you 
to  do  this  for  me.  In  fact,  this  is  what  both  churchwardens 
advised,  when  I  represented  to  them  my  houseless  condition." 

"  Oh,  I  will  willingly  do  that,"  said  Georgina. 

"  I  could  take  my  meals  at  the  inn,"  said  the  new  vicar, 
"so  as  to  give  the  least  possible  trouble,  but  I  hesitate 
about  making  it  my  abode  at  night.  I  have  had  a  hint 
that  there  is  a  noisy  house  there  on  Saturday  evenings,  and 
that  the  moral  character  of  the  host  leaves  much  to  be 
desired." 

"You  are  heartily  welcome  here  to  a  bed  and  to  meals. 
As  to  Hamlin — I  suppose  what  was  said  referred  to  Polly. 
My  uncle  thought  nothing  of  that,  ^^'ill  you  sit  down  and 
rest  ?  " 

"  Directly.     I  will  dismiss  the  chaise." 

When  Mr,  W'eldon  returned,  Georgie  talked  frankly  with 
him.  He  was  interested  to  hear  all  that  she  could  tell  him 
about  the  place  and  the  people. 

"  How  often  did  your  uncle  hold  service?"  he  inquired. 
■    "  Sometimes   twice   on   a   Sunday,    but   only   one   sermon. 
If  you  would   like   to   have   his   old   ones,  you   are   heartily 
welcome.     They  are  of  no  use  to  anyone." 

"  Are  there  many  communicants  in  the  parish  ?  " 
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"  I  think  not  any.  'I'hcrc  were  three  or  four  old  women 
and  one  old  man,  when  uncle  gave  away  the  sacrament 
money  ;  but  when  he  stopped  that — they  fell  off." 

"  When  was  the  last  coniirmation  ?" 

"  We  never  have  one  here." 

"No,  I  suppose  not;  but  in  Ashburton  ?  How  many 
candidates  were  mustered  last  time?" 

"  Uncle  said  he  was  not  legally  compelled ;  but  just  to 
please  the  bishop,  he  gave  a  dozen  young  lads  and  lasses 
a  shilling  each  to  go  in." 

The  new  vicar  said  nothing,  but  looked  down. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  girl.  "  Shall  you  have 
the  chaplaincy  of  Prince  Town  as  well  ?  That  is  three 
hundred  a  year,  and  this  is  only  two  hundred." 

"  I  have  heard  nothing  about  it.  The  appointment  is 
with  the  duchy.  Is  it  not  a  long  way  off,  and  over  wild 
moors,  to  Prince  Town?" 

"  Oh,  a  long  way,  but  you  need  not  go  there.  Uncle  rarely 
went." 

"  But  the  duty  ?  " 

"  He  paid  a  curate  seventy  pounds,  and  so  pocketed  two 
hundred  and  thirty." 

"Are  there  many  sick  in  the  place.  Miss  Thirkleby?" 

"This  is  a  very  healthy  parish,  on  account  of  the  pure 
water  and  mountain  air.  If  there  be  a  case  of  sickness — but 
that  is  rarely — half  a  crown  and  a  bottle  of  port  suffice." 

"But  the  sick  must  be  visited." 

"  Uncle  never  did — perhaps  the  case  might  be  infectious  ; 
anyhow,  the  room  stuffy,  'i'hese  people  do  not  open  their 
windows." 

"Surely  they  need  some  spiritual  ministrations?" 

"Oh  no  !  They  are  satisfied  with  the  port.  If  il  be  a  long 
sickness,  perhaps  a  second  bottle." 

"  Did  the  bishop  never  interfere,  because  the  services 
were  so  few,  and  there  were  no  communicants,  and  the 
confirmation  candidates  had  no  preparation?" 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  My  uncle  gave  the  bishop  no  annoyance. 
Indeed,  I  believe  the  bishop  thought  very  higlily  of  my 
uncle,  because  he  did  nothing  and  so  gave   no  offence,  and 
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taught  nothing,  and  so  there  was  no  bother  about  doctrine. 
My  uncle  was  sure  of  preferment." 

The  new  vicar  said  nothing,  but  his  countenance  expressed 
uneasiness. 

Presently,  when  the  silence  was  becoming  irksome,  he  said, 
"Excuse  my  putting  to  you  a  delicate  question.  I  did  ask 
the  churchwarden,  but  could  get  no  response  from  him 
further  than  that  he  was  no  highflier.  I  wanted  to  know 
what  had  been  your  uncle's  religious  opinions,  or,  to  be 
more  exact,  convictions." 

"  Opinions  !  I  am  not  certain  that  he  had  any.  As  to 
convictions,  I  am  certain  he  had  none.  Mr.  Weldon,  I  am 
sure  you  will  find  your  position  here  as  vicar  very  easy." 

"  On  the  contrary,  young  lady,"  said  the  new  parson,  with 
sadness  in  his  tone,  "  I  begin  to  see  that  it  is  likely  to  be 
peculiarly  difficult.  And  now,  thanking  you  most  cordially,  I 
will  return  to  my  carriage — a  hired  chaise  from  the  Red  Lion 
at  Ashburton.  I  sent  the  driver  with  it  to  the  tavern.  My 
brother-in-law  is  with  it — Sir  John  Chevalier.  He  drove  over 
with  me  to  look  at  the  place,  and  I  suspect  is  now  sauntering 
in  the  churchyard." 

Georgie  accompanied  the  vicar  to  the  door.  As  she  opened 
it  to  let  him  out,  Hullett  and  Davey  thrust  in,  somewhat 
rudely. 

"  1  am  not  going  to  receive  you,  gentlemen,"  said  the  girl. 

"Oh,  that  is  very  fine,"  said  Hullett.  "  But  first  you  must 
show  that  you  have  a  right  to  exclude  us  :  I  am  a  Justice  of 
the  Peace.  You  have  produced  no  evidence  that  you  have  a 
particle  of  right  to  this  house.  I  intervene  on  behalf  of  the 
Crown." 

"  Nay,"  broke  in  Davey,  "  not  yet,  Hullett.  You  are 
premature.  My  relative  is  a  Thirkleby,  and  has  made  applica- 
tion at  the  Consistory  Court  for  letters  of  administration." 

"  I  shall  put  in  a  caveat  for  the  Crown,"  said  Hullett. 

"  I  have  got  authority  from  my  cousin  to  act  for  him," 
protested  Davey.  "  llie  Crown  can  claim  only  where  there  is 
no  heir." 

"Come,"  said  Hullett.  "  We  two  must  pull  together.  We 
are  here  to  take  possession  of  the  Manor  House  and  of  its 
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contents,  and  to  inventory  everything  within  it,  and  we  shall 
allow  nothing,  not  even  a  scrap  of  paper,  to  be  removed  till  it 
be  decided  as  to  who  is  the  legal  heir  to  the  estate  of  the  late 
lamented  vicar." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Wcldon.  "  This 
young  lady  is  in  possession ;  you  must  show  your  right  to 
dispossess  her." 

"  I  am  a  magistrate,"  blustered  Hullett.  "  I  am  a  repre- 
sentative of  the  Crown.  I  insist  on  her  leaving  the  place,  and 
leaving  it  at  once.  I  think,  Davey,  that  we  may  permit  her  to 
remove  what  is  demonstrably  her  private  property,  and  we  may 
allow  her  a  reasonable  sum  of  money,  sufficient  for  immediate 
necessities.     What  say  you,  Davey?     Ten  pounds?" 

"A  little  more  than  that — say  twenty  guineas,"  said  the 
captain.  "  I  am  authorised  by  my  cousin  to  deal  fairly  by 
her.     But  she  must  vacate  the  premises  without  delay." 

"Immediately,"  exclaimed  Hullett,  "so  that  there  be  no 
surreptitious  appropriation  of  important  documents.  That 
was  to  be  guarded  against.     Eh,  Davey  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  acquiesced  the  captain.  "  Yet — I  do  not  want 
to  be  hard  on  her.  Even  now,  if  she  will  allow  us  to  take 
charge  of  the  manuscript  of  which  she  knows,  and  of  which 
we  are  in  quest,  and  further,  allow  us  to  make  an  inventory  of 
all  the  valuables  in  this  house,  we  would  waive  our  right  to 
require  her  quit  the  house." 

"Just  so,"  said  the  squire.  "  Vou  see,  Miss  Georgie,  we 
have  not  the  smallest  desire  to  be  strict.  But  we  must 
guarantee  the  rights  of  others,  and  we  must  be  sure  that  there 
will  be  no  getting  rid  of  documents — documents,  you  under- 
stand, of  no  specific  value — of  none  whatever  to  you — but 
of  importance  as  compromising  the  character  of  other 
persons." 

"  And  if  I  refuse  to  go  ?  " 

"  We  should  have  to  summon  the  constable  and  expel  you 
by  force.  It  has  got  wind  that  you  have  no  right  to  the  place, 
and  are  to  be  ejected.  Look  into  the  road.  It  is  full  of 
people.  'I'here  are  plenty  present  who  will  uphold  the  majesty 
of  the  law  as  centred  in  myself.  I  shall  call  the  constable  if 
you  offer  the  least  resistance." 
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"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  new  vicar,  "  instead  of  my 
becoming  your  guest,  you  will  have  to  become  mine.  And  as 
you  heartily  offered  me  the  shelter  of  your  roof,  so  now 
heartily  do  I  offer  you  my  protection.  My  wife  is  at  Ashburton, 
and  we  will  do  all  in  our  power  to  assist  you.  I  am  unhappily 
not  lawyer  enough  to  know  whether  these  gentlemen  are 
acting  legally.  JNIy  impression  is  that  the  magistrate  is 
proceeding  in  a  manner  that  cannot  be  justified.  Under  the 
circumstances,  however,  you  must  yield  under  protest.  Will 
you  accept  my  offer  ?  " 

"  Heartily,"  said  Georgie,  when  she  had  looked  into  the 
road  and  seen  the  crowd. 

She  was  pale,  quivering,  not  with  fear,  but  with  anger. 

"  Mr.  Weldon,"  she  said,  and  gave  her  hand,  "  I  will  go 
with  you." 


CIIArTEli    XXIII 
A  MALEDICTION 

"  T  SAY,  Hullett,  did  you  see  how  she  looked  at  us?"  asked 

J[  Davey,  when  Georgina  had  gone  upstairs  to  put 
together  such  things  as  she  needed. 

'*  Yes,  had  she  a  knife  handy,  she  would  have  driven  it  into 
us,"  said  the  S(iuire  of  Stannon. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  the  girl  was  to  collect  and  carry 
away  such  articles  as  she  would  need,  and  that  the  major 
portion  of  her  wardrobe  and  other  possessions  should  be  sent 
into  Ashlnirton  by  the  carrier. 

Uut  I  lullett  had  said  to  her,  as  she  turned  to  mount  the  stair, 
that  she  must  not  lock  the  trunk,  as  they  considered  them- 
selves responsible  that  nothing  but  her  own  personal  property 
should  be  removed  from  the  house. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  \Veldon,  "  I  am  not  acquainted  with 
the  circumstances.  Why  you  should  act  in  this  manner  is  to 
me  inexplicable.  On  the  surface,  your  ])roceeding  bears  the 
appearance  of  being  an  act  of  wanton  barbarity,  and  altogether 
unworthy  of  your  character  and  position.  This  unhappy  girl 
has  no  home,  and  you  two  men,  one  a  magistrate,  are  turning 
her  into  the  road.  All  I  can  say  is  that  I  thank  the  Almighty 
for  sending  me  here  so  opportunely,  that  I  might  offer  her  the 
shelter  refused  by  you." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  said  Hullett.  "  We  have  no  desire 
to  treat  her  unfairly  or  unkindly.  But  there  are  particulars, 
too  long  to  be  gone  into,  that  make  our  adoption  of  extreme 
measures  a  moral  necessity." 

l.'iO 
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"  Quite  so,"  threw  in  Davey.  "  I  am  ready  to  swear  to 
that." 

"But  you  will  see,  sir,"  proceeded  the  squire,  "she  will  not 
allow  matters  to  reach  such  a  pass.  She  is  incensed  because 
we  have  driven  her  into  a  corner.  I  may  say  that,  but  for 
your  arrival  and  offer,  we  should  have  been  certain,  absolutely 
certain,  of  success.  Nevertheless,  I  do  not  doubt  that  at 
the  last  moment  she  will  surrender ;  with  a  bad  grace, 
perchance,  and  we  will  build  her  a  golden  bridge  by  which 
to  retreat." 

"  I  confess  this  looks  to  me  like  bullying  a  defenceless  girl. 
Your  reasons  I  cannot  fathom." 

"  Sir,  I  am  a  Justice  of  the  Peace,"  said  Hullett,  drawing 
himself  up  ;  "  your  words  are  offensive.  You  presume  on  the 
liberty  accorded  the  cloth." 

"  He  is  on  the  Commission,  I  swear  it,"  interjected 
Davey. 

"  However,  sir,  I  will  condescend  to  enlighten  you.  This 
young  lady  has  possessed  herself  of  a  document  to  which  she 
has  absolutely  no  right,  and  which  seriously  affects  the 
characters  of  persons  now  alive,  and  occupying  the  highest 
positions  in  the  land — of  one,  sir,  between  ourselves  I  say  it — 
of  the  very  highest.  This  document  must  be  got  from  her. 
It  is  painful  to  us  to  act  as  we  do,  but  necessity  knows  no 
law." 

"  If  you  will  fully  acquaint  me  with  the  facts,"  said  Mr. 
Weldon,  "  I  will  endeavour  to  get  the  matter  settled  in  a  less 
violent  manner." 

"  Sir,"  said  Hullett,  "  it  is  too  late.  She  has  been  given 
many  chances.  Both  Mr.  Davey  and  I  have  spoken  to 
her  with  great  gentleness ;  and  have  represented  to  her 
the  gravity  of  the  situation,  and  have  gone  down  on  our 
knees  to  her,  to  induce  her  to  surrender  this  bundle  of 
papers.  You  will  see,  sir,  at  the  last  moment  she  will 
yield — ah  !  here  she  comes.  Miss  Georgie,  you  have 
your  little  collection  of  indispensables  with  you.  A  modest 
one,  I  suppose.  That  you  have  well  considered.  We  do 
not   desire    to    eject    you.      Surrender    the  papers,   and  you 


remam." 
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"  I  am  ready,"  said  the  girl,  slightly  bowing  to  the  vicar, 
and  ignoring  the  presence  of  the  squire,  who  addressed 
her. 

"  Do  you  mean,  miss,  that  you  are  bent  on  leaving  ? "  asked 
the  captain.  "  ^Ve  did  not  intend  to  thrust  you  forth,  if  you 
would  be  reasonable  and  come  to  terms." 

"I  am  at  your  service,  Mr.  Weldon,"  said  Georgia,  ignoring 
Davey  as  she  had  ignored  Hullett.  Her  face  was  pale,  save 
for  two  carnation  spots  on  her  cheeks.  Her  brows  were  knit 
and  her  lips  set. 

The  two  conspirators  looked  at  each  other.  Hullett  shrugged 
his  shoulders. 

"  If  you  will  but  surrender,"  said  the  captain,  "  we  are  most 
willing  to  come  to  terms." 

"\\'e  will  wink  our  eyes  at  every  other  irregularity,"  said 
Hullett. 

Georgina  put  her  hand  on  Mr.  Weldon's  arm,  and  he  con- 
ducted her  to  the  doorstep. 

The  road  was  thronged  with  villagers,  gathered  from  every 
side.  Many  had  been  previously  collected  to  witness  the 
induction  of  the  new  vicar,  and  to  gather  a  presage  as  to  the 
length  of  his  stay  among  them  from  the  number  of  strokes  on 
the  bell  when  he  touched  the  rope. 

But  a  rumour  had  got  about  that  Georgina  Thirkleby  was 
to  be  ejected  from  the  Manor  House,  and  this  had  collected 
four  times  as  many  persons  as  had  curiosity  to  see  the 
induction.  Men  had  deserted  their  field  labour  to  see  this. 
The  blacksmith  had  left  his  anvil,  the  wright  his  wheel. 
Women  hastened  from  their  domestic  work.  Hamlin's  Polly, 
with  tucked-up  apron,  was  there.  So  was  Mrs.  Furze. 
Elderly  women,  wives  and  mothers,  had  congregated,  so  had 
the  young  girls.  The  females  had  triumph  written  in  their 
faces.  Whatever  kindly  feeling  they  would  otherwise  have 
entertained  towards  Gcorgie  was  banished  by  the  malicious 
words  of  Susan  Furze,  who  had  filled  their  hearts  with  gall 
towards  the  unhappy  and  innocent  girl. 

Georgie  looked  about  her,  and  saw  by  the  expression 
of  the  countenances  that  she  had  not  a  friend  amidst  the 
crowd. 
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She  was  too  proud,  too  angry  to  care  much  for  that ;  but 
her  indignation  was  given  one  final  prod,  that  provoked  her  to 
an  act  of  indiscretion.  Just  as  she  left  the  doorstep  to  pass 
down  the  gravel  walk,  she  let  go  her  hold  on  the  vicar's  arm, 
turned  upon  HuUett  and  Davey,  standing  in  the  doorway,  and 
said  in  ringing  tones — 

"That  which  you  seek  is  not  in  the  house;  you  will  never 
find  it ! " 

"  She  is  taking  it  away  with  her  !  "  gasped  Davey. 

"  Stay  her !  she  has  stolen  something !  Stay  her  in  the 
king's  name  !  "  shouted  Hullett. 

"She  has  been  stealing,"  yelled  someone  in  the  crowd. 
"Stop  her!     Stop  the  thief !  " 

"  Hold  her — till  she  is  searched  !  "  cried  Hullett. 

"  Hey,  the  trollop  !  the  brazen-faced  wench  !  The  mongrel 
who  boasts  of  her  royal  blood — royal ! — caught  thieving  ! 
Hey!  thief!  thief!" 

The  yells  came  wholly  from  the  women. 

The  vicar  turned  himself  about. 

"Sir,"  said  he,  addressing  the  magistrate,  "what  has 
she  taken?  Show  me  that  you  have  a  right  to  detain 
her." 

"  I  am  not  accountable  to  you,  sir ! "  roared  Hullett. 
"  And  let  me  tell  you  this  is  a  bad  beginning  here.  We  won't 
be  priest-ridden." 

He  made  for  the  girl. 

He  was  not  allowed  to  lay  hands  on  her,  for  at  that  moment 
a  young  officer  thrust  his  way  through  the  villagers.  He  was 
in  military  undress. 

"Now,  sir,"  said  he,  checking  Hullett  with  uplifted  hand. 
"Touch  that  girl  or  the  parson  at  your  peril." 

"I  am  a  magistrate,"  said  Hullett  ;  "  I  charge  her  with 
having  taken  something  out  of  the  house." 

"  I  also  am  in  His  Majesty's  service,"  said  the  young  man  ; 
"  not  only  a  soldier,  but  I  am  as  well  a  Justice.  Neither  you 
nor  a  soul  here  shall  touch  her." 

"One  moment,"  said  the  vicar.  "From  whom  do  you 
assert  that  she  has  taken  something  ?  " 

Hullett  was  silent. 
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"A  thing  cannot  be  said  to  be  stolen  unless  carried  off 
from  the  iegitiiiiutc  owner.  To  whom  does  this  article  belong 
legitimately?" 

"I  demand  it  on  behalf  of  the  heir  to  the  estate,"  said 
Davey. 

"  And  I  on  behalf  of  the  Crown  in  default  of  heirs," 
exclaimed  Hullett. 

"  I  claim  it  because  solemnly  committed  to  me  by  my 
uncle,"  said  Georgie.  "  It  is  a  bundle  of  papers  that  they 
want." 

"  Have  you  got  them  with  you  ?  "  asked  the  vicar. 

"  No,  I  have  not  got  them  with  me,  but  I  know  where  they 
are,  and  they'' —  she  pointed  to  Hullett  and  Davey,  "  they  shall 
never  have  them." 

"  You  hear,"  said  the  vicar,  "  she  has  not  got  these  docu- 
ments about  her.  Whether  you  have  a  right  to  them  remains 
to  be  shown.  That  is  a  matter  to  be  decided  in  a  court  of 
law,  and  not  by  violent  methods  such  as  you  have  adopted. 
Now,  John,"  he  addressed  the  young  man,  "  we  will  enter  the 
carriage.     I  told  the  driver  to  put  to." 

The  crowd  was  tossing,  muttering,  breaking  into  spurts  of 
exclamation. 

"  Good  people,"  said  the  vicar,  speaking  loudly,  "be  kind 
enough  to  stand  aside.  This  young  lady  places  herself  under 
my  protection.  Certain  legal  questions  that  concern  neither 
you  nor  me  have  to  be  gone  into — rights  of  property,  I  believe. 
Till  these  have  been  threshed  out  by  lawyers,  it  is  convenient 
that  she  leave  Wellcombe." 

"We  don't  want  her  here!  Turn  her  out  !  she's  a  thief! 
She  calls  herself  Royal  Georgie,  but  she's  no  better  than 
us  hussies  and  trollops,  as  she  calls  us ! "  rose  in  shrill 
cries. 

"  And  us  she  calls  frowsy  old  frumps ! "  came  in  harsher 
tones;  "anyways,  we  be  honest  women,  and  that's  more  than 
ever  was  her  mother." 

"  She's  one  who  shoots  at  young  men  and  tries  to  kill  'em," 
cried  Mrs.  Furze. 

"  And  she  spits  on  them — she  do  despise  'em  so — out  of  the 
winder  !  "  called  another. 
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"  Bumpkins,  Colin  Clouts,  Boobies !  them  is  the  names  she 
gives  to  our  sons,"  cried  a  third. 

The  men  remained  inert,  with  their  hands  in  their 
pockets,  some  lounging  in  the  hedge,  laughing  at  the  ex- 
citement of  the  women,  themselves  not  displeased  to  see 
the  girl  who  had  flouted  them  driven  out  of  the  parish, 
but  by  no  means  disposed  to  take  an  active  part  in  the 
expulsion. 

The  young  officer  looked  about  from  side  to  side,  and 
behind  him,  eager  to  catch  some  youth  sharing  in  the  clamour, 
that  he  might  chastise  him ;  but  the  lads  remained  silent. 
They  giggled  or  laughed  out  loud. 

Then  a  tramp  of  horses  was  audible,  and  the  mob  separated 
to  allow  the  landau  to  drive  up.  The  post-boy  cracked  his 
whip,  and  lashed  here  and  there  to  clear  the  way.  Some  of 
the  young  girls,  screaming,  thrust  themselves  into  the  hedge, 
not  altogether  unmindful  that  the  lads  were  there  to  receive 
them. 

Seeing  the  vicar  and  the  officer,  the  post-boy  drew  up. 

Then  Sir  John  Chevalier  opened  the  door  and  let  down  the 
steps. 

"  Enter,  Miss  Thirkleby ! "  said  the  vicar,  and  handed 
the  girl  into  the  carriage.  He  followed,  and  the  young 
man  leaped  after  him,  and  stooped  to  fasten  the  door. 

At  once  the  cries  arose  again.  "  Oh,  how  proud  she  be  ! 
The  Blood  Royal  in  a  chaise  !  But  she  is  a  thief  all  the  same, 
and  a  bastard  to  boot !  " 

The  vicar  aiose  to  sign  to  the  post-boy  to  go  forward,  when 
his  arm  was  caught  by  Georgie.  She  stood  up,  fire  flashing 
from  her  dark  eyes,  her  entire  frame  trembling  with  passion. 
The  last  insult  had  maddened  her  past  control.  Facing  the 
mob  she  flung  at  them  these  words : — 

"  I  leave  with  you  my  deadliest,  deepest  malediction ! 
May  your  cattle  die  of  murrain,  and  the  mildew  take  your 
crops !  May  your  substance  waste  and  your  ricks  take  fire  ! 
May  your  children  be  sickly  and  never  thrive  !  May  fevers 
fire  your  blood,  and  cramps  and  aches  knot  your  muscles  and 
settle  into  your  bones  !     May  " — 

"  For  God's  sake  !  "  cried  the  horrified  vicar,  seizing  her  and 
II 
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drawing  her  down  on  the  scat,  "  for  God's  sake  do  not  utter 
anotlier  word  !     Are  you  mad,  or  wicked  ?  " 

'I'hc  carriage  was  in  motion. 

The  young  officer  looking  back  saw  the  crowd  silent, 
shrinking  away,  their  faces  blank  with  terror. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 
A  DRIVE 

NO  one  spoke  as  the  carriage  rattled  over  the  road,  where 
comparatively  level,  and  then  crawled  up  the  steep 
ascent. 

The  crowd  had  been  left  behind,  to  disperse  with  misgivings 
at  heart  and  anticipations  of  disaster.  Occasional  foot- 
passengers  were  passed  at  long  intervals ;  sheep  had  to  be 
roused  from  the  road  on  which  they  couched,  and  cattle  to  be 
driven  in  stupid  tumult,  getting  in  the  way  of  the  horses  for 
half  a  mile  before  they  could  be  induced  to  escape  by  a  side 
avenue. 

Georgie  was  quivering  with  emotion,  her  eyes  gleamed,  but 
with  the  after-Hush  of  a  receding  thunderstorm.  Burning 
spots  were  in  her  cheeks,  but  the  lips  that  had  turned  purple 
resumed  their  healthier  colour. 

It  was  bad  that  she  should  be  expelled  from  the  house 
where  she  had  spent  so  many  years  ;  it  was  worse  that  this 
should  be  done  with  the  applause  of  the  villagers.  It  was 
worst  of  all  that  this  ignominious  ejection  should  be  witnessed, 
the  insolent  and  gross  expletives  cast  at  her  should  be  heard, 
by  these  strangers  who  had  extended  their  arms  to  protect 
her. 

Indignation,  disgust,  resentment,  mortified  self  -  respect 
seethed  in  her  bosom.  Her  head  whirled,  her  heart  bounded 
as  though  she  had  been  running  up  Rowdon. 

The  two  gentlemen  in  the  carriage  sympathised  with  her  dis- 
tress, respected  the  condition  she  was  in,  and  were  silent,  not 
vexing  her  with  ofificious  civilities.     Were  she  to  attempt  to 
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speak,  she  would  break  down  into  a  convulsion  of  tears.  She 
was  obviously  exercising  control  over  herself  to  prevent  this. 
She  desired  to  api)ear  indifferent.  Sobs  would  have  betrayed 
how  keenly  she  felt  what  had  taken  place  and  how  great  was 
her  humiliation. 

After  a  while,  the  vicar  and  his  brother-in-law  began  a  con- 
versation in  a  low  tone  on  indifferent  matters. 

Georgie  heard  their  voices,  but  could  not  follow  what 
was  said.  She  was  too  deeply  wounded,  and  her  thoughts 
too  fully  occupied,  for  her  to  care  to  listen  to  what  was 
said. 

In  her  trouble,  but  a  single  comfort  remained  to  her,  to 
which  she  could  turn — that  the  manuscript  of  her  uncle,  with 
its  appendix  of  letters  so  intimately  affecting  herself,  was 
beyond  the  reach  of  HuUett  and  Davey. 

On  Alse  Grylls  she  could  rely.  The  old  woman  would 
never  surrender  what  had  been  confided  to  her  ;  and  Georgie 
was  confident  that  it  would  never  occur  to  her  persecutors 
that  she  had  placed  the  packet  where  it  was. 

She  thought  of  these  men  searching  every  corner  of  the 
Manor  House,  and  of  their  disappointment  in  nowhere  finding 
that  of  which  they  were  in  quest.  Such  a  thought  served  but 
as  a  transient  diversion  to  the  prevailing  distress  of  mind. 

What  must  Mr.  ^^^eldon  and  Sir  John  Chevalier  think  of 
her  ?  What  else  could  they  consider  her  but  as  a  most  dis- 
agreeable personage,  who  could  draw  down  upon  herself  the 
concentrated  hatred  of  an  entire  parish?  How  could  they 
respect  one  whom  those  despised  who  had  known  her  for 
many  years  ? 

The  injustice  of  her  treatment  rankled  in  her  heart.  She  had 
been  accused  of  having  cast  ugly  epithets  at  the  matrons  and 
maids  of  Wellcombe,  and  of  using  contemptuous  expressions 
to  designate  the  lads.  It  was  not  true ;  she  had  never  done 
so.  The  very  terms  hurled  after  her  were  calculated  to  lower 
her  in  the  eyes  of  her  protectors.  They  would  not,  indeed, 
hold  that  she  was  a  vulgar  thief,  but  there  was  another 
expression  employed  that  she  was  incapable  of  rebutting. 

What  had  she  done  to  arouse  this  storm  of  bad  feeling  and 
ill  manners?     It  was  true  that  she  had  shot  Samson;  but  it 
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was  also  true  that  this  was  known,  and  admitted  to  have  been, 
the  result  of  an  accident.  It  was  true  that  she  had  refused 
Samson  ;  but  surely  the  parish  was  not  to  dictate  to  a  girl 
whom  she  was  to  take  as  her  mate.  It  was  true  that  she  had 
dismissed  him  somewhat  curtly — perhaps  in  a  manner  offensive 
to  his  pride ;  but  she  had  previously  warned  him  that  on  no 
account  would  she  accept  his  offer.  And  his  visit  was 
inopportunely  timed,  when  she  was  tingling  with  resentment 
at  the  intrusion  and  impertinence  of  Hullett. 

It  was  true  that,  in  dudgeon,  Samson  had  left  his  home  and 
had  enlisted.  But  for  this  only  himself  and  his  mother  were 
to  blame,  who  had  made  such  parade  of  his  intentions  that, 
when  he  failed,  he  had  not  heart  to  face  the  mockery  of  his 
comrades. 

As  a  child  she  had  met  and  played  with  the  urchins  and 
girls  of  Wellcombe,  but  when  she  had  become  a  woman  she 
had  withdrawn  from  the  association  as  much  as  possible. 
She  had  not  gone  out  of  her  way  to  cultivate  the  acquaintance 
of  their  mothers,  the  yeomen's  wives  of  Wellcombe.  She  had 
not  visited  the  sick,  but  her  uncle  had  not  done  so.  She  had 
taken  her  cue  from  him.  He  was  popular  and  respected,  yet 
she  was  the  reverse.     How  was  this  to  be  accounted  for  ? 

She  failed  to  see  that  his  popularity  was  based  on  his  neglect 
of  his  duty,  and  her  unpopularity  was  due  to  her  not  having 
made  it  her  duty  to  cultivate  the  society  of  the  parishioners 
on  a  footing  of  equality.  Then  other  considerations  pressed 
upon  her. 

She  asked  herself,  AV'hat  was  she  to  do?  Whither  could 
she  go  ?  With  self-respect  it  was  not  possible  for  her  to 
inflict  herself  upon  the  new  vicar  for  long.  As  soon  as 
possible  he  would  go  into  residence  in  Wellcombe,  and  to 
Wellcombe  she  would  never  return.  No  !  she  would  sooner 
die.  Her  eye  kindled  again,  a  quiver  of  emotion  thrilled 
through  her  members,  her  lips  tightened,  and  her  brows  con- 
tracted. Hard  lines  formed  in  her  pallid  face.  No  !  rather 
than  that  she  would  do  anything,  go  into  service,  even  destroy 
herself. 

What  was  life  to  her  ?  It  had  no  pleasures,  it  contained  no 
pleasant  possibilities.     She  had  not  been  afforded  a  fair  start, 
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such  as  is  given  to  other  girls.  The  past  hung  upon  her  as  a 
weight  and  crushed  hope  out  of  her  heart. 

She  might  remain  a  few  days  under  the  protection  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Weldon.  They  were  lodging  at  an  inn,  and  to  this 
inn  he  was  conducting  her.  Out  of  his  slendedy  furnished 
purse  he  would  have  to  pay  for  her  board  and  lodging.  She 
had  no  right  to  lay  on  him  this  pecuniary  burden.  She  would 
not  accept  his  hospitality  for  longer  than  three  or  four  days, 
during  which  to  resolve  on  her  future  course. 

No't  unintentionally,  with  a  tinge  of  feminine  malice, 
C.eorgina  had  brought  the  keys  with  her,  the  keys  that  unlocked 
the  chest  containing  the  case  with  her  bank-notes,  the  attic 
where  was  the  plate,  the  bureau  and  the  drawers  in  which 
were  the  papers  of  her  uncle.  She  had  done  more — she  had 
readjusted  the  drum-lock  to  the  word  FARO,  and  had 
thereby  shut  in  the  bank-notes,  and  made  them  inaccessible. 
If  Hullett  and  1  )avcy  were  resolved  on  ransacking  the  house, 
let  them  break  the  locks,  and  if  so— take  the  consecjuence. 

Suddenly,  Sir  John  Chevalier  said  to  his  brother-in-law, 
"  She  is  ill." 

The  poor  girl,  overcome  by  the  tension  of  her  nerves,  the 
trouble  in  her  brain,  had  turned  deadly  white,  and  seemed 
about  to  sink. 

Mr.  Weldon  at  once  caught  and  sustained  her.  "  1  have 
a  drop  of  brandy  with  me,"  said  he ;  "  I  entreat  you  to  take 


It." 


She  shook  her  head. 

"  What  can  you  think  of  mc  ?  \'ou  can  think  of  me  evil 
only  1 "  she  gasped. 

"Young  lady,"  answered  the  parson,  "we  think  only  that 
you  have  been  misunderstood." 

"  My  head  is  on  fire  and  my  heart  is  sick,"  she  said.  "  1 
entreat  you,  take  no  notice  of  me.  I  am  not  so  wicked,  so 
vile,  as  they  say — as  you  have  been  led  to  suppose." 

"  My  child,"  said  the  vicar,  "  you  arc  unhappy,  for  you  have 
been  barbarously  treated.  Be  comforted,  you  are  with  such 
as  entertain  towards  you  only  pity  and  regard,  and  we  will 
leave  no  stone  unturned  to  obtain  redress  for  your  wrongs." 

"  You  can  do  nothing  for  me  in  that  way,"  she  said,  after 
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a  pause.  "  It  is  quite  true,  everything  is  gone  from  me.  I\Iy 
uncle  left  no  will,  and  I  have  a  right  to  nothing." 

"  As  to  your  future,"  said  the  parson,  "  do  not  be  dis- 
couraged. God  will  provide.  He  sent  me  to  you  in  your 
hour  of  distress,  and  I  take  that  as  a  mission  from  Him  which 
I  may  not  disregard.  Lay  your  head  back  on  the  cushions 
of  the  carriage  and  try  to  sleep." 

She  made  a  slight  dissentient  notion. 

"  Turn  your  thoughts  away  from  these  matters  that  fret  you. 
Best  of  all,  cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord,  and  He  will 
sustain  thee.  So  will  you  find  ease  of  mind  and  rest  to  a 
troubled  heart." 

This  was  language  so  unlike  any  she  had  hitherto  heard, 
that  it  was  incomprehensible  to  her. 

However,  she  leaned  back  and  closed  her  eyes. 

The  vicar  and  his  brother-in-law  resumed  their  conversation. 

Sir  John  Chevalier  was  a  baronet.  His  sister  Lucy,  his 
only  sister,  was  married  to  the  Reverend  Henry  Weldon 
when  he  was  a  curate.  She  was  many  years  older  than  her 
brother. 

The  late  baronet  had  been  a  gallant  soldier  and  had  fallen 
early  in  the  Peninsular  war.  The  blow  had  been  more  than 
Lady  Chevalier  could  bear.  Naturally  delicate,  she  had  sunk, 
and  had  left  her  children  to  the  care  of  their  aunt,  Miss 
Chevalier,  who  lived  in  Exeter,  a  lady  very  comfortably  off, 
who  idolised  her  nephew. 

He  was  a  fine  young  man,  honourable  and  true,  with  a 
pleasant,  open  countenance,  and  his  aunt  had  reason  for 
thinking  highly  of  him.  He  had  succeeded  to  the  baronetcy 
whilst  still  young,  had  a  fair  estate,  but  by  no  means  large, 
was  well  built  and  well  educated.  He  had,  happily,  not  been 
spoiled. 

He  was  in  a  cavalry  regiment,  and  was  now  paying  a  hasty 
visit  to  his  brother-in-law,  eager  to  see  what  the  cure  was  hke 
to  which  Mr.  Weldon  had  been  promoted  through  the  influ- 
ence of  Miss  Chevalier  with  the  dean  and  chapter.  He 
trusted  often  to  stay  with  his  sister  and  brother-in-law  when 
able  to  leave  his  regiment  for  a  few  days. 

As  Georgie's  eyes  closed  he  allowed  himself  to  observe  her. 
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Hitlierto  he  liad  hardly  permitted  himself  more  than  a  hasty 
glance,  lie  was  struck  with  the  fineness  of  her  features  and 
the  richness  of  the  dark  hair  that  framed  the  pale  face.  The 
hot  colour  was  still  perceptible  in  her  cheeks,  but  fading,  and 
it  passed  into  flushes  across  her  brow.  The  closed  eyelids 
were  dark,  and  at  intervals  they  vibrated,  and  the  hands 
clutched  convulsively. 

Presently  the  post-boy  drew  his  horses  to  the  left,  and  the 
landau  made  room  for  a  light  buggy,  in  which  sat  an  elderly 
gentleman  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion,  with  a  beaver  the 
brim  curled,  a  perfectly  fitting  overcoat  with  velvet  collar,  high 
shirt  collars,  and  a  belcher. 

This  gentleman  looked  at  those  who  were  in  the  carriage, 
started,  and  put  his  hand  on  the  rein,  but  was  too  late  to 
arrest  the  driver  in  time  to  speak  with  those  he  passed,  as  was 
his  apparent  intention.  The  young  baronet  saw  the  gentleman 
stand  up  in  his  trap,  turn  round,  and  adjust  his  gold-rimmed 
eyeglass. 

"Who  can  that  person  be?"  asked  Sir  John.  "  He  seems 
vastly  interested  in  us."  Then  calling  to  the  post-boy,  he  put 
the  question  to  him. 

"That,  sir,  is  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,"  answered  the  boy,  with 
his  head  over  his  shoulder. 

Georgina  opened  her  eyes  at  the  name,  and  sat  up. 

"  Where  is  he  ?     Why  did  you  mention  him  ?  " 

"  He  has  just  gone  by,"  was  the  reply.  "  Is  it  your  wish  to 
speak  with  him  ?  " 

"No— but  I  am  glad  that  he  has  returned."  Then  she  sank 
back  on  the  cushions. 

Sir  John  standing  up  called  to  the  post-boy — 

"  And  who  the  dickens  is  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  ?  " 

"Sir  Thomas,  sir !  Oh,  he's  a  great  man,  a  very  great  man. 
He  is  Warden  of  the  Stannaries  and  Steward  of  the  Duchy." 

Mr.  A\'eldon  took  Georgie's  hand. 

"  It  is  burning,"  he  said  ;  "you  are  in  a  high  fever." 

"  My  head  is  aching,"  she  replied,  "  I  cannot  hold  it  up.  I 
wonder  whether  Sir  Thomas  is  going  direct  to  Prince  Town, 
or  whether  he  will  take  \\'ellcombc  on  his  way,  and  if  so,  what 
he  will  say  to  llullett  and  Davcy." 
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As  he  drove  along,  Sir  Thomas  said  to  himself,  "How 
strange !  That  was  assuredly  Georgina  Thirkleby  in  black, 
and  looking  like  a  corpse.  In  a  carriage  with  strange  gentle- 
men, too,  and  one  a  parson  ! " 

Then  he  said  aloud  to  the  driver,  "  Bill,  who  were  those  who 
passed  us  just  now?" 

"  That  was  the  landau  from  the  Lion,"  replied  the  man. 
"  And  I  think  I  heard  say  as  how  the  new  vicar  to  Wellcombe 
was  staying  there,  and  had  hired  the  conveyance  for  the  day." 

"  The  new  vicar  ! — what  the  deuce  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Do  you  not  know,  sir,  that  Parson  Thirkleby  is  dead  and 
buried  ?  " 

"  Dead  and  buried  !  "  echoed  the  knight.  "  Good  heavens  ! " 
He  looked  blankly,  irresolutely  before  him.  "  Confound  me, 
that  I  was  away  !     What  may  have  happened  ?  " 

He  put  his  hand  on  the  reins,  and  the  driver  stayed  the 
horse. 

"  One  moment !  "  said  Sir  Thomas.  "  Let  me  consider." 
Then  recovering  himself,  "  Drive  immediately  to  the  Manor 
House,  Wellcombe." 
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'•"\  1[  .^E  arc  rather  awkwardly  placed,  are  we  not?"  asked 

"  I  rather  think  you  are  so,  old  cock,"  replied  HuUett. 

The  two  men  stood  looking  at  each  other  in  perplexity. 

"Everything  is  locked,"  said  Davey.  "Are  we  to  force 
open  box  and  bureau  ?  It  does  not  look  quite — quite  right, 
you  see." 

"  As  you  have  entered  into  this  job,  I  presume  you  will  have 
to  go  through  with  it,"  observed  the  squire. 

"  But  what  is  the  good,  if  she  has  carried  away  with  her 
that  particular  article  of  which  we  are  in  search  ?  "  asked  the 
captain. 

"  Vou  are  not  disposed  to  embezzle  the  notes  and  plate,  I 
presume?"  inquired  Hullett  drily. 

"  Embezzle,  sir  !  " 

"1  mean  lay  your  hand  on  them  on  behalf  of  your  cousin, 
the  heir-at-law." 

"  Well,  there  now,"  responded  the  captain,  with  a  crest- 
fallen look,  "in  point  of  fact  I  begin  to  doubt  the  relationship. 
Vou  see  my  people  have  no  k  ox  e  m  the  name.  They  are 
Thirlbys,  not  Thirklebys." 

"  Vou  said,  you  hoary  ini]X)stor,  that  your  cousin  had  taken 
out  letters  of  administration." 

"  No,  it  was  you  who  said  that,  improving  on  my  statement. 
I  said  that  he  was  considering  about  it."  ^ 

"  So  !  there  is  no  heir-at-law  at  all  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  say.     My  people  may  have  dropped  their  k's  just 
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as  others  slip  their  lis.     But  I  came  here  to  see  you  escheat 
for  the  Crown." 

"With  your  confounded  drink,"  said  Hullett,  "you  have 
muddled  everything.  What  is  the  advantage  of  our  being 
here,  in  possession,  if  the  '  Revelations '  have  been  spirited 
out  of  the  place.     I  won't  touch  the  plate  or  the  notes." 

"  We  may  as  well  search  for  the  manuscript.  She  was 
bluffing  us,  maybe." 

"  I  hold  she  has  taken  it  with  her." 

"  I  do  not,  or  why  should  she  have  locked  every  drawer  and 
closet  and  chest  ?  " 

"  I.est  we  should  take  away  the  valuables." 

"  But  they  are  only  in  the  chest  and  attic." 

"  It  is  all  due  to  your  confounded  drinking,  Davey.  You 
ought  to  have  known  that  the  parson  was  to  be  inducted 
to-day." 

"  How  was  I  to  know  ?  I  am  not  an  archdeacon  or  a 
churchwarden." 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?  "  inquired  Hullett,  biting  his  thumb. 
"  I  don't  like  breaking  open  doors  and  prising  locks.  It  does 
not  look  well  in  a  Justice  of  the  Peace.  Besides,  where's  the 
ood  if  she  has  carried  off  the  papers  ?  " 

^Ve  may  as  well  look,  now  we  are  here.     Let  us  call  in 
the  constable,  and  say  we  are  taking  an  inventory." 

"  I  don't  hke  it.     He  may  say — seal  everything." 

Again  Hullett  was  silent. 

"  I  have  a  bundle  of  keys  in  my  pocket,"  said  the  captain, 
"  and  perchance  some  may  fit." 

"There  is  a  great  deal  of  money  here,  and  no  one  but 
Moses  on  guard.  Through  your  tipsy  talk  at  the  tavern, 
it  is  all  over  the  parish  and  neighbourhood  that  money  and 
valuables  are  heaped  up  here.  It  is  all  a  muddle  because 
you  are  a  sot — excuse  the  word.  If  you  had  not  soaked  till 
your  wits  were  out  you  would  have  learned  and  remembered 
that  the  new  vicar  was  to  be  instituted  to-day,  and  that  it 
would  not  be  a  suitable  moment  for  us  to  make  the  attempt. 
It  will  not  do  to  leave  all  the  notes  here.  Their  numbers 
must  be  taken.  I  will  tell  you  what  we  will  do.  Send  for 
the  constable  and  blacksmith,  and  I  will  authorise  the  latter 
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to  pick  the  locks  if  you  will  give  mc,  in  your  hand,  a  written 
statement,  that  you  have  a  relative  claiming  the  estate." 

"  I  don't  know.  W'e  are  weak  in  a  /:.  But,  look  here,  let 
us  try  my  bunch  of  keys  first." 

"There  is  no  harm  in  that,  but  I  am  convinced,  that  spit- 
ting cat  has  carried  the  manuscri})t  away  with  her." 

"We  may  as  well  make  sure.  If  it  be  anywhere,  it  is  in  the 
iron  box." 

"Then  try  your  keys,"  said  lluUett. 

"  My  hand  shakes.     I  will  give  you  the  bunch." 

"Thank  you.     I  have  sprained  my  wrist." 

Davey,  grumbling,  knelt  on  the  floor  by  the  chest,  and 
actually  found  a  key  that  unlocked  it. 

"  By  George  I  here  is  the  iron  box,"  said  he. 

"  Yes,  and  fast.  Look  !  We  knew  it  was  open,  and  she 
must  be  aware  what  the  word  is  that  shuts  and  uncloses  the 
lock,  for  now  it  is  fast." 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?     Shall  we  smash  the  lock  ? " 

"You  may  do  it  whilst  I  look  out  of  the  window." 

The  door  opened  and  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  entered. 

"  Gentlemen  !  What  brings  you  here  ?  What  are  you 
about  ? " 

Davey  started  to  his  feet,  and  llullett  drew  back  in 
confusion. 

"How  is  this,  gentlemen ?  Has  Miss  Thirkleby  gone  and 
left  you  in  possession,  and  authorised  you  to  ransack  the 
boxes  ? " 

"  That's  just  it,  Tyrwhitt,"  said  the  st^uire,  recovering,  "  she 
has  not  a  foot  to  stand  on.  You  see  there  is  no  will — not  a 
shred  of  one.  She  was  good  enough  to  ask  my  friend  Davey 
and  me  to  search  for  one — but  there  is  none  to  be  found. 
And  as  that  is  the  case,  and  she  has  no  right  to  be  here,  or 
to  what  Mr.  Thirkleby  has  left  of  personal  estate,  she  has 
very  judiciously,  and  in  rare  good  feeling — withdrawn.  My 
friend  Davey  has  a  cousin  whom  he  holds  to  be  the  nearest 
of  kin." 

"  No — HuUett !  You  came  here  to  seize  —  because  the 
estate  escheated  to  the  Crown." 

"  It  has  perhaps  not  occurred  to  you,  gentlemen,"  said  Sir 
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Thomas  stiffly,  "  that  the  manor  may  have  been  purchased 
by  trustees  on  behalf  of  the  young  lady  ?  " 

Hullett's  face  fell.     Davey  stared  stupidly  at  the  speaker. 

"  I  have  the  best  reason  for  knowing  that  it  is  so,  as  I  am 
the  surviving  trustee ;  Mr.  Thirkleby  was  the  other.  Con- 
sequently this  house  is  hers,  and  its  contents  are  hers  till  you 
or  someone  else  can  make  good  a  claim  to  the  personal  estate 
of  the  deceased  vicar.  Now,  gentlemen,  what  have  you  to 
say  to  that  ?  " 

"  We  acted  as  we  supposed  right.  We  did  not  drive  Miss 
Georgie  away.  We  are  now  only  endeavouring  to  safeguard 
the  property  that  remains.  She  went  because  she  thought 
she  had  no  right  to  be  here,  and  she  was  mightily  taken 
with  the  new  vicar,  or  the  young  officer  who  accompanied 
him." 

"  It  was  so,  I  will  swear  to  it,"  threw  in  the  captain. 

"  I  believe  I  can  satisfy  you  that  the  manor  and  house 
belong  to  Miss  Thirkleby.  So,  gentlemen,  perhaps  you  will 
ride  after  her  and  advise  her  to  return." 

"  My  horse  is  bad  in  the  wind,"  said  Hullett. 

"  And  mine  has  a  splint,"  said  Davey. 

Hullett  looked  at  the  captain.  "  I  think,  Davey,  that  you 
no  longer  need  my  assistance.  Under  the  circumstances, 
your  cousin  will  withdraw  his  claim  to  the  real  estate,  but 
perhaps  proceed  with  that  to  the  personal  estate.  I  wish  you 
had  made  inquiries  beforehand,  and  not  dragged  me,  a 
magistrate,  into  this  matter." 

"And  perhaps  now,  squire,  you  will  abandon  all  thought  of 
the  property  escheating  to  the  Crown  ?  " 

"  I  wish  you  good-day,  gentlemen.  Davey,  as  you  un- 
locked that  chest,  be  so  good  as  to  lock  it  again  and  then 
decamp." 

"  I  remain  your  most  obedient  servant,"  said  Hullett,  with- 
drawing. 

"And  I,  sir,"  said  Davey,  scrambling  to  his  feet  after  having 
locked  the  box.     "  I,  sir,  am  yours  to  command." 


CHAPTER    XXVI 
AT  THE  RED  LION 

ON  the  nlorrow,  during  the  forenoon,  a  card  was  presented 
to  tlic  Reverend  Henry  Weldon,  that  bore  on  it  the 
name  of  Sir  Thomas  'I'yrwhitt. 

"  Show  the  gentleman  up,"  said  the  parson. 

Next  moment  the  knight  entered,  bowing  first  profoundly 
to  Mrs.  Weldon  and  then  to  the  vicar.  Sir  Thomas  was  a 
well-preserved  man.  Ills  hair  was  perhaps  extraordinarily  dark 
for  his  age,  as  might  be  judged  by  the  lines  in  his  face.  His 
whiskers,  cut  short  before  reaching  the  chin,  were  elaborately 
curled.  He  wore  a  bottle-green  coat  with  brass  buttons,  a 
check  waistcoat,  and  trousers  that  were  tight  from  the  knee 
downwards,  and  slit  at  the  bottom  to  overlap  his  boots. 

There  was  undoubted  artificiality  in  his  address,  in  his 
appearance,  in  his  altitudes,  and  yet  through  all  peered  kindli- 
ness and  genuine  courtesy. 

"  I  allow  myself  to  call  at  an  unprecedented  hour,  madam," 
said  he,  again  bowing,  "  only  because  the  occasion  is  unpre- 
cedented. I  have  ventured  here  to  inquire  after  the  health 
of  Miss  Thirkleby,  a  very  old  friend  of  mine,  one  whom  I 
left  blooming  as  a  spring  rose  in  the  house  of  her  uncle,  and 
whom  I  catch  a  glimpse  of,  on  my  return,  looking  like  a 
broken  lily,  and  learn  that  she  is  bereft  of  her  uncle,  and 
would  be  homeless  had  not  you,  madam,  and  you,  reverend 
sir,  most  kindly  taken  compassion  on  her." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  sir,"  said  the  lady,  a  gentle, 
sweet  person,  "  I  regret  to  tell  you,  that  Miss  Thirkleby  is 
unwell.     She  has  undergone  a  great  strain,  and  the  doctor, 

174 


AT   THE   RED   LION  175 

who  was  here  last  night,  and  whom  we  expect  this  morning, 
says  that  she  is  suffering  from  nervous  fever." 

"  I  trust  she  is  in  no  danger,"  said  Sir  Thomas  anxiously. 

"  I  also  trust  not,"  replied  the  lady.  "  Will  you  not  take  a 
chair.  Sir  Thomas  ?  " 

"You  are  very  kind.  In  one  moment."  The  knight 
turned  to  the  vicar.  "  My  dear  sir,  I  live  at  Prince's  Hall, 
on  Dartmoor,  and  am  Warden  of  the  Stannaries  —  which, 
perhaps,  sounds  an  empty  title  to  one  who  does  not  belong  to 
the  West.  I  was  intimate  with  the  Reverend  Josiah  Thirkleby, 
I  may  even  say,  I  was  very  intimate  with  him.  I  had  known 
him  for  a  good  many  years  before  he  came  into  this  wilder- 
ness. His  death  is  to  me  a  shock,  and  I  shall  feel  his  loss. 
He  was  vastly  respected." 

"From  what  I  hear,"  responded  Mr.  Weldon,  "he  was  a 
man  who  gave  offence  to  no  one." 

"  That  is  true.  He  was  a  scholar,  a  man  of  excellent  parts, 
of  unexceptionable  breeding,  and  of  rare  tact.  He  was  one 
who  never  touched  a  raw." 

"Tact  is  a  rare  and  precious  gift.  But  wounds  surely  ought 
not  always  to  be  left  alone." 

"To  pass  to  another  topic,"  said  the  knight.  "Miss 
Thirkleby  is  with  you.  You  must  pardon  me  if  I  cannot 
understand  the  circumstances.  The  account  I  have  heard 
has  been  confused  and  contradictory.  Of  your  goodness  and 
consideration  I  have  no  shadow  of  doubt ;  but  I  marvel  at 
her  being  induced  to  leave  her  home  to  accompany  you.  It 
demonstrates  perfect  tact  on  your  part  to  at  once  win  her 
confidence,"  and  Sir  Thomas  made  a  bow  to  Mr.  Weldon  and 
then  to  the  lady.  He  now  said,  "Allow  me,"  and  took  a 
chair,  arranging  his  coat-tails  so  as  not  to  sit  on  them,  and 
drawing  up  his  trousers  so  as  not  to  form  bulges  at  the 
knee. 

"  She  could  not  well  help  herself,  poor  girl,"  answered  the 
vicar;  "she  was  ejected  from  the  house,  and  had  I  not 
been  on  the  spot  she  would  have  been  left  homeless  in  the 
road." 

"  Kindly  tell  me  the  circumstances.  When  I  reached 
Wellcombe   yesterday    I   found    two   officious   personages   in 
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possession  al  llic   Manor  House,  but  could  extract  little  in- 
formation from  them." 

"  You  shall  have  the  story  in  three  words,"  said  Mr.  Weldon. 
*'  Perhaps  you  are  aware  tliat  my  predecessor  had  turned  the 
vicarage  into  cottages?  When  I  arrived  I  found  that  I  had 
no  parsonage  into  which  to  go,  and  that  I  should  be  con- 
strained to  take  up  my  residence  temporarily  at  Ashburton. 
I  could  not  turn  the  occupants  summarily  out  of  the  vicarage. 
I  had  to  give  them  reasonable  time  to  clear  out  and  find  new 
homes.  My  difficulty  then  was,  what  to  do  about  sleeping 
accommodation  when  I  went  to  Wellcombe  to  do  duty.  The 
road  from  Ashburton  is  long  and  infinitely  arduous.  I  really 
think  I  could  not  face  it  both  ways  on  a  Sunday  in  winter. 
For  reasons  wherewith  I  need  not  trouble  you,  I  did  not 
desire  to  stay  at  the  village  inn.  In  my  difficulty  I  threw 
myself  on  the  hospitality  of  Miss  Thirkleby.  She  was  pre- 
pared at  once,  most  generously,  to  receive  me.  But  it  so  fell 
out,  providentially,  that  I  was  at  her  house  when  two  gentle- 
men arrived,  one  of  whom  was  a  magistrate,  to  inform  her 
that  she  had  no  right  to  the  house,  and  that  they  were 
constrained  regretfully  to  make  her  quit  it,  so  that  they  might 
take  charge  of  it  on  behalf  of  the  true  heir.  At  least,  that 
is  how  I  understood  it,  but  the  entire  proceeding,  and  their 
conduct,  impressed  me  with  distrust." 

"  I  can  set  your  mind  at  rest,"  said  Sir  Thomas.  "  That 
house  is  hers.  When  purchased  with  certain  monies  to  be 
disposed  of  for  her  advantage,  it  was  conveyed  in  trust  for 
her  to  Mr.  Thirkleby,  her  uncle,  and  to  myself.  I  have  made 
the  intruders  cjuit  the  premises.  The  Manor  House  belongs 
to  Miss  Thirkleby.  I  only  wish  that  more  land  went  with  it. 
The  estate  is  very  small.  The  manorial  rights  are  valueless. 
As  to  Mr.  Thirkleby's  personal  property,  that  possibly  may 
go  to  some  heir,  but  to  whom  we  do  not  know,  as  he  left  no 
will.  Of  course,  no  bank  will  surrender  any  deposit  there 
till  the  legal  rights  as  to  the  succession  are  established,  but  I 
really  have  no  idea  whether  the  late  vicar  kept  a  Ijanking 
account.  As  to  any  immediate  expenses  that  may  be  incurred 
by  Miss  Thirkleby,  there  need  be  no  concern.  I  will  stand 
responsible.     1  am  trustee  for  her  property." 
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"These  little  matters  can  be  gone  into  later,"  said  Mr. 
Weldon,  "  when  she  has  recovered.  She  is  really  ill  now,  upset 
at  being  so  ignominiously  driven  from  her  home,  and,  above 
all,  perhaps,  by  the  painful  scene  that  attended  it.  Some- 
how or  other,  by  some  inadvertence,  she  had  offended  the 
parishioners  of  Wellcombe.  There  is  no  love  lost  between 
them." 

"  I  do  not  understand  this." 

"Nor  do  I.  Perhaps  she  will  explain  later.  We  cannot 
ask  her  concerning  it  now." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  this,  as  she  will  have  to  return  to  Well- 
combe." 

"  That  she  will  never  do.  She  has  been  wounded  too 
deeply,  and  I  think  it  would  be  most  unadvisable  to  enforce 
it.  At  present  it  is  her  one  idea,  to  which  she  reverts  with 
vehemence,  both  when  delirious  and  when  her  brain  is 
clear." 

"What  can  be  done?"  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas.  "I,  who 
have  known  her  since  her  earliest  childhood,  feel  a  re- 
sponsibility for  her,  and  could  not  allow  her  far  from  my 
sight,  I  am  sure  that  her  relations,  if  she  has  any,  and  myself, 
owe  to  you,  madam,  and  to  you,  reverend  sir,  a  debt  of 
gratitude  not  easily  discharged.  I  need  hardly  say  that  the 
Manor  House  is  at  your  disposal,  to  reside  in  till  the  parsonage 
is  made  habitable  to  receive  you.  Indeed,  it  will  be  a  relief 
to  my  mind  that  someone  responsible  should  be  in  the  place. 
Perhaps,  when  you  are  there — you,  who  have  so  completely 
won  her  confidence — her  repugnance  to  a  return  to  Wellcombe 
may  fade  away." 

Sir  Thomas  rose  and  bowed,  dropped  his  coat-tails  grace- 
fully, and  smoothed  down  his  trousers  over  the  knee. 

"  I  feel  I  have  shockingly  trespassed  on  your  valuable  time," 
he  said,  retreating  towards  the  door,  and  bowing;  then,  as 
though  recollecting  himself,  he  took  a  step  forward  again,  and 
said,  "By  the  way,  if  you  will  permit  me  another  word.  You 
will  inevitably  hear  strange  stories  relative  to  Miss  Thirkleby. 
Pardon  me,  madam,  if  I  say  it,  but  you  will  be  told  that  she 
is  of  the  blood  royal  —  that  is  to  say,  that  His  Gracious 
Majesty,  the  king,  is  her  father.     Such  is  the  common  talk. 
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It  is  not  for  nic  to  affirm  that  this  is  true  or  to  deny  it. 
What  I  am  sure  of  is,  that  nothing  was  heard  of  this 
scandal  till  comparatively  recently.  How  it  got  into  folks' 
mouths  I  cannot  say.  Assuredly  not  from  her  uncle. 
Some  wild  bloods  and  town  bucks,  who  were  staying 
with  me  or  at  Stannon,  may  have  set  the  ball  a-roUing — 
I  cannot  say.  Or  some  fancied  resemblance  may  have 
been  traced  between  her  and  His  Most  Gracious  ISIajesty 
when  Prince  of  Wales.  Again,  I  cannot  say.  You  will  be 
assured  most  positively  of  the  relationship.  But  such  as 
are  most  positive  in  assertion  are  always  the  least  justified 
in  making  it." 

"  That  is  the  case,"  said  the  vicar.  "  But  remember,  also, 
that  he  who  drops  the  curtain  is  the  man  who  stands  behind 
the  scenes." 

Sir  Thomas's  mouth  twitched. 

"  I  have  not  humoured  the  whim.  I  have  remained 
neutral,  I  know  nothing — that  is  to  say,  officially  I  can 
say  nothing.  If" —  He  checked  himself,  and  again  made 
for  the  door.  But  once  more  he  turned  and  advanced  into 
the  room.  "  I  am  ashamed  to  again  trouble  you,"  he 
said,  "  but  there  is  a  matter  of  certain  papers  that  must  be 
mentioned.  Are  you  aware  whether  she  has  brought  away 
with  her  a  bundle  in  a  brown  cover,  bound  with  red  tape 
and  sealed  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  there  is  none,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon.  "  If  there 
had  been  I  think  I  should  have  seen  it." 

"  I  thank  you  a  thousand  times.  I  will  intrude  no 
longer." 

As  Sir  Thomas  finally  withdrew  he  nearly  stumbled  over 
Sir  John  Chevalier,  who  was  entering.  Both  retreated  and 
apologised. 

The  vicar  seized  the  occasion  to  introduce  his  brother-in- 
law  to  the  Warden  of  the  Stannaries.  This  occupied  a  few 
minutes,  as  certain  compliments  had  to  be  bandied  from  side 
to  side. 

Then  Sir  Thomas  left  the  room  and  descended  the 
stairs. 

On  the  doorstep  of  the  Red  Lion,  that  looks  on  the  Exeter 
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road,  he  saw  Alse  Grylls  seated  with  the  cards,  which  she  was 
sorting  in  her  lap. 

"  Why,  grannie  !  what  brings  you  here  ?  "  he  inquired,  in  a 
kindly  tone. 

"Ah,  sir!  how  can  you  ask,  when  my  darling  is  ill  They 
drove  her  out  of  Wellcombe,  as  though  she  had  been  a  mad 
dog.  Shame  !  Shame  to  'em  !  I  know  who  urged  'em  on, 
and  let  them  expect  trouble." 

"  Uid  you  walk  into  Ashburton  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  I  shall  not  return  till  I  have  seen  her — not  if 
I  sit  here  day  and  night." 

"And,  whilst  waiting,  play  patience?" 

"Sir?" 

"I  mean  a  little  game  of  cards  with  yourself." 

"  No,  sir,  it  does  not  concern  me.  I  am  laying  the  cards 
for  her.  I  know  now,  what  I  did  not  know  yesterday,  who  is 
the  king  of  hearts.  I  have  seen  him  go  by,  and  he  has  spoke 
me  fair.  He  is  a  pretty  gentleman  and  a  soldier.  When  I 
drew  out  my  pack  just  now,  then  there  started  up  the  king  of 
hearts." 

"  And  so.  Sir  John  Chevalier  is  the  king  of  hearts  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  mind  that  is  the  name  they  give  him." 

The  old  woman  laid  her  cards  on  the  doorstep.  She  was  a 
picturesque  figure  in  an  old  black  silk  scuttle  bonnet,  very 
faded,  and  a  scarlet  cloak.  She  wore  a  clean  white  apron,  and 
under  her  bonnet  was  the  broad  frilled  cap,  beautifully  white 
and  goffered. 

Sir  Thomas  watched  her  with  an  amused  expression  in  his 
face. 

"And  prithee.  Goodie,  who  is  the  queen  of  hearts?" 

"  How  can  you  ask,  sir  ? — surely,  my  darling." 

"  I  suppose  you  are  trying  to  bring  king  and  queen  together, 
you  old  witch  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  she  replied,  "  look  how  the  knave  of  spades  comes  up 
between." 

Sir  Thomas  threw  her  a  crown  and  walked  away.  But  he 
had  not  gone  far  down  the  street  before  he  turned  and  looked 
back. 

Then  he  saw  Sir  John  Chevalier  issue  from  the  inn,  hold 
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out  his  hand  to  raise  Alse,  with  as  much  courtesy  as  though 
she  had  been  a  lady,  and  lead  her  into  the  inn. 

"She  has  gone  to  nurse  her  darling,"  said  the  knight. 
"That  young  fellow  has  good  points  about  him.  Well,  the 
cards  might  play  worse  than  bring  together  king  and  queen 
of  hearts.'' 


CHAPTER   XXVII 
IN  THE  BAR 

SIR  THOMAS  TYRWHITT  walked  down  the  hill  from 
the  Red  Lion,  situated  on  the  Exeter  road,  at  the 
extremity  of  the  town,  so  as  to  catch  travellers  from  the  county 
capital. 

He  was  arrested  by  a  young  man,  who  wore  a  bunch  of 
ribbons  in  his  hat,  and  who  saluted  him,  and,  stopping  before 
him,  showed  that  he  was  desirous  of  exchanging  a  few  words 
with  the  knight. 

"  You  want  me  ? "  asked  Sir  Thomas.  Then—"  Oh  ! 
Samson  Furze,  as  I  am  alive  !  What  is  the  signification  of 
these  fluttering  colours  ?  " 

"  I  have  taken  the  king's  shilling,  sir." 

"  You  !  I  am  surprised.  What  the  deuce  has  led  such  as 
you  to  this  ?  Donning  a  scarlet  coat  to  receive  the  admira- 
tion of  the  wenches  ?     Verily  men  are  as  vain  as  women." 

"No,  sir,  it  is  not  that.  As  to  the  shilling,  I  may  have 
desired  to  buy  with  it  an  ounce  of  Bohea  for  mother,  or 
tobacco  for  my  own  pipe.  I  have  joined  the  ranks,  but  my 
reasons  concern  none  but  myself." 

"  Assuredly  ;  and  pray  what  do  you  require  of  me  ?  To 
take  a  message  to  the  dad  to  buy  you  out?" 

"  Not  that  at  all,  sir.  I  knew  my  own  mind  when  I  enlisted. 
I  am  not  going  back  to  Wellcombe.  But — you  have  just 
come  out  of  the  Red  Lion.  They  are  there — these  new 
people,  and  I  want  to  know  why  they  have  carried  her 
off!" 

"Her!" 
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"  Ay,  sir — Miss  Georgie." 

"  Perhaps  she  has  come  to  Ashburton  to  buy  an  ounce  of 
best  Bohea  for  her  own  consumption,  or  a  sliilling's  worth 
of  tobacco  for  Alse  Grylls.  She  may  have  her  reasons  that 
concern  none  but  herself." 

The  young  fellow  muttered  with  impatience. 

"  I  want  to  know,"  he  said,  "  and,  what  is  more,  I  will 
know." 

Sir  Thomas  drew  himself  up,  put  his  gold  eyeglass  up  and 
raked  him  with  haughty  surprise. 

"  Sir,  you  see  I  have  known  Miss  Georgie  for  a  many  years ; 
we  was  children  together.  I  don't  want  no  harm  to  come 
to  her." 

There  was  something  almost  plaintive  in  the  tone,  the 
manner,  in  which  the  young  man  uttered  these  words. 

"  As  to  harm  overtaking  her,  you  may  make  yourself  easy 
on  that  head,  Samson.  I  will  see  that  she  is  protected  and 
is  well  cared  for." 

"  Then  why  is  she  with  these  people  ?  " 

"  These  people  are  the  Weldons.  The  reverend  gentleman 
has  been  appointed  vicar  in  Wellcombe." 

"  But  why  is  she  at  the  Red  Lion  ?  " 

"  She  is  ill — very  ill,  with  fever." 

"  Then  she  ought  to  be  at  home.  I  don't  see  why  she 
should  come  to  Ashburton  to  take  the  fever." 

"  You  colt !  She  did  not  come  here  to  catch  the  fever,  any 
more  than,  I  take  it,  you  came  here  to  get  those  ribbons. 
Having  got  here,  you  were  inveigled  into  the  red  coat,  and  she 
got  ill,  that  is  it." 

"  \\'hy  did  she  come  here  ? " 

"  I  really  am  not  in  lier  confidence,  nor  do  I  recognise  your 
right  to  ask  these  (luestions." 

"  You  call  me  a  colt.  I  am  a  cart-horse  colt,  and  she  a 
thoroughbred.  She  said  that.  But  for  all,  I  do  take  an 
interest  in  her.  She  was  reared  to  Wellcombe.  I've  seed  her 
there  flying  about  like  a  hawk.  She  shot  me,  and  it  is  a 
wonder  she  did  not  kill  me.  I  want  to  know  why  she  is  with 
those  people." 

"  My  good  fellow,"  said  Sir  Thomas  laughingly,  "  if  I  tell 
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you  that  she  had  offered  them  hospitahty  at  the  Manor  House, 
will  that  content  you  ?  She  has  been  worried  and  hardly 
tried,  through  her  uncle's  death,  and  I  dare  be  bound  she  has 
come  here  for  a  change,  and  has  fallen  ill.  Now  are  you 
satisfied  ?  " 

"  When  is  she  going  back  to  Wellcombe  ?  " 

"  I  really  cannot  say.  The  parson  and  his  wife  will  be  her 
guests." 

"  And  that  young  officer,  they  call  Sir  John,  is  he  going  to 
be  her  guest  also  ?  " 

"  There  you  ask  me  a  question  I  cannot  answer.  Perhaps 
you  may  like  to  be  informed  how  many  valises  and  trunks 
they  will  take  with  them?" 

"  No ;  why  should  that  young  man  hang  about  the  Red 
Lion  ?  " 

"  Because  he  takes  his  meals  there.  He  is  Parson  Weldon's 
brother-in-law,  and  is  staying  with  him.  That  suffices.  You 
sorely  try  my  patience." 

Then  Sir  Thomas  strode  forward. 

But  Samson  went  after  him. 

"  I  want  to  know,  is  he  going  to  Wellcombe  ?  Has  she 
invited  him  to  be  there?" 

"  My  good  boy,  you  are  becoming  tiresome.  I  will  answer 
no  more  questions.  Possibly,  when  I  assure  you  that  I  know 
no  more,  then  you  will  cease  to  molest  me." 

And  again  he  advanced  on  his  way. 

It  was  not  the  manner  of  Sir  Thomas  to  be  discourteous  to 
anyone,  and  he  was  invariably  careful  to  keep  on  good  terms 
with  the  yeomen  families  of  the  "  Venville "  parishes,  those 
which  bordered  on  the  duchy  lands. 

But  Samson  tried  his  patience  unaccountably,  and  he  re- 
sented it. 

The  knight  could  assume  an  air  of  dignity  when  he  chose, 
an  air  that  froze  his  interlocutor,  and  this  air  he  now  assumed. 

Samson  understood,  more  by  his  manner  than  by  his  words, 
that  it  was  not  the  intention  of  Sir  Thomas  to  allow  further 
pressure  to  be  put  on  him. 

The  young  man  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and 
sauntered  moodily  in  the  direction  of  the  inn. 
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He  entered  the  bar,  where  sat  the  post-boy,  a  very  elderly 
boy,  who  carried  on  a  long-protracted  flirtation  with  the  bar- 
maid, a  flirtation  that  never  led  to  a  declaration.  It  had 
flickered  on  for  several  years,  and  would  probably  flicker  on 
till  it  went  out  altogether. 

"  Well,  now,  Mr.  Samson,"  said  Anne  Joyce,  the  barmaid, 
"  when  be  you  going  to  the  wars  ?  " 

'>  I  can't  say,"  responded  the  youth ;  "  but  I  know  we  shall 
have  to  march  to  Exeter,  so  soon  as  the  sergeant  has  made  up 
his  numbers." 

"I  reckon  you'll  run  home  and  give  your  mammy  a  last 

kiss." 

Samson  flushed  up.  He  thought  she  was  alluding  to  the 
last  verse  in  "fan's  Courtship."  He  replied  sulkily,  "I'm 
bound  to  bide  here,  to  be  sent  off"  when  ordered.  How  is  the 
young  lady  upstairs  ?  " 

"  Oh,  she  is  about  the  same.  She'll  be  amazin'  flattered  to 
have  two  young  chaps  inquiring  after  her.  There  be  the 
baronet  they  call  Sir  John,  he's  asking  the  (luestion  fifty 
times." 

Samson's  brow  darkened. 

"  I  shall  be  having  fever  next,"  continued  the  barmaid,  "  m 
hopes  that  the  chaps  will  come  after  me  as  often." 

"  Anne,  it  be  you  as  throw  the  young  chaps  into  a  fever, 
and  lord,' now  they  comes  here  and  can't  help  it,"  said  Sparke 

the  post-boy. 

"  Surely  you  don't  reckon  yourself  among  the  young  chaps, 

Mr.  Sparke?"  ,     ,^ 

"  How  long  be  Sir  John  going  to  bide  here  ?    asked  Samson 

gloomily.  . 

"  Bless  the  boy  !  How  can  I  tell  ? "  asked  the  JDarmaid.^ 
"I  reckon  he  won't  go  so  long  as  the  young  lady  is  here." 

"I  be  told  these  people  are  going  to  stay  at  the  Manor 
House  in  Wellcombe  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  nothing  about  that,"  said  Anne. 

"  I  don't  fancy  Miss'  (^eorgie  Thirkleby  will  relish  going 
back  to  Wellcombe  yet  a  while,"  threw  in  the  post-boy.  "If 
you'd  been  hounded  out  o'  the  place  as  she  was,  you'd  not  be 
over-keen  to  put  your  nose  into  it  again." 
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"  Who  hounded  her  out  ?  " 

"  Oh,  the  women.  They  hadn't  a  good  word  to  cast  at  her, 
but  I  reckon  they  pelted  her  purty  hard  wi'  foul  names,  and 
they  drove  her  raging  mad.  That  is  the  sense  of  it,  and  that 
explains  the  fever.     It's  shame  and  anger  together." 

"  \Vhy  did  the  officer  suffer  it  ?  " 

"  What  could  he  do  ?  There  was  a  parcel  of  females.  You 
would  not  have  him  knock  their  heads  together.  The  men 
said  nought ;  they  looked  on  and  sniggered." 

"  I'm  sure  I  would  not  go  back  if  I  were  so  treated,"  said 
Anne  Joyce. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  post-boy,  "  there's  no  chance  of  that." 

"  What !  The  men  indifferent  that  I  should  leave  Ash- 
burton?     Oh,  Mr.  Sparke!" 

"  I  did  not  mean  that,"  stammered  the  post-boy.  ''  What  I 
do  feel  sure  of  is  that  were  you  so  treated,  I'd  strike  right  and 
left  wi'  my  whip,  womens  or  no  womens." 

"  If  Miss  Georgie  will  not  go  back  to  Wellcombe,"  said 
Samson,  harping  on  the  one  string,  "  where  will  she  go  ?  " 

"  Where  ?  Oh,  bless  your  heart,  that's  all  arranged.  She'll 
elope  with  the  young  baronet." 

Samson  sprang  to  his  feet,  turned  livid,  and  clenched  his 
fists. 

At  that  moment  a  hearty  voice  was  heard  calling,  "  Sammy  ! 
Is  my  Sammy  here?     Where  is  my  Sammy?" 

"There's  your  father  come  after  you,"  said  the  barmaid. 
"I  bet  a  bottle  of  claret  he  is  come  to  buy  you  out." 

"Oh,  Sammy!  you  here?"  shouted  the  burly  yeoman,  as 
he  entered  the  bar.  "Anne,  my  dear,  a  couple  o'  glasses  o' 
white  ale  in  the  little  parlour.  I  want  a  few  words  wi'  my 
boy  all  to  ourselves." 

White  ale  is  a  remarkable  brew  much  in  vogue  in  South 
Devon  till  of  late. 

The  barmaid  at  once  complied  with  the  request,  and 
Samson  sheepishly  followed  his  sire  into  the  private  apartment. 

When  they  were  alone  and  seated,  the  old  man  proceeded 
leisurely  to  sip  the  slime  that  went  by  the  name  of  "  white 
ale,"  and  fixed  his  son  with  his  eye.  Samson  sat  on  the 
farther  side  of  the  table,  looking  gloomily  at  the  board. 
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Presently  the  yeoman  set  down  his  mug. 

"Sammy,"  said  he,  "you're  a  nice  boy  to  go  for  to  break 
your  mother's  heart,  and  give  occasion  to  bust  my  pocket. 
She's  a-cryin'  till  she's  cracked  her  jaw.  My  purse  '11  have  to 
bleed  golden  guineas  to  purchase  your  discharge." 

"  I  don't  intend  to  be  bought  out,"  answered  Samson.  He 
did  not  touch  the  liquor  before  him.  "  Father,  I  will  not 
return  to  Wellcombe.  And  if  mother  frets  over  me,  tell  her 
it's  her  own  doing." 

"  I'll  not  tell  her  that.  A  miller  don't  go  under  the  sluice 
when  he  lifts  the  hatch." 

"  If  mother  is  vexed,  she  brought  it  all  on  herself.  Who 
sits  on  a  hot  plate  must  endure  blisters.  I'm  not  going  home 
to  be  the  mock  of  the  parish,  as  one  who  went  a-courtin'  of  a 
king's  daughter,  and  was  dri\-en  away  with  the  mop.  I've 
been  cock  of  the  walk,  and  I'll  not  go  back  a  plucked  fowl. 
If  ever  I  do  return,  it  will  be  in  my  red  coat  when  this  matter 
is  forgotten.  It  was  mother's  doing ;  I  knew  how  it  would 
end,  but  she  drove  me  on.  And  she  would  go  blaring  over  all 
the  country  what  she  would  do  when  we  had  the  lordship  of 
the  manor." 

"  Sammy,"  said  the  yeoman,  "  us  have  all  got  our  special 
vocations,  and  it's  a  duty  to  fulfil  'em.  Generals  be  sent  to 
fight  battles  and  not  to  do  wool-work.  Your  mother's  mission, 
Sammy,  was  to  make  as  much  unpleasantness  as  her  could, 
and  her  does  it.  She  were  given  an  orging  for  the  purpose, 
and  that  there  orging  is  always  in  use.  If  fleas  didn't  bite, 
and  appledrains  (wasps)  didn't  sting,  what  'ud  they  be  created 
for?  It  is  their  callin',  and  they  does  it.  More  honour  to 
them.  At  Furze,  mother  has  but  a  limited  sphere  —  as 
Martha  be  deaf  as  a  \)0S\.,  and  I  don't  mind  her  a  doit. 
Wellcombe  be  a  fine  place,  wi'  good  land,  and  broad  com- 
mons, and  just  about  all  a  rational  man  can  want.  He'd 
think  it  a  paradise,  and  never  sigh  for  heaven.  So  a  wise 
providence  has  sent  into  it  two  or  three  women  I  could  name, 
just  to  let  us  see  it  ain't  all  jam." 

"  I  can't  go  back,"  protested  Samson,  looking  sullenly 
below  the  table.     "  No,  not  for  years." 

"That's  no  comfort  to    mother,  not   more   than  a  cuckoo 
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could  sip  out  o'  the  tail  of  an  old  launder.  Have  you  nothing 
for  me  to  say  better  nor  that  ?  " 

"Tell  her  to  let  me  know  when  Parson's  Georgie  goes 
back." 

"  She'll  never  go  back,"  said  the  yeoman.  "  She  has  been 
turned  out." 

"Then  I'd  like  to  hear  where  to  she  goes,  and  whether 
there  be  any  fine  gentleman  after  her." 

"  How  is  mother  to  hear  that  ?  News  comes  late  to  Well- 
combe." 

"Tell  her,"  said  Samson,  throwing  up  his  head  defiantly, 
"  that  I  shall  bring  back  Royal  Georgie  to  Wellcombe,  and 
all  the  bells  shall  ring,  and  all  the  folk  shout  to  welcome  her, 
or"— 

"  Well,  Sammy  ?  " 

"  Or  else  I  shall  never  return  at  all." 


CHx\PTER  XXVIII 
WHITHER  SHALL  SHP:  GO? 

"  "\  T  r  E   arc   in   a   quandary,"   said   the  Reverend  Henry 

VV  ^Vcldon  to  his  wife  and  brother-in-law.  "Miss 
Thirkleby  is  distinctly  better.  Her  fresh  and  vigorous  nature 
has  thrown  off  the  fever.  She  is  most  persistent  that  she 
will  not  return  to  Wellcombe.  We,  ourselves,  have  to  go 
there,  and  her  house  is  placed  unreservedly  at  our  disposal. 
But  it  does  not  seem  right  to  go  without  her ;  and  if  she  is 
not  there,  we  can  occupy  it  only  as  tenants.  Again  —  and 
here  comes  in  the  prime  difficulty.  When  we  remove  to 
Wellcombe,  what  is  she  to  do?  Go  back  she  will  not.  A 
young  thing  with  her  good  looks  should  not  I)l'  left  adrift. 
She  must  be  placed  in  trustworthy  hands." 

*' Has  she  no  female  relatives? "  asked  Sir  John. 

"  I  cannot  learn  that  she  has  any.  There  is  a  mystery 
about  her.  Nobody  seems  to  know  anything  about  her  family. 
Of  course,  there  are  stories  in  circulation,  but  we  have  no 
right  to  give  them  credence.  I  really  do  not  know  what  is  to 
be  done." 

"  Surely  she  must  have  some  belongings,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon. 

"  In  which  direction  are  we  to  look  for  them  ?  We  do  not 
even  know  whether  she  was  the  niece  of  the  late  vicar.  Her 
story  is  obscure,  and  one  shrinks  from  asking  too  many 
questions  as  to  her  past." 

"  Not  as  to  her  past,"  corrected  the  young  man.  "  But  as 
to  her  origin.     Her  past  must  be  blameless." 

"By  some  means  she  has  aroused  the  ill-will  of  the 
country  people  among  whom  she  was  reared.      That   is   an 
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uncomfortable  fact,  and  I  can  get  at  no  clear  explanation 
of  it." 

"The  ignorant  and  stupid  are  always  opposed  to  what  is 
higher  and  nobler  than  themselves,"  said  Sir  John. 

"That  she  has  an  impetuous  and  passionate  temper  and 
little  self-control,"  said  the  vicar,  "  that  we  learned  by  what 
we  saw  and  heard." 

"But  consider  the  provocation!"  exclaimed  the  baronet. 
"  If  any  folk  were  to  behave  to  me  as  those  snarling  curs  did 
to  her  "— 

"  None  ever  would,  John ;  you  are  too  much  of  a  gentle- 
man to  provoke  hostility." 

"  Henry,  that  is  unfair.  You  imply  that  she  has  not  acted 
as  a  lady,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon. 

"  I  think  she  has  been  tactless  and,  perhaps,  overbearing. 
Possibly  she  may  have  allowed  the  peasantry  to  suppose  that 
she  disdained  them." 

"  And  she  had  a  right  to  do  so.  I  despise  them  utterly ; 
a  despicable  set,  to  behave  as  they  did  to  a  young  girl,  be- 
reaved recently  of  her  only  relative,  and  cast  forth  into  the 
world  homeless,"  exclaimed  the  baronet. 

"  Whatever  you  may  feel,  you  would  not  show  it,  John,"  said 
his  sister. 

"  You  do  not  know  what  the  provocation  was,"  observed  the 
vicar. 

"  I  think,  sir,"  said  the  young  man,  "  you  are  hard  on  her 
yourself." 

"  I  do  not  judge  till  I  have  heard  both  sides." 

"  Well,  what  she  has  done  concerns  us  as  little  as  what 
she  is,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon,  interposing.  "  That  which  we  have 
to  consider  is — what  is  to  become  of  her  ?  " 

"  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  as  well,  is  anxious,"  said  the  vicar ; 
"but  he  cannot  offer  her  a  home,  he  is  a  bachelor.  He  is 
old  enough,  I  should  have  supposed,  but  he  considers  himself 
young.     Has  she  intimated  a  wish  of  any  sort  to  you,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  None,"  answered  Mrs.  Weldon.  "  I  have,  purposely,  said 
not  a  word  about  it  to  her ;  she  persists  in  declaring  that  she 
does  not  care  what  becomes  of  her — only,  back  to  Wellcombe 
she  will  not  go." 
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The  door  opened,  and  Georgina  entered. 

She  was  very  pale,  with  dark  circles  about  her  lustrous  eyes, 
making  them  look  doubly  large  and  luminous.  She  appeared 
worn  and  thin,  but  was  composed  in  manner. 

All  rose  in  surprise,  and  Sir  John  was  starting  to  salute  and 
lead  her  to  a  chair,  when  his  brother-in-law  interposed,  and 
conducted  her  to  a  seat  by  the  fire. 

"  This  is  a  surprise  and  a  pleasure,"  he  said. 

"I  heard  you  talking,"  she  answered,  "and  thought  you 
were  all  together.  I  shall  not  find  any  rest  till  I  have  spoken 
before  all." 

"  Is  it  wise?"  asked  the  vicar. 

"  Did  you  not  hear  me  say  that  this  alone  will  give  me 
rest?     I  must  vindicate  myself." 

"  A  vindication  is  unnecessary,"  said  Sir  John.  "  No  one 
accuses  you  of  any  fault." 

This  was  not  true,  but  a  gallant  young  man  is  allowed  to 
trench  on  truth,  when  paying  a  compliment. 

Georgina  took  no  notice  of  his  remark.  She  would  not  sit 
down,  but  folded  her  long  white  hands  before  her,  and  looked 
from  one  to  another  of  those  in  the  room. 

"  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me,  and  yet  you  must  have 
supposed  me  to  be  one  of  the  most  odious  of  women.  I 
do  not  see  at  what  other  conclusion  you  can  have  arrived, 
after  witnessing  the  manner  in  which  I  was  treated  on 
leaving  Wellcombe." 

"The  most  charming — the  most  ill-treated,"  broke  in  Sir 
John ;  but  Georgie  raised  her  hand  and  waved  to  him  to  be 
silent. 

"  I  owe  you  some  explanation.  But  I  cannot  give  you  one 
that  is  by  any  means  satisfactory.  I  tell  you  frankly  that  I 
do  not  myself  understand  why  I  incurred  such  an  outburst  of 
resentment." 

She  paused  to  breathe.  Her  heart  was  beating  fast.  It 
was  obvious  from  the  flying  flushes  that  traversed  her  face 
and  throat,  and  from  the  nervous  movement  of  her  long 
fingers,  that  she  felt  deeply  having  to  exculpate  herself. 

"  I  will  tell  you  plainly  all  that  took  place,  if  you  will  bear 
with   a   rather   long   story.     I    will    hide   nothing.     You    can 
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satisfy  yourselves  at  Wellcombe  by  inquiry  whether  what  I 
say  is  true  or  only  half-true,  whether  I  have  kept  back  any- 
thing that  is  material." 

A2;ain  she  breathed  fast  and  hard.  Now  she  unknitted  her 
hands  and  placed  one,  the  left,  on  the  mantelshelf. 

"  It  all  began  through  a  cub  of  a  farmer's  son  boxing  my 
ears  in  public." 

"  Give  me  his  name,"  exclaimed  Sir  John  Chevalier,  starting 
forward,  "  and  he  shall  have  such  a  hiding  from  me  that  he 
shall  be  marked  to  his  dying  day." 

"  P'or  which  reason  I  will  not  tell  you  his  name.  I  desire 
that  no  one  should  meddle  in  my  affairs,  least  of  all  a 
stranger." 

The  young  man  drew  back  and  bit  his  lip. 

"I  was  very  angry,"  continued  Georgie,  "and  I  ran  off  to 
the  old  woman,  Alse,  who  came  here  to  nurse  me.  She  is  a 
sort  of  a  witch,  and  between  us  we  purposed  ill-wishing  him. 
She  made  a  figure,  and  I  was  about  to  stick  pins  into  it  for 
the  purpose  of  giving  him  aches  and  pains  " — 

"  My  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,"  protested  the  vicar,  "  surely  this 
is  idle  superstition.  But  the  intent  to  do  harm  is  wicked. 
Out  of  the  heart  proceed" — 

"  It  may  be  so,"  returned  Georgie,  interrupting  the  text, 
"  but  excuse  me  if  I  say  that  I  am  here  to  explain,  and  not 
to  hearken  to  a  sermon."  Once  more  she  paused,  and  her 
fingers  worked  convulsively. 

"The  fellow  came  after  me,  saw  what  I  was  about,  and 
asked  pardon.  Then  I  smudged  the  wet  figure,  and  no  harm 
was  done.  However,  like  a  fool,  he  must  needs  talk  about 
it,  and  the  Wellcombe  folk  heard  what  I  had  attempted,  and 
were  afraid  for  themselves  and  for  their  cattle.  Soon  after 
that  ensued  a  drift.  The  duchy  officers  came  over  our 
downs  to  drive  them,  and  that  the  Wellcombe  commoners 
always  resent.  As  uncle  was  lord  of  the  manor,  and  could 
not  go,  I  went  and  I  took  his  pistols  with  me.  Some  of  us 
managed  to  circumvent  the  gang  that  was  driving  away  our 
ponies,  and  I  tried  to  stop  them.  I  threatened,  and  I  do 
not  quite  know  how  it  was,  but  in  the  excitement  I  fired  my 
pistol.      Just   then,    by   chance,    this    young    fool   who   had 
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troubled  me,  blundered  in  the  way,  and  the  bullet  hit  him, 
and  might  have  killed  him,  but  that  he  is  tough  as  old 
leather.     He  was  hurt,  that  was  all.     l!ut" — 

She  halted  in  the  story,  put  her  hands  to  her  temples,  and 
said,  "  I  am  leaving  this  story  half  told,  or  telling  it  badly 
and  out  of  proper  order.  Before  this,  indeed  just  before  I 
shot  him,  the  lout  had  the  temerity  to  propose  to  me.  1 
should  have  related  this  before  mentioning  the  drift,  but 
my  mind  is  not  yet  clear.  I  was  sorry  that  I  had  hurt  him, 
but  powerless  to  undo  what  was  done.  Th«  men  who  were 
with  us  to  repel  the  duchy  people  were  angry,  and,  I  pre- 
sume, thought  I  had  done  this  on  purpose;  for  they  had 
heard  of  the  figure  of  dough  and  of  the  pins.  I  got  home 
long  before  the  rest,  and  as  they  came  past  our  door  they 
stayed  and  hooted — just  as  did  the  women  later.  They  would 
have  done  more,  have  thrown  stones  at  our  windows,  but 
that  my  uncle  was  dying,  as  Rebecca  told  them.  Then  they 
slunk  away." 

She  tarried  a  moment,  to  allow  those  who  heard  her  to  take 
in  what  she  had  related,  and  to  give  herself  breath  to  pursue 
her  story. 

Presently  she  went  on  :  "  All  went  well  at  the  funeral ; 
but  after  that,  this  same  impudent  young  man,  too  dull  to 
understand  and  too  conceited  to  accept  a  refusal,  came  again 
to  trouble  me.  I  sent  him  about  his  business  rather  curtly, 
that  I  do  admit,  hut  I  was  angry  at  the  moment.  I  daresay 
it  offended  him,  for  he  thinks  a  vast  deal  of  himself,  and  most 
of  the  Wellcombe  young  folk,  boys  and  girls  alike,  set  them- 
selves to  flatter  him.  That  is  all  I  did.  I  was  not  bound  to 
marry  the  fellow  because  I  had  put  a  slug  into  his  flesh.  I 
object  to  being  required  to  serve  as  a  poultice  to  his  wound. 
The  girls  ought  to  rejoice  that  I  have  rejected  him.  It  leaves 
the  field  open  for  them.  The  boys  should  be  satisfied  that 
I  have  clipped  his  comb.  That  is  all  I  have  to  relate.  I 
refuse  to  allow  the  parish  of  Wellcombe,  whether  in  vestry 
assembled  or  informally  in  mob,  to  determine  my  fate,  as 
they  decide  who  is  to  be  admitted  into  the  poorhouse,  how 
many  loaves  are  to  be  allotted  to  a  certain  widow,  or  how  and 
to  whom  a  parish  child  is  to  be  apprenticed."     Something  in 
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the  last  simile  approached  too  nearly  to  her  own  situation  for 
her  not  to  feel  it,  and  she  coloured. 

"  Dear  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  vicar,  "  what  you  have 
told  us  is  full  and  explicit  as  may  be.  But  it  does  not  wholly 
explain  that  ugly  scene  at  the  last,  and  I  have  no  manner  of 
doubt  that  there  have  been  causes  at  work  of  which  you  know 
nothing." 

"  It  may  be  so.  What  I  know,  that  I  have  told  you.  I 
have  nothing  to  add." 

Then  with  a  formal  bow  she  withdrew. 

The  bow  had  been  directed  to  the  vicar  and  Mrs.  ^Veldon  ; 
she  had  taken  no  notice  of  the  young  baronet. 

After  she  had  left  the  room,  all  remained  silent  for  some 
minutes,  the  vicar  looking  perplexed.  Sir  John  with  an  eager 
expression  in  his  eyes. 

"  She  is  a  very  extraordinary  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon,  the 
first  to  break  the  silence. 

"  And  not  one  to  be  left  alone,"  observed  the  vicar.  "  She 
is  a  creature  of  impulse,  and  undisciplined.  I  wish  that  we 
could  hammer  out  some  scheme  for  her  future.  She  is  so 
determinately  set  against  a  return  to  Wellcombe  that  it  would 
only  irritate  her  unnecessarily  to  urge  her  to  it.  She  is  a 
resolute  person,  and  is  not  one  to  be  swayed  by  any  con- 
sideration of  expediency,  or  by  any  argument." 

"But  if  she  is  destitute  of  friends" —  began  Mrs.  Weldon. 

"  Friends  she  has.  Sir  Thomas  is  distinctly  friendly,  and 
he  is,  in  a  measure,  a  guardian,  as  he  is  trustee  for  her  pro- 
perty. So  far  he  has  made  no  sign  as  to  his  intentions.  I 
suspect  he  assumes  that  she  will  return  with  us  to  the  Manor 
House." 

"Henry,"  put  in  the  young  officer,  "let  me  offer  a  sugges- 
tion. I  will  write  to  my  aunt,  Miss  Chevalier.  You  know 
how  that  we  have  succeeded  at  length  in  getting  rid  of  that 
objectionable  companion  of  hers,  Miss  Millward.  The  dear 
old  thing  is  now  alone,  and  will  be  making  a  bosom  friend  of 
one  of  the  domestic  servants,  and  falling  under  her  despotism, 
unless  we  intervene  and  find  her  a  suitable  companion.  I 
will  write  to  aunt  and  ask  her  to  take  Miss  Thirkleby,  if  only 
for  a  while." 

13 
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"  You  shall  not  do  so,  John,"  said  Mr.  Weldon  ;  "  it  would 
be  highly  improper  for  you  to  interfere  in  the  matter.  You 
have  already  had  one  rap  over  the  knuckles  from  Miss 
Thirkleby  for  meddling  in  her  affairs,  and  now  I  must 
administer  another." 

"  Take  my  idea,"  said  Sir  John,  laughing.  "  Digest  it,  and 
use  it  yourself  if  you  think  fit." 

"  It  seems  to  me  an  excellent  suggestion,"  said  Mrs. 
Weldon.  "  There  is  no  saying,  if  we  leave  the  gap  open, 
but  that  aunt  may  recall  the  Millward." 

"  I  do  think  the  suggestion  good,"  said  the  vicar.  "  But 
I  object  to  John  writing  and  making  arrangements  for  Miss 
Thirkleby.     I  will  do  that — or,  better  still,  you,  Lucy." 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

WITH  FOILS 

DURING  the  ensuing  days  Samson  Furze  was  often  seen 
at  the  bar  of  the  Red  Lion,  and  Ann  Joyce  was  paying 
to  him  considerable  and  conspicuous  attention. 

He  did  not  drink  deep  ;  in  fact,  he  consumed  but  little ;  yet 
he  sat  there,  hour  by  hour,  unweariedly. 

Why  did  he  come  ? 

Surely,  thought  Anne,  he  must  be  drawn  there  by  her 
personal  attractions.  "  Boys  be  bashful,"  said  she  ;  "  you  have 
to  peel  it  off  'em  as  you  peel  potatoes." 

Samson  was  a  well-to-do  yeoman's  son  and  only  child,  and 
lucky  would  be  the  lass  who  nailed  him.  As  to  his  having 
enlisted,  that  was  nothing.  He  could  be  bought  out,  and  the 
expenditure  would  not  be  felt  by  one  with  a  bursting  purse, 
like  Richard  Furze. 

So  Anne  began  to  play  up  to  Samson.  He  did  not 
reciprocate.  The  post-boy  observed  what  was  going  on  and 
became  jealous.  There  were  as  yet  no  tokens  of  ignition  in 
the  young  man,  but  who  could  long  stand  being  focussed  by 
Anne's  eyes  and  not  flame. 

"We're  off  to  Exeter  to-morrow,"  said  Samson.  "The 
sergeant  has  made  up  his  complement,  and  given  notice  that 
we  march  to  headquarters." 

"  This  here  bar  won't  be  the  same  without  you,"  said  Anne, 
with  a  sigh.  "  I  shall  feel  as  something  is  gone  as  can't  be 
replaced." 

"  I  have  not  spoken  a  score  of  words  since  I  came,"  said 
Samson.     "  You  say  this  to  make  game  of  me.     I  won't  be 
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laughed  at  by  anyone,  I  may  tell  you.  That  is  why  I  left 
Wellcombe." 

"  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Samson,  who  ever  would  think  of  laughing 
at  you  ?  And  so  you  go  to  Exeter  to-morrow.  Then  I 
reckon  that  is  to  march  as  an  escort  to  Royal  Georgie  ;  for  she 
goes  to-morrow." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  A  chaise  is  ordered,  and  Mr.  Sparke  will  be  post-boy. 
She  is  to  be  taken  to  Exeter." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  Because  Jane,  the  maid  as  waits  on  the  party  upstairs — 
the  girl  wi'  the  stumpy  nose  and  a  mole  on  the  cheek — she 
heard  'em  talk  about  it,  and  give  the  orders  for  the  chaise. 
They  start  at  ten." 

"  Who  will  be  with  her  ?     That  soldier  fellow  ?  " 

"  The  baronet  ?  Not  he,  I  think  ;  he  goes  with  the  parson 
to  Wellcombe.  But  Mrs.  Weldon,  she  will  accompany  the 
young  lady,  and  you  awkwards  will  march,  with  your  fluttering 
ribbons,  some  afore  the  carriage  and  some  after.  Pity  you 
haven't  a  band  to  play  as  you  go  '  The  Girl  I  left  behind  me.' 
I  do  wonder  now  whether  you  will  cast  a  thought  on  any 
young  lady  here — left  behind  ?  " 

She  put  down  her  head,  and  looked  at  him  from  under  ht-r 
lashes  and  brows,  and  began  to  sing — 


"  '  The  pretty  maids  are  left  in  town, 

They  look  from  the  windows  high  ; 
They  stand  in  the  street,  they  crowd  in  the  door, 

With  many  a  tear  and  sij^h, 
Singing  adieu,  my  boys  !  adieu,  my  boys  ! 

Adieu,  my  boys,  adieu  ! 
Alack  the  day,  they  he  marching  away, 

I'ray,   girls,   what  shall   we  do?'" 


She  trilled  the  song  in  a  light,  pleasant  voice,  and  clinked 
the  glasses  as  she  arranged  them,  but  always  so  as  to  fall  in 
rhythm  with  the  air. 

"  I  do  not  know,  though,  wliy  we  should  trouble  ourselves 
greatly,  Mr.  Samson.     There  is  your  score.     Considering  how 
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long  you  sit  here  it  is  not  a  terrible  long  one.  We  shan't  sigh 
for  your  money  for  the  till,  but  for  your  sweet  face." 

"  Where  is  she  going  to  stay  at,  and  with  whom  in  Exeter  ?  " 
asked  the  young  man,  disregarding  the  coquetry  and  the 
civilities  of  the  barmaid. 

"There!"  exclaimed  Anne,  with  a  pout,  "the  only  she 
with  you  is  Miss  Thirkleby.  I  suppose  your  mother  never 
taught  you,  when  a  little  chap,  that  it  would  be  in  vain  to  long 
for  the  moon.  You  must  be  content  to  lay  hold  of  what  is 
on  your  own  level.  Now,  then,  keep  your  hand  off  my 
waist." 

"  I  wasn't  touching  it.  I  never  gave  it  a  thought,"  protested 
Samson. 

"  No  more  you  did.  'Twas  the  towel  that  got  whipped 
round  my  middle." 

"Where  to  is  she  going  in  Exeter?"  again  asked  the 
pertinacious  Samson. 

"  Going  to  the  Chevalier  House,  I  reckon.  Jane — she  told 
us  something  of  the  sort.  But,  Lord  !  I  gave  no  heed  to  such 
matters.  Go  after  Jane  and  inquire  for  yourself.  You  can't 
mistake  her,  because  of  her  nose  and  mole." 

"  Has  that  baronet  got  a  house  in  Exeter  ?  "  asked  Samson, 
very  red  in  the  face. 

"  I  suppose  he  must  have,  as  it  is  the  Chevalier  House. 
Miss  Thirkleby  is  going  there.  How  nice  it  will  be  for  you, 
Mr.  Samson.  You  quartered  at  Exeter,  too.  You  will  have 
to  ask  the  commandant  to  let  you  stand  sentinel  before  the 
Chevaliers'  door,  and  practice  goose-steps,  because  the  Royal 
Georgie  is  lodged  there.  And  if  you  keep  your  ear  cocked 
you'll  hear  the  baronet  saying  pretty  things  to  and  courtin'  of 
her  within." 

At  that  moment  Sir  John's  cheery  voice  was  heard  in  the 
passage,  and  shortly  after  he  entered  the  bar. 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  "  we  have  a  recruit  here.  That  is  precisely 
what  I  was  looking  for.  Young  man,  I  desire  you  to  follow 
me  upstairs.  I  wish  to  demonstrate  to  some  ladies  the  use  of 
the  foils." 

"  I  can't  fence,"  said  Samson  sullenly. 

"  Stand  up,  sir,  when  I  address  you,"  said  the  baronet.    "  Are 
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you  aware  tliat  I  am  a  captain  in  His  Majesty's  service?  I 
am  your  superior  officer,  and  require  proper  respect.  Vou  may 
not  be  drafted  into  my  regiment,  but  for  all  that  I  must  insist 
on  discipline." 

Samson  reluctantly  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  It  is  really  of  no  importance,"  continued  Sir  John,  "  whether 
you  know  how  to  fence  or  not.  I  may  give  you  an  initiatory 
lesson.  I  have  been  talking  to  some  ladies  in  the  parlour 
above  about  the  various  manual  actions,  and  wish  to  illustrate 
them.     There  are  fencing  tools  here." 

''  And  we've  masks,"  said  Anne  Joyce. 

"  We  shall  require  no  masks,"  replied  Sir  John.  "  I  want 
only  to  show  the  ladies  certain  positions  and  turns.  I  can 
manage  my  foil  so  as  not  to  touch  him,  and  can  assure  myself 
that  he  does  not  touch  me.  Take  this  fencing  tool,  young 
man,  and  follow  me." 

"  The  buttons  are  all  right,  I  trust?"  said  the  barmaid. 

''Oh  yes,  quite  so.  Have  no  fears.  I  am  an  old  hand, 
and  this  young  chap  is  green." 

Sir  John  led  the  way,  and  Samson  walked  after  him.  They 
ascended  the  staircase,  and  on  reaching  the  landing  Sir  John 
threw  open  a  door  and  passed  through,  with  Samson  at  his  heels. 

They  entered  a  parlour,  and  Samson  at  once  saw  Georgie 
seated  near  the  fireplace,  dressed  in  mourning,  very  pale, 
holding  a  hand-screen.  She  raised  her  brows  as  he  entered, 
but  gave  no  further  tokens  of  recognition.  He,  or^  his  side, 
rendered  but  a  curt  and  clumsy  acknowledgment  to  the  bow  of 
Mrs.  Weldon. 

"It  is  good  of  you,"  said  that  lady.  "Sir  John  Chevalier 
has  been  trying  to  explain  to  us  ladies  the  parries,  counter- 
parries,  and  engagements  in  fencing.  But  no  words  will  make 
them  clear  to  us,  and  with  your  help  he  will  elucidate  them  by 
illustration.     What  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Furze,  ma'am." 

"  Come  now,  Furze,"  said  the  young  officer.  "  Take  this 
weapon  and  stand  as  you  see  me  do.  Hold  the  foil  with  both 
hands  thus.     I  am  giving  you  a  lesson  in  the  preliminaries." 

Samson  stood  where  placed,  with  his  foil  down. 

"  Furze,"  said  the  baronet,  "  I  am  going  to  put  you  through 
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attacks,  and  then  I  shall  be  able  to  show  the  ladies  what  are 
the  parries.  I  am  not  going  to  touch  you  at  all  with  my 
weapon,  but  I  desire  to  show  you  how  to  fall  on  me,  and  let 
those  looking  on  see  in  what  manner  we  fencers  defend 
ourselves,  whether  by  parry  or  by  what  is  called  attack  on  the 
sword." 

Then  the  young  officer  patiently  instructed  Samson  in  the 
manner  in  which  he  should  hold  his  body,  guard,  lunge,  and 
attack. 

At  first  Samson  obeyed  mechanically,  and  without  feehng 
and  exhibiting  any  interest  in  the  game,  and  he  was  clumsy 
and  unready.  But  after  a  little  while  he  quickened  in  all  his 
parts.  He  seemed  to  understand  what  was  required  of  him, 
and  endeavoured  to  do  his  best.  Georgie,  who  kept  her  eye 
on  him,  saw  his  colour  deepen  and  his  face  kindle. 

Occasionally  Sir  John  gave  him  a  word  of  praise,  but  this 
did  not  affect  him  greatly.  His  brows  contracted,  he  became 
more  and  more  in  earnest,  and  made  efforts  to  reach  and 
touch  his  antagonist,  always,  however,  ineffectually,  for  Sir 
John  was  ever  ready  with  his  parry. 

Samson  appeared  to  become  vexed,  then  irritated,  that  he 
was  always  defeated,  his  blade  invariably  warded  off.  The 
baronet  called  out  the  names  of  the  parries  and  made  very 
light  of  the  attacks.  Presently  Samson's  assaults  became 
more  vehement  and  were  delivered  quicker. 

All  at  once  the  foil  sprang  from  his  hand,  and  he  was 
defenceless,  and  he  shook  his  hand  which  was  jarred. 

"  J^roisse  / "  exc\a.imed  Sir  John.  "Go,  man,  and  pick  up 
your  foil  again." 

Georgie  noticed  with  some  uneasiness  that  Samson's  temper 
was  mounting. 

He  caught  up  the  blade  and  rushed  upon  his  adversary. 
And  again  it  was  twisted  out  of  his  grasp,  and  leaped  to  the 
other  side  of  the  room. 

"  Croise  !  "  laughed  Sir  John. 

Samson  set  his  teeth ;  he  was  blood-red,  and  his  eyes 
flared.  He  snatched  up  the  foil,  put  the  end  between  his 
teeth,  tore  off  the  button,  and  springing  upon  his  antagonist, 
hewed  at  him  with  the  weapon. 
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The  baronet  at  once  threw  up  his  foil  in  guard.  Georgia 
uttered  a  cry  and  sprang  from  her  chair.  The  blow  was 
delivered  with  such  force  and  fury  that  the  weapon  doubled 
like  a  switch,  and  the  end  coming  against  Sir  John's  cheek  cut 
it  and  drew  blood.  In  another  moment  Samson  was  disarmed, 
and  the  baronet  put  his  foot  on  the  fallen  foil. 

"  Young  man,"  he  said  calmly,  "  you  have  lost  your  temper. 
Go  down." 

And  Furze  crept  sideways  out  of  the  room,  lowering  at  his 
antagonist,  but  saying  nothing. 


CHAPTER  ^ 
DISPOSED  OF 

"  T    HAVE   ventured   to   seek   this  private  interview,   Miss 

J_  Thirkleby,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  on  the  same 
afternoon,  "  because  I  understand  that  you  are  leaving  Ash- 
burton  to-morrow.  Surely  this  is  very  precipitate  and  un- 
called-for." 

"Sir,  what  is  to  detain  me?" 

"  Miss  Georgie,  I  have  known  you  many  years,  and  I 
may  almost  say  that  I  am  constituted  your  guardian." 

"  I  was  unaware  of  that.     My  uncle  left  no  will." 

"  I  am  your  trustee  for  the  manor.  That  gives  me  a 
certain  responsibility  towards  you.  You  have  the  Manor 
House  to  go  to.  The  interference  of  Messrs.  Hullett  and 
Davey  was  an  impertinence  that  will  not  be  repeated.  As 
to  the  plate  and  pictures  and  whatever  else  there  may  be 
of  personal  property  in  the  house,  my  advice  to  you  is 
to  hold  possession  of  everything  till  it  is  claimed  by  someone 
who  can  show  a  good  title  to  it." 

"  I  am  not  going  back  to  Wellcombe." 

"Why  not?  I  should  wish  you  to  be  somewhere  where 
I  can  keep  an  eye  on  you,  that  you  are  well  and  happy, 
and  have  all  that  you  require.  These  new  people  whom 
you  have  taken  up" — 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  they  took  me  up." 

"  Well,  as  you  say,  they  took  you  up ;  and  they  are,  I  dare- 
say, estimable,  but  they  are  strangers." 

"  Whereas  old  acquaintances,  as  Hullett  and  Davey,  turned 
me  out  of  my  own  house." 
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"  If  you  have  become  attached  to  the  Weldons,  then  by 
all  means  remain  with  them,  accompany  them  to  W'ellconibe, 
and  exercise  hospitality  towards  them  in  your  own  mansion." 

"  I  have  let  it  to  them  for  three  months.  Besides,  I  have 
made  my  arrangements." 

"You  are  going  to  the  Chevaliers?" 

"  No  ;  to  a  Chevalier,  an  old  lady,  singular,  I  believe,  not  to 
Chevaliers  en  masse,  in  the  plural." 

"  Do  you  know  her  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  I  have  heard  about  her  from  Mrs.  Weldon, 
who  is  her  niece.  I  shall  receive  a  small  salary  as 
companion." 

"  It  is  unnecessary,  absolutely." 

"  I  think  otherwise.  It  may  interest  you  to  know  that 
she  moves  in  a  good  circle  in  Exeter.  There  are  circles 
and  circles,  I  understand.  Some  have  centres,  some  are 
without.  The  Exeter  circle  to  which  Miss  Chevalier  belongs 
rotates  about  the  cathedral.  There  are  other  circles  that 
are  circumferences  only  and  revolve  about  a  void.  Miss 
Chevalier  does  not  belong  to  one  of  these." 

"  Miss  Georgie,  you  are  sharp  and  distant  with  me.  I 
desire  only  your  liappiness." 

"  So  said  Mr.  Hullctt  when  he  kicked  me  into  the  street, 
and  Captain  Davey  responded,  '  I  swear  to  it.' " 

"  Do  not  equate  me  with  these  men." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  I  have  a  real,  deep  regard  for  you,  and  desire  your 
welfare."  He  spoke  with  feeling,  and  Georgie  could  see 
that  he  was  sincere.  She  softened  in  her  manner  at  once, 
and  said,  "  I  am  sure  of  that,  Sir  Thomas.  Vet  I  am  not 
going  under  tutors  and  governors." 

"  Have  you  everything  that  you  require  ?  " 

"  In  what  way  ?  " 

"All  that  you  need  from  the  Manor  House.  In  the  hurry 
in  which  you  left  " — 

"Was  ejected." 

"Were  ejected,  you  had  no  time  to  pack  and  put  every- 
thing away." 

"  I  locked  up  all  drawers  and  cabinets,  and    put   together 
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my  own  poor  scraps.  It  is  true  that  I  had  but  a  portmanteau, 
but  I  have  empowered  Rebecca  and  Alse  to  send  me  the 
remainder  of  my  goods,  such  as  I  may  need  in  Exeter." 

"  Is  there  nothing  left  behind  that  it  is  unadvisable  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  strangers  ?  " 

"  Nothing  that  I  am  aware  of." 

"Then  you  take  with  you  everything  you  deem  of  im- 
portance ?  " 

Georgie,  who  had  relaxed  her  somewhat  defiant  attitude, 
at  once  hardened  again.  She  knew  to  what  point  Sir 
Thomas  was  approaching,  and  she  remembered  the  warning 
given  her  by  the  late  vicar  to  be  on  her  guard  against  his 
getting  possession  of  the  manuscript. 

She  did  not  answer  his  question. 

Sir  Thomas  paced  the  room  with  his  hands  behind  his 
back  under  the  tails  of  his  coat.  He  had  pursed  up  his 
lips  and  knitted  his  brows. 

Georgina  watched  him  and  took  a  malicious  pleasure  in 
his  embarrassment. 

He  desired  to  know  about  the  papers,  but  shirked 
mentioning  the  topic  in  such  a  way  as  to  awake  interest 
in  them.  He  was  unaware  that  she  read  what  was  passing 
in  his  mind. 

"  I  refer  to  some  papers  of  your  uncle,"  said  he 
hesitatingly. 

"  I  have  offered  all  his  old  sermons  to  Mr.  Weldon." 

"Not  those.  Miss  Georgie;  letters,  documents." 

"There  are  bills,  not  all  paid,  I  fear,  a  large  accumulation 
of  them,  and  several  account  books." 

"  I  do  not  refer  to  these,  but  to  letters." 

"  The  letters  are  mainly  from  old  London  friends ;  they 
are  locked  up." 

"  Did  you  happen  to  chance  on  a  work  in  your  uncle's 
handwriting,  a  sort  of  romance  or  jeu  d' esprit,  on  which  he 
had  tried  his  'prentice  hand  ? " 

"  No,  I  did  not  chance  on  it.     I  sought  for  and  found  it." 

"  Your  uncle  once  talked  to  me  about  it.  It  was  a 
trifle  of  the  imagination,  entitled  'The  Revelations  of  a 
Man  about  Court.'" 
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"  Yes,  it  is  so  entitled." 

"  And  you  have  found  it  ?  " 

"Certainly.     My  uncle  told  me  where  it  was  deposited." 

"Indeed?" 

"Indeed." 

Sir  Thomas  took  a  turn  through  the  room.  His 
countenance  expressed  vexation. 

"  I  do  wish,  as  an  old  friend,  that  you  would  let  me  glance 
at  it." 

"  Mr.  Hullett  and  Captain  Davey  wanted  to  finger  it  quite 
as  much  as  do  you." 

"  You  surely  did  not  let  them  have  it  ?  " 

"Assuredly  I  did  not.  My  uncle  laid  on  me  the  obligation 
not  to  let  it  fall  into  undesirable  hands." 

"Undesirable,  (juite  so,  eminently  so — Hullett  and  Davey." 

"  But  what  harm  could  such  a  fantastic  trifle,  as  you 
call  it,  do  to  these  gentlemen  ? "  asked  Georgie. 

"It  is  not  a  trifle.  It  contains  mention  of  real  personages, 
who  object  to  having  their  names  bandied  about.  I  was 
in  treaty  with  your  uncle  to  buy  the  little  work.  He 
named  a  price  for  it,  and  I  went  to  London  to  consult 
those  interested  whether  to  come  to  his  terms.  I  return 
with  a  definite  proposition.  I  am  empowered  to  offer  you 
an  annuity  of  four  hundred  a  year  if  you  will  hand  the 
text  over  to  me  —  four  hundred  a  year  charged  on  the 
duchy  estate,  over  which  I  exercise  control." 

"The  duchy  estate  !"  said  Georgie,  "that  is  royal  property." 

Sir  Thomas  winced.  He  had  incautiously  let  out  what 
had  better  remained  unsaid.  He  hastened  to  mend  his 
error  as  best  he  could. 

"Yes,  in  return  for  a  certain  payment  made  to  the 
duchy.  It  is  a  three -corner  arrangement  such  as  you 
cannot  possibly  understand." 

"  Four  hundred  a  year  1 "  echoed  Georgina. 

"Consider,  the  manor  of  Wcllcombe,  with  the  trifling 
extent  of  lands  that  goes  with  it,  is  worth  hardly  sufficient 
to  maintain  you  in  comfort.  Unless  you  come  to  some 
arrangement  such  as  this  [)roposed,  you  will  be  in  straitened 
circumstances." 
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"  Sir  Thomas,  I  will  not  surrender  the  '  Revelations ' 
to  you." 

"  You  are  resolved  ?  " 

"  My  uncle's  last  words  to  me  were :  '  On  no  account  let 
Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  have  them.'" 

"Resentful,  vindictive  to  the  end,"  muttered  the  knight. 
Then  turning  to  the  girl,  he  said — 

"  He  meant  that  I  was  not  to  receive  the  manuscript  till 
I  had  obtained  the  stipulated  terms." 

"About  that  he  said  nothing." 

"  But  it  was  implied.  We  were  in  treaty  about  it,  and  the 
transaction  turned  on  the  price." 

Sir  Thomas,  receiving  no  answer,  went  to  the  hearth 
and  stood  before  the  fire,  looking  into  the  coals,  with  his 
hands  on  his  thighs. 

Georgia  maintained  her  position,  and  observed  him. 
After  some  minutes'  consideration,  he  turned  slowly  about 
and  again  addressed  her. 

"Miss  Georgie,  where  is  this  manuscript?" 

"  That,"  she  replied,  "  I  decline  to  state." 

"  Surely  you  have  not  left  it  in  the  Manor  House,  even 
locked  up?" 

"  No,  it  is  not  there." 

Sir  Thomas  took  a  turn  about  the  room,  with  his  hands 
behind  his  back. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  he,  and  his  voice  shook  with 
emotion,  "  I  should  be  sorry,  most  sorry,  more  than  I  have 
words  to  express,  to  have  to  adopt  measures  that  would  be 
unpleasant,  not  to  say  humiliating.  You  have  apparently 
carried  off  with  you  this  valuable  document.  It  seriously 
compromises  persons  in  the  very  highest  position  in  the 
land.  I  am  quite  determined  that  it  shall  not  be  allowed 
the  risk  of  going  astray.  You  have  it,  you  have  it  in  your 
trunk  or  valise.  You  leave  me  no  alternative,  if  you  persist 
in  your  rejection  of  my  handsome  offer — I  shall  be  forced 
to  adopt  a  course  of  action  repugnant  to  my  feelings, 
which  will  indeed  suffer  more  acutely  than  will  yours." 

"  To  what  does  this  preamble  lead  ?  " 

"  You  will  force  me  to  apply  to  a  magistrate  for  a  warrant 
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to  search  your  boxes.  I  shall  keep  guard  over  you  and 
depute  a  messenger  to  a  Justice,  and  I  shall  be  able  to  place 
the  matter  in  such  a  light  before  him,  that  he  will  not 
scruple  to  accord  me  full  licence.  Consider  what  this  will 
entail.  It  places  you  in  a  position  most  disagreeable  before 
the  persons  of  this  inn,  before  the  Wcldons  (who  have  be- 
friended you),  and  before  Sir  John  Chevalier." 

"  You  may  do  this  if  you  please,"  said  Georgina.  "  It  will 
be  but  another  indignity  to  which  I  have  been  subjected  by 
you  men."  She  laid  stress  on  the  last  word,  with  infinite 
scorn  in  her  tone.  "  You  who  set  up  to  be  gentlemen, 
chivalrous,  and  the  pinks  of  courtesy." 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,  do  not,  I  pray  you,  drive  me  to  it. 
Think  of  this.  If  I  find  the  manuscri{)t  and  take  it  away, 
your  claim  to  the  four  hundred  a  year  may  be  disputed,  in 
that  the  document  was  not  voluntarily  surrendered." 

"  Will  it  satisfy  you  if  I  pass  my  word  as  a  lady  that  this 
same  budget  of  papers,  the  '  Revelations  of  a  Man  about 
Court,'  with  its  appendi.x  of  letters,  is  not  in  any  of  my  boxes, 
bags,  parcels,  that  I  am  taking  to  Exeter  with  me,  nor  that 
I  am  carrying  it  away  about  my  person  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  will  accept  your  word." 

"  Then  you  have  it.     It  is  not  with  me." 

"In  Heaven's  name,  where  then  is  it?" 

"  I  have  already  dis^josed  of  it.  Sir  Thomas." 

"  Disposed  of  it  !  " 

Sir  Thomas  lost  colour  and  staggered  back.  He  read  into 
the  word  employed  by  Georgie  another  meaning  than  that 
intended  by  her. 

"  Yes,  you  will  never  be  able  to  touch  it.  It  is  in  vain  for 
you  to  search  for  it.     It  is  disposed  of." 


CHAPTER   XXXI 

AN  OVATION 

"  "  I  "^HE  carriage  will  be  round  shortly  to  take  you  away, 

J_  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  vicar  ;  "  I  wish  you  happi- 
ness and  God's  blessing  in  the  new  life  into  which  you  enter. 
You  will  miss  the  freedom  you  have  hitherto  enjoyed,  and 
feel  cramped  among  the  conventionalities  of  a  town.  On  the 
moor  are  no  barriers.  Social  life  in  a  town,  above  all  a 
cathedral  city,  is  like  a  sheep  market,  all  pens  and  hurdles. 
Perhaps  when  you  feel  the  restraints  there,  you  will  look  back 
with  some  yearning  to  Wellcombe." 

"  Oh,  Wellcombe  itself  is  well ;  I  dislike  the  people  there." 

"  Possibly ;  and  I  hope  a  time  may  arrive  in  which  you 
will  come  to  regard  the  good  folk  of  Wellcombe  with  more 
kindly  feelings  than  you  do  at  present." 

"  They  are  not  good  folk  at  all,"  said  Georgie. 

"  We  are  none  of  us  wholly  bad,  any  more  than  some  are 
perfect.  When  the  Fates  mixed  our  futures,  they  mingled 
gold  dust  and  soot.  So  it  is  with  men's  characters.  They 
are  a  blend.  It  is  well  to  look  for  the  ore  and  not  see  the 
grime." 

"  And  not  soil  our  fingers  in  the  search.  No.  The  brand 
has  burned  too  deep  for  the  hair  to  grow." 

"Time  heals  sores." 

"  But  does  not  efface  scars." 

"  Scars  give  no  pain." 

"  But  remain  as  disfigurements." 

"  You  will   soon  be  at  a  distance,  and  have  other  matters 
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to  occupy  your  mind  than  your  grievances  against  the  people 
of  a  little  moor  parisli." 

Slie  let  the  point  dro[).  Her  heart  was  too  bitter  after  the 
insults  she  had  received  to  be  able  to  forgive. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  vicar,  "  are  you  sure  that  you 
have  everything  you  require  ?  " 

"  I  have  all  that  I  am  likely  to  want.  When  Alse  Grylls 
returned,  I  told  her  what  things  to  pack  and  send  me ;  some 
few  things  of  mine  that  I  had  not  the  time  to  gather  and  put 
away  in  the  short  time  allowed  me  previous  to  my  ejectment." 

"  And  you  have  seen  that  all  has  been  sent  as  you  asked  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  opened  the  box.  Alse  has  put  everything  into 
a  case,  and  nailed  it  up.  I  suppose  there  was  no  trunk  avail- 
able, or  none  with  key  that  would  fit.  I  can  trust  Alse. 
She  has  a  retentive  memory,  and  she  would  do  exactly  what 
I  enjoined.  That  reminds  me.  Salute  Moses  and  Rebecca 
from  me.  Against  the  latter  I  have  not  a  word.  She  is  not 
an  engaging  woman,  but  is  not  objectionable.  Be  kind  to 
Alse.  She  has  no  friends,  and  she  loved  me.  What  she 
will  do  without  me  I  cannot  conceive.  I  visited  her  most 
days,  or  gave  her  jobs  to  do.  If  you  can  help  her  in  this 
latter  manner,  you  will  not  regret  it.  Here  are  the  keys. 
What  in  the  house  is  mine  and  what  is  not  mine,  no  one  as 
yet  knows.  I  have  made  a  rough  inventory  of  the  valuables. 
I  locked  all  the  cases  and  drawers  and  locked  the  attic  door. 
Here  are  the  keys." 

"  But  I  have  no  right  to  them." 

"  Nor,  perhaps,  have  I.  I  should  prefer  that  you  would  take 
charge  of  all  till  it  is  settled  to  whom  they  belong.  Possibly 
Sir  Thomas  may  cause  you  some  annoyance.  He  may  make 
an  excuse  to  search  the  house.  There  is  something  he 
particularly  wants  to  get  into  his  possession.  It  is  not  there. 
Let  him  fumble  for  it  where  he  will.  But  those  others, 
Hullett  and  Davey.     Do  not  suffer  them  to  set  foot  within." 

"  I  do  not  suppose  that  either  of  them  will  have  the  im- 
pertinence to  attempt  an  entry." 

"Then  it  remains  now  only  for  me  to  thank  you — and  I 
do  it  with  a  full  heart — for  your  goodness  to  me.  I  hear  the 
post-boy's  whip.     He  is  coming  round  from  the  yard.     For- 


AN    OVATION  209 

give  me  if  I  have  sometimes  spoken  sharply.  I  have  had 
men,  and  such  men,  about  me  hitherto,  that  I  have  fallen  into 
the  habit  of  regarding  them  as  my  natural  enemies,  and  I 
address  them  as  such.  It  is  not  easy  for  me  to  change  my 
manner  when  I  meet  one  who  is  good  and  not  self-seeking." 

"  I  trust  that  where  you  go  you  will  learn  to  think  more 
highly  of  men." 

"You  have  taught  me  to  think  so  already,"  answered 
Georgie. 

"  One  word,"  said  the  vicar.  "  Do  not  be  very  impatient 
with  Miss  Chevalier.  She  is  trying,  you  will  find,  perhaps 
very  trying,  but  well  intentioned.  We  really  are  sending  you 
to  her  in  our  own  interest,  she  so  readily  lapses  under  un- 
v/orthy  influences.  You  will  be  doing  us  a  true  favour,  render- 
ing us  your  debtors,  if  you  can  endure  her  caprices  for  a 
while.  For  a  while  only.  We  really  did  not  know  what  else 
to  suggest  in  your  interest,  and,  as  it  happens,  it  is  a  boon 
to  us." 

"  I  will  do  what  I  can." 

"  Here  comes  my  wife,  and  here  is  John." 

"  With  a  small  bouquet  of  winter  flowers,  such  as  I  could 
beg,  borrow,  or  steal,"  said  the  baronet.  "They  are  few,  but 
they  may  remind  you  that  the  place  grows  something  besides 
thorns." 

Mrs.  Weldon  was  in  travelling  dress,  and  warmly  clad.  The 
day  was  bright  and  the  air  soft. 

Georgie's  box  and  the  case  were  being  taken  down.  She 
descended,  following  them.  A  choking  feeling  came  into 
her  throat.  These  Weldons  had  been  kind  to  her.  Sir  John 
attentive,  and  the  ugly  maid  Jane,  with  the  mole,  had  been 
ready  to  do  anything  for  her  and  did  it  cheerfully.  The 
landlady  in  rustling  silk,  with  hair  arranged  in  miniature 
barrels  about  her  temples,  had  never  failed  to  inquire  after 
her,  and  had  pressed  attentions  on  her,  and  she  now  tarried 
below  to  say  good-bye. 

Without,  on  the  doorstep,  stood  Sir  Thomas,  with  some- 
thing furry  cast  over  his  arm.  He  must  have  left  Prince's  Hall 
at  a  very  early  hour,  and  in  the  dark,  to  be  now  at  Ashburton. 
His   hair  was   quite   unruffled   and   his  garments  uncreased. 

14 
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He  was  watching  the  adjustment  of  the  trunk  and  box  in 
their  places  behind  the  carriage,  and  he  put  out  a  hand  to 
touch  the  latter. 

This  somewhat  nettled  the  girl.  She  suspected  that  he 
was  mistrustful  of  her  word,  and  was  scrutinising  her  luggage 
in  that  light.  She  therefore  said,  "  You  have  my  word  of 
honour,  Sir  Thomas,  and  that  ought  to  sufifice." 

"  It  more  than  suffices,"  answered  the  knight. 

Mrs.  ^Veldon  entered  the  carriage,  and  Sir  John  pressed 
forward  to  hand  in  Georgie,  then  offered  her  the  flowers. 
The  officious  "  boots  "  put  up  the  steps,  shut  the  door,  and 
touched  his  forehead. 

"  Stand  back,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt ;  and  going  to  the 
side  of  the  carriage,  he  cast  over  the  ladies'  knees  an  Astrakhan 
fur  rug. 

"  It  will  ensure  some  warmth,  in  thinking  of  me,"  said  he. 
"Warmth  sans  Cayenne." 

Georgie  turned  to  thank  him,  and  put  forth  her  hand  ;  but 
the  signal  had  been  given  to  the  post-boy,  and  the  carriage 
rolled  away. 

The  conveyance  had  not  proceeded  a  hundred  yards  before 
it  was  brought  to  a  standstill  by  a  great  man,  who  stood  across 
the  road  in  front  of  the  horses,  flourishing  a  stick.  At  the 
same  moment  Georgie  saw  Moses  and  Rebecca  by  the  way- 
side, who  now  pressed  forward  to  say  good-bye. 

Moses  rolled  a  dozen  apples  into  the  girl's  lap,  and  Rebecca 
forced  a  bottle  on  Georgie. 

"  Oh,  miss  !  It  is  a  cordial  of  my  own  making.  Dear 
blood  !  whatever  shall  us  do  wi'out  you  ?  " 

Then  the  big  man  who  had  arrested  the  carriage  came 
round  to  the  side ;  he  had  given  the  post-boy  a  shilling  to 
halt. 

Georgie  recognised  the  broad,  rosy,  honest  face  of  Richard 
Furze. 

"  Do,  miss,"  said  the  farmer,  touching  his  hat.  "  I  couldn't 
let  y'  go  wi'out  a  word.  And  here,  too,  be  Peter  Buzzicott,  the 
clerk,  as  sez,  sez  he,  he  mun  see  the  last  o'  your  sweet  face. 
Please,  miss,  to  overlook  that  triflin'  little  affair  of  the  women, 
when  they  hollered  at  you  and  ca'd  you  names.     'Twas  my 
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old  woman,  Susie,  as  set  'em  on  to  it.  Her  was  just  about 
mad  because  you'd  refused  our  boy  and  sent  him  to  the 
bloody  wars.  I  don't  take  it  amiss  that  he  have  enlisted. 
It'll  make  Sammy  a  bit  more  amiable,  mebbe,  and  not  so 
cocksure.  As  to  my  old  woman  and  the  rest  o'  them  screech- 
ing cats  o'  females — well,  wimmen  will  be  wimmen — they  was 
ordained  to  it,  and  us  can't  help  it.  You  must  make  allow- 
ances. Furze  makes  a  prodigious  blaze  if  you  put  a  light  to 
it,  but  the  grass  comes  the  greener  for  it." 

Then  forward  came  Peter  Buzzicott,  carrying  something 
tied  up  in  a  newspaper. 

"  Beg  parding,  miss,"  said  he.  "  Us  didn't  like  to  interfere 
at  the  door  of  the  Lion  becos  the  quality  was  there.  My  old 
woman,  her'd  a  come  to-day  but  her's  that  crippled  wi'  rheu- 
matics, her  can't  get  about.  But  her  made  you  a  gurt  pasty. 
You'm  travellin'  a  terrible  long  way — and  them  pasties  be 
cruel  sustainin'.  Her's  put  her  heart  into  it,  for  sure.  You'll 
find  it  solid  eatin'.     Take  it,  miss,  and  welcome." 

"  I — I  thank  you,"  said  Georgie.     She  could  say  no  more. 

Then  the  carriage  began  to  move  on.  But  the  clerk  shouted, 
"  No,  Mr.  Sparke,  not  yet.  I've  sum'ut  more.  Look  here, 
miss,"  he  drew  a  sheet  of  rather  dirty  and  crumpled  paper 
from  his  pocket.  "  As  you're  goin'  away  from  Wellcombe, 
I  don't  think  you  ort  to  go  wi'out  a  copy  of  the  account  of 
the  awful  thunderstorm  as  took  place  at  VVellcombe  of  which 
there  appeared  a  long  account  in  the  papers.  I've  heard  say 
as  they've  a  grand  cathedral  to  Exeter,  but  they  arn't  a-had 
no  such  a  thunderstorm  as  we  had.  You  may  go  round 
England  and  won't  find  the  like.  So  I've  copied  out  the 
whole  account  for  you." 

Georgie  pressed  the  old  fellow's  hand  as  it  was  thrust  into 
the  carriage.     Then  the  clerk  shouted — 

"  All  right,  George  ! "  to  the  post-boy,  and  the  wheels  turned. 
But  now  appeared  a  line  of  young  women  on  the  road,  on 
each  side,  waving  their  handkerchiefs  and  shouting  good- 
bye ! 

Some  ran  beside  the  chaise,  some  put  their  hands  in  for  a 
shake. 

We're   cruel   sorry  to  lose    you,   miss !     Us   did    behave 
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shameful.  Us  knows  it  now.  There,  now,  let  bygones  be 
bygones ! " 

"  Here,  Miss  Georgie  !  Here's  my  coral  necklace.  Do  y' 
now  take  it." 

"  Oh,  Miss  Georgie  !  here  be  a  bracelet  o'  some  sort  of 
metal  as  I  picked  up  in  father's  field  over  against  (iranny 
Grylls'."  And  the  bronze  armlet  once  offered  to  her  by 
Samson  and  rejected  was  thrust  upon  her. 

"  Us  have  all  walked  from  ^^'c;llcombe  to  have  a  last 
glimpse  of  you,"  said  a  third  girl.  "  Here's  a  packet  of 
peppermints  to  suck  on  the  road." 

"  Mother  have  sent  you  some  liquorice,  in  case  you  have  a 
cough,"  from  a  fourth. 

"  Ah,  miss !  I  wish  us  was  chuckin'  of  an  old  slipper 
arter  you — you  goin'  to  be  married  to  a  king's  son,  as  is 
vitty." 

At  length  the  postilion  was  able  to  crack  his  whip  and  the 
horses  broke  into  a  trot.  The  last  of  those  who  had  come 
on  foot  from  Wellcombe  were  left  behind. 

But  just  then  out  from  a  lane  came  trotting  Squire  Hullett 
and  Captain  Davey. 

"  Oh,  ho  !  "  shouted  the  former,  presenting  a  full  view  of  his 
pasty  orb.  "  We've  ridden  over  to  give  you  an  escort  as  far 
as  Bickington.  It  shan't  be  said  that  you  leave  us  without 
due  honour  being  paid  you." 

"  I  will  swear  to  it,"  said  Davey,  bobbing  on  his  saddle  on 
the  right  side,  and  turning  his  blazing  face  towards  her. 

So  these  two  men  rode  on,  one  on  each  side  of  the  chaise, 
occasionally  interjecting  some  compliment  that  was  hardly 
caught  by  the  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  owing  to  the 
rumble  of  the  wheels,  or  some  injunction  to  the  post-boy  to 
look  after  the  precious  passenger  he  was  conveying. 

At  the  summit  of  the  long  ascent  to  Bickington,  whence  the 
road  dips  into  the  basin  of  the  Teign,  the  two  riders  drew  up, 
flourished  their  hats,  hallooed,  made  profound  bows,  shouted 
good  wishes,  then  turned  and  galloped  back. 

Georgie  sank  back  in  the  carriage,  and  remained  silent  for 
full  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Then,  rousing  herself,  she  said  to  Mrs.  Weldon,  "  Excuse 
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me  if  I  seem  uncourteous.  I  cannot  converse.  Something 
is  going  on  in  me,  I  know  not  what." 

"My  dear,"  answered  Mrs.  Weldon,  "do  not  think  of  me. 
I  am  quite  happy  looking  at  and  enjoying  the  scenery.  I  have 
never  been  in  this  part  of  the  country  before,  and  the  drive  is 
full  of  surprises." 

So  the  girl  was  not  required  to  make  conversation.  She 
allowed  her  thoughts  to  travel  over  the  past,  and  her  mind 
to  marvel  over  the  incidents  of  the  departure  from  Ash- 
burton. 

Verily,  human  characters  are  made  up  of  soot  and  gold, 
and  perhaps  it  may  be  worth  while  to  sully  the  hands  for  the 
sake  of  the  precious  grains.  Yet,  sometimes,  that  even  is  not 
required ;  in  the  sifting  of  life  the  ore  comes  to  the  top  in 
gleaming  particles. 

Georgie  had  not  reckoned  on  any  kindly  feelings  towards 
her  existing  in  Wellcombe.  Her  heart  had  closed  against  the 
natives,  who  had  treated  her  with  exceptional  and  unwarranted 
rudeness.  And  yet  an  outburst  of  good  nature  and  of  affec- 
tion had  taken  place,  the  rough  expression  of  compunction  for 
what  had  taken  place. 

Now  she  recalled  many  little  instances  of  good  feeling, 
which  had  been  forgotten  in  the  turmoil  of  her  resentment 
and  mortified  pride,  that  of  late  had  raged  within  her. 

These  moorland  folk  were  creatures  of  impulse.  They 
were  not  governed  by  reason  and  prudence  ;  they  resembled 
their  mountain  burns,  now  turbid  and  brawling,  then  crystal- 
line, dancing  on  their  way  in  twinkling  ripples.  They  were 
like  their  skies,  now  lowering  and  stormy,  and  then  breaking 
into  sunshine  and  smiles. 

They  must  be  accepted  as  they  were,  the  children  of  nature. 
More  must  not  be  demanded  of  them  than  that  they  should 
be  true  to  themselves. 

That  HuUett  and  Davey,  the  rogue  and  the  dolt,  should 
have  shown  a  desire  to  make  amends  for  indignities  offered, 
was  indeed  amazing.     They — even  they  ! 

A  revolution,  or  rather  the  preliminary  agitation  that 
precedes  a  revolution,  was  taking  place  in  Georgie's  heart. 

Mrs.  Weldon  heard  a  suppressed  sob  at  her  side.     She  said 


214  ROYAL   GEORGIE 

no  word,  but  drew  the  girl's  hand  into  her  own  upon  her  lap, 
and  caressed  it.     Neither  spoke. 

Presently  they  were  at  Chudleigh,  where  horses  were 
changed.  Then  on,  up  the  long  ascent  to  Haldon,  and  the 
day  was  closing  in. 

Mrs.  Weldon  dozed. 

Georgie,  looking  out,  saw  that  they  passed  among  the 
recruits  under  the  sergeant,  not  marching,  as  they  had  received 
no  drill,  but  straggling  along  their  way  to  Exeter. 

As  the  carriage  toiled  up  the  height  one  of  these  young 
men  walked  ahead  of  his  company  and  kept  alongside  the 
chaise. 

He  said  nothing,  hardly  looked  within,  but  trudged  forward 
with  bowed  head. 

At  first  Georgie  did  not  pay  attention,  but  as  he  persisted 
in  striding  level  with  the  chaise  window  her  observation  was 
drawn  to  him,  and  she  recognised  Samson. 

Then  an  impulse  stirred  her,  rising  out  of  the  changing 
feelings,  and  she  signed  to  him  to  approach.  He  did  not 
notice  her  hand,  and  after  a  pause  she  called  him  by  name. 

The  vicar's  wife  was  asleep. 

The  young  man,  with  an  expression  of  surprise  and 
pleasure,  drew  near. 

"  Samson,"  said  she,  "  you  may  come  and  see  me  occasion- 
ally— only  occasionally,  mind  you.  We  shall  both  be  strangers 
in  Exeter,  and  lonely,  and  may  be  glad  to  exchange  a  word 
together — about — old  Wellcombe." 

She  had  gulped  down  another  epithet  that  had  started  to 
her  lips,  descriptive  of  her  feelings  at  that  moment  towards 
"old  Wellcombe." 


CHAPTER  XXXII 
JOSEPH'S  CUP 

THE  lanterns  slung  across  the  street  had  been  lighted, 
and  lamps  were  burning  before  some  private  houses, 
and  candles  guttered  in  the  few  shop  windows  that  were  open 
after  nightfall  as  the  carriage  arrived  in  Exeter  conveying  the 
ladies  to  Northernhaye,  where  resided  Miss  Chevalier. 

''  You  must  expect  to  find  her  somewhat  eccentric,"  Mrs. 
Weldon  said.  "  She  is  kind,  over-indulgent  to  some  persons, 
and  liable  to  be  imposed  upon.  Her  late  companion  exercised 
over  her  an  undue  and  mischievous  influence,  and  John  had 
to  use  all  his  authority  to  get  her  dismissed.  It  was  for  a 
moment  doubtful  which  would  prevail,  the  nephew  or  the 
confidante.  If  she  had  succeeded,  poor  Miss  Chevalier  would 
have  become  as  wax  in  the  hands  of  a  designing  woman. 
Happily,  respect  for  her  family  and  justifiable  pride  in  my 
brother,  her  nephew,  carried  the  day.  Some  old  maids  have 
a  tendency  to  lapse  under  the  control  of  inferiors,  who  obtain 
their  power  either  by  flattering  their  vanity  or  by  encouraging 
their  foibles.  Then  they  use  their  power  by  poisoning  the 
minds  of  their  mistresses  against  their  relatives.  The  woman 
who  has  been  got  rid  of  attempted  to  shut  the  door  in  our 
faces.  John  at  last  took  the  matter  into  his  own  hands.  He 
forced  himself  as  a  guest  into  the  house,  though  the  woman 
did  all  in  her  power  to  put  him  off,  and  he  succeeded  in 
turning  her  out." 

"  You  are  not  afraid  of  my  doing  the  same  ?  " 
"Not  in  the  least.     John  has   a  keen  perception  of  char- 
acter.    He  said  at  once  that  you  would  be  the  right  person. 

2i5 
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'  Straight  as  a  whistle,'  was  his  expression.  Besides,  you  are 
there  only  to  suit  yourself,  till  you  can  find  out  what  you 
would  like  to  do,  where  you  would  like  to  go.  I  know  what 
we  would  desire,  above  all — that  you  should  come  back  to 
Wellcombe.  That,  however,  I  suppose  you  will  not  consent 
to?" 

"  N-n-no." 

"  Miss  Millward,  the  late  companion,  took  at  last  to  writing 
my  aunt's  letters  for  her ;  when  John  offered  to  call  on  Miss 
Chevalier  there  always  came  back  a  reply  that  his  aunt  was  in 
such  a  condition  of  nervous  prostration,  or  was  so  troubled 
with  palpitations,  that  she  was  obliged  to  ask  him  to  postpone 
the  visit.  At  last  John  went  to  the  house  and  was  refused 
admission,  but  entered  notwithstanding,  and  was  met  by  Miss 
Millward  on  the  stairs.  He  went  past  her,  deaf  to  her  pro- 
testations. It  was  as  good  as  a  play.  But  here  we  are.  Do 
not  be  discouraged  if  Miss  Chevalier  is  unamiably  disposed 
at  first.     She  cannot  get  over  the  loss  of  her  dear  Millward." 

The  chaise  drew  up  at  a  doorway  to  a  tall  brick  house 
with  long  windows,  in  the  Georgian  style,  the  ugliest  which 
absence  of  wit  in  man  could  design  except  the  villa  of  white 
brick  with  red  trimmings  of  to-day. 

A  lamp  burned  over  the  entrance. 

The  rap  of  the  post-boy  was  answered,  and  the  door  was 
opened  by  a  grim,  elderly  maid,  who  looked  ill  pleased  at  the 
arrival  of  Mrs.  Weldon  and  Miss  Millward's  substitute. 

Another  servant  was  in  the  hall,  and  Georgie  saw  at  a 
glance  that  the  domestics  were  in  league  to  resent  the  in- 
trusion. 

They  made  difficulties  about  her  luggage.  There  was  no 
man  in  the  house,  and  the  post-boy  could  not  leave  his  horses. 
The  box  was  too  heavy  for  two  women  to  carry  upstairs. 

Mrs.  Weldon  turned  on  them. 

"  Very  well,"  said  she  ;  "  I  shall  inform  Miss  Chevalier.  It 
is  a  pity  that  a  general  clearance  was  not  effected  when  Miss 
Millward  was  dismissed." 

Then  the  two  women  sulkily  bestirred  themselves.  Mrs. 
Weldon  signed  to  the  parlour-maid  to  lead  the  way  and 
announce  herself  and  Miss  Thirkleby.     The  two  were  shown 
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upstairs  into  a  large  drawing-room,  with  handsome  curtains 
and  carpet,  and  with  a  fire  of  coals  at  one  end,  by  which  with 
her  gown  turned  up  over  her  knees  sat  a  little  lady  with  a 
book  in  her  hand.  Beside  her  was  a  small  table  on  which 
stood  a  pair  of  silver  candlesticks  and  snuffers  in  a  tray. 
Miss  Chevalier  greeted  her  niece  with  warmth,  but  with  a 
touch  of  plaintiveness  in  her  greeting,  and  bowed  stiffly  to 
Georgie. 

"Sit  down.  Pray  take  a  seat.  Say  what  you  will  have. 
You  must  be  dreadfully  tired.  Such  a  long  distance  and  the 
roads  so  bad.  Will  you  take  a  dish  of  tea  or  wine  and 
biscuits?  Or  will  you  have  something  more  solid?  Any- 
thing, everything  in  the  house  is  yours,  but  I  must  inform  you 
that  my  servants  are  tired  out.  They  have  had  a  great  deal 
of  extra  work  to-day,  getting  two  rooms  ready.  You  will 
excuse  a  regular  supper.  I  told  them  that,  under  the  circum- 
stances, I  was  sure  you  would  pardon  the  omission.  They 
are  willing;  but  you  may  work  a  willing  horse  to  death." 

A  tap  at  the  door,  and  the  maid  entered  with  subdued 
malevolence  in  her  face. 

"Please,  ma'am,"  to  Mrs.  Weldon,  "the  post-boy  hasn't 
been  paid." 

"  That  is  my  affair,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  fumbling  for  her 
purse.     "  No,  Lucy,  you  come  on  a  visit  to  me." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Mrs.  Weldon,  putting  out  her 
hand  to  arrest  that  of  her  aunt.  "  If  the  boy  does  not  know, 
it  is  the  fault  of  his  master.  I  said  he  was  to  conduct  me 
back  to  Ashburton  to-morrow.  He  has  had  his  instructions. 
He  will  be  here  to-morrow  morning  at  half-past  ten." 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"The  post-boy  did  not  ask  for  the  money,"  said  Mrs. 
Weldon.  "This  is  a  bit  of  Eliza's  impertinence.  I  am 
really  surprised,  my  dear  aunt,  that  you  can  put  up  with  such 
servants." 

"  There,  there  !  "  protested  the  old  lady.  "  Do  not  please 
touch  on  this  topic,  the  short  time  you  are  here.  And  fancy 
beginning  on  it  at  the  very  moment  of  your  arrival.  I  am 
very  comfortable  with  them,  and  they  are  all  devoted  to  me. 
They  have  been  in  my  service  for  a  long  time,  and  worship 
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the  very  ground  on  which  I  stand."  Mrs.  Weldon  said  no 
more. 

"  But  now,"  pursued  Miss  Chevalier,  "what  will  you  take? 
I  am  sure  that  you  need  something." 

"  Really,  bed  is  all  that  Miss  Thirkleby  and  I  desire. 
We  had  a  supply  of  good  things  on  the  way,  so  that,  for 
my  part,  I  could  touch  nothing  if  the  table  were  covered." 

"  1  am  sorry  for  that  in  one  way,"  said  Miss  Chevalier. 
"  It  looks  so  inhospitable  to  receive  you  and  give  you  no 
food.  On  the  other  hand,  my  servants  are  fagged  out. 
They  have  worked  like  slaves  all  day.  If  you  really  desire 
bed,  would  you  kindly  touch  the  bell,  Miss  Thirkleby ;  we  will 
have  prayers." 

"  Prayers  !  "  escaped  Ceorgie's  lips.     "  It  is  not  Sunday." 

"  We  have  family  prayers  every  day.  My  servants  are  truly 
pious  and  evangelical  persons.  They  would  rather  go  without 
a  meal  than  miss  their  devotions." 

Georgie  pulled  the  bell-rope. 

About  five  minutes  later  a  servant  entered  and  arranged  a 
set  of  chairs  in  a  row  near  the  door,  then  produced  from  a 
side  table  a  large  Bible  in  red  calf  and  a  thumbed  book  of 
family  prayers,  then  set  the  silver  candlesticks  one  on  each 
side  of  the  Bible,  and  snuffed  the  candles. 

Presently  a  procession  entered,  headed  by  the  scullery- 
maid.  Then  came  the  under-housemaid,  followed  by  the 
housemaid.  The  parlour-maid  fell  into  place ;  then  came  the 
lady's  maid,  and  the  cook  with  a  glowing  face  closed  the  series. 
Six  women  to  wait  upon  this  one  poor  shrivelled  morsel 
of  gentility. 

"  I  always  read  first  part  of  a  chapter,"  said  Miss  Chevalier. 
"  Pray  sit  down." 

Down  went  the  servants,  collapsing  in  a  row,  and  folded 
their  hands  on  their  laps.  Six  pair  of  eyes  looked  steadily 
and  inimically  at  the  new  companion.  They  had  all  been 
very  comfortable  under  the  Millward  regime. 

There  was  less  hostility  in  the  cook's  eyes,  for  they  had  a 
glassy  aspect,  and  she  was  struggling  to  suppress  a  hiccough, 
and  very  little  in  those  of  the  kitchen-maid — what  antagonism 
this  last  had  was  assumed,  so  as  to  be  like  the  rest. 
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Miss  Chevalier  now  assumed  a  pair  of  spectacles.  She  had 
not  used  them  when  reading  to  herself,  but  the  assumption  of 
glasses  across  the  nose  was  a  sort  of  investiture  for  her 
sacerdotal  office. 

Presently  she  began  to  read — 

"Genesis,  chapter  forty -four."  A  pause.  Then  ver}' slowly, 
articulating  each  syllable  like  a  child  who  has  begun  to  read  : 
"  And  he  com-man-ded  the  stew-ard  of  his  house,  say-ing.  Fill 
the  men's  sacks  with  food,  as  much  as  they  can  car-ry,  and  put 
ev-er-y  man's  mon-ey  in  the  sack's  mouth.  And  put  my  cup, 
the  sil-ver  cup,  in  the  sack's  mouth  of  the  young-est,  and  his 
corn  mon-ey.  And  he  did  ac-cor-ding  to  the  word  that  Jo-seph 
had  spo-ken." 

Georgie  remembered  that  her  uncle  had  never  had  any 
prayers  except  such  as  he  was  obliged  to  recite  in  church. 
Miss  Chevalier  read  infinitely  slowly.  Her  uncle  had  read 
very  fast.  Each  was  equally  unintelligible.  Miss  Chevalier 
was  so  deliberate  that  by  the  time  she  had  reached  the  second 
member  of  a  sentence  the  tenor  of  the  first  had  escaped  the 
memory.  Mr.  Thirkleby  had  read  so  fast  that  the  mind  in  its 
endeavour  to  follow  lost  wind  and  abandoned  the  race. 

Georgie  became  aware  that  she  had  entered  a  house 
where  there  was  a  considerable  amount  of  outward  profession 
of  religion,  whereas  in  that  of  her  uncle  there  had  been  none 
at  all. 

She  was  likewise  aware  that  strong  antagonistic  forces  were 
ranged  against  her.  That  row  of  seated  women  might  have 
been  a  platoon  of  soldiers  called  out  to  shoot  her.  Happily 
Georgie  was  accustomed  to  ill-will,  latent  if  not  expressed,  and 
she  did  not  heed  it.  On  the  contrary,  it  roused  the  fighting 
nature  in  her.  But  this  experience  had  one  bad  effect  at  once. 
It  set  back  and  trod  down  the  rising  kindliness  that  had  been 
filling  her  heart  since  leaving  Ashburton.  The  softness  w^as 
past,  and  she  became  hard  again. 

She  heard  Miss  Chevalier  laboriously  proceeding  with  the 
story  of  the  brethren  of  Joseph,  how  they  left  Egypt  and  how 
they  were  hastening  home,  how  the  steward  pursued  them  and 
charged  them  with  having  carried  off  Joseph's  silver  cup. 

She  heard,  without  giving  heed,  how  that  they  indignantly 
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and  with  strong  asseverations  of  innocence  protested  that  the 
cup  was  not  with  them.  It  was  in  none  of  their  baggage. 
Then  she  heard  how  the  steward  insisted  on  a  search. 

"Then  they  speed-i-ly  took  down  ev-e-ry  man  his  sack  to 
the  ground,  and  o-pen-ed  ev-e-ry  man  his  sack. 

"  And  he  search-ed  and  be-gan  at  the  eld-est,  and  left 
at  the  young-est,  and  the  cup  was  found  in  Ben-ja-min's 
sack." 

Then  Miss  Chevalier  said,  "  Let  us  pray." 

At  once  the  row  of  servants  performed  with  adroitness  the 
evolution  of  right  about  face,  and  plumped  down  on  their 
knees.  The  cook  only  failed  in  dexterity  ;  she  nearly  fell  over, 
but  was  buttressed  up  by  the  kitchen-maid. 

That  night  Georgie  had  troubled  dreams. 

She  had  not  concerned  herself  to  unpack  her  trunk.  She 
had  taken  out  only  such  articles  as  she  at  once  needed.  The 
case  stood  against  the  wall  and  was  nailed  up.  It  would  have 
to  be  opened  with  the  cleaver  on  the  morrow. 

In  her  dreams  Georgie  thought  she  was  travelling  up 
Haldon  Hill  with  this  case  on  her  back.  Looking  behind  her, 
she  saw  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  in  pursuit,  pointing,  and  saying, 
"  The  cup  !  where  is  Joseph's  cup  ?  " 

And  she  strained  every  nerve  to  get  forward,  yet  could 
not,  and  she  kept  protesting,  "The  cup — the  cup  is  not  in 
my  case." 


CHAPTER   XXXIII 
THE  CAPTAIN'S  CABIN 

BREAKFAST  was  late,  usually,  at  Miss  Chevalier's.  Its 
production  was  attended  with  difficulties.  The  servants 
were  late.  Then  they  had  their  own  breakfasts.  After  that 
their  leavings  had  to  be  warmed  up  for  their  mistress.  And 
before  that  was  done  they  were  constrained  by  the  exigencies 
of  digestion  to  sit  for  half  an  hour  and  talk.  Moreover,  the 
cook  liked  to  skim  the  daily  paper  before  returning  to  the 
fire. 

At  breakfast,  on  the  following  morning,  Miss  Chevalier  was 
cheerful  and  chatty. 

Mrs.  Weldon  informed  her  that  she  had  brought  for  her  a 
pound  of  clotted  cream  from  Ashburton,  and  had  given  it  to 
the  cook  overnight  to  put  in  a  cool  place. 

At  breakfast  a  jam  glass  appeared  with  some  in  it,  about 
four  ounces  by  weight  of  cream. 

Miss  Chevalier  was  interested  to  hear  particulars  of  the  cure 
to  which  Mr.  Weldon  had  been  appointed ;  and  the  vicar's 
wife  tactfully  referred  to  Georgie  as  one  most  intimately 
acquainted  with  Wellcombe,  as  a  means  of  drawing  her  into 
the  conversation. 

When  breakfast  was  over  and  the  ladies  rose,  Georgie  said, 
"  I  have  brought  down  a  little  bunch  of  flowers  that  Sir  John 
gave  me — I  presume  for  you.  Miss  Chevalier.  They  are  not 
much,  he  said,  but  all  that  he  could  get  in  Ashburton." 

"  I  value  whatever  comes  from  the  dear  fellow,"  said  the 
lady.  "  Will  you  touch  the  bell  and  ask  for  some  cold  water. 
We  will  put  them  in  a  vase  here.     But  stay — I  believe  that  at 
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this  moment  the  servants  are  having  their  snack  between  meals. 
I  hate  myself  being  disturbed  whilst  eating,  and  consequently 
do  not  like  to  break  in  on  them.  Would  you  mind,  Miss 
Thirkleby,  running  down  into  tlic  kitchen  and  bringing  me  my 
little  water  can  ?  " 

Georgia  obeyed.  She  descended  to  the  lower  regions,  and 
entered  the  kitchen  as  the  domestics  were  enjoying  themselves 
on  bread  and  cream,  or,  to  be  more  exact,  on  cream  and 
bread. 

"  Now,  look  here,  miss,  once  for  all,"  said  the  cook,  "  this 
is  my  realm,  and  I  don't  allow  nobody  in  it.     So  clear  out." 

"  I  shall  go  whithersoever  the  mistress  of  the  house  sends 
me,"  answered  Georgie.  "Give  me  Miss  Chevalier's  can  with 
fresh  water  in  it." 

During  the  morning,  after  Mrs.  Weldon  had  departed, 
Georgie  was  with  the  old  lady,  and  endeavoured  to  ascertain 
from  her  what  were  the  duties  required  of  her ;  whether  to 
see  to  household  affairs,  the  ordering  of  meals,  the  manage- 
ment of  the  servants,  the  keeping  of  accounts,  or  whether  she 
was  supposed,  as  companion,  to  be  with  and  amuse  Miss 
Chevalier. 

She  found  the  old  lady  vague  in  her  ideas  as  to  duties.  The 
house  managed  itself.  The  meals  came  appro.ximately  at  the 
proper  hours,  the  servants  were  all  that  could  be  desired,  and 
needed  no  supervision.  Accounts  were  never  kept ;  but  Miss 
Chevalier  liked  to  be  talked  to  and  amused.  The  old  lady 
recurred  occasionally  to  the  excellences  of  Miss  Millward, 
and  harped  on  the  smoothness  with  which  life  had  moved 
when  she  was  there.  No  troubles  about  the  servants,  no 
complaints,  whereas  since  she  had  been  dismissed,  either  Lucy 
(Mrs.  Weldon)  or  Sir  John  had  been  much  with  her,  and  there 
had  been  many  worries,  complaints  against  the  servants  of 
incivility  and  of  wastefulness. 

"  If  they  are  a  little  wanting  in  frugality,"  said  the  lady,  "  I 
had  much  rather  it  was  so  than  that  I  should  be  vexed.  I  can 
make  both  ends  meet,  and  I  like  to  take  life  easily.  But 
Lucy  has  a  way  about  her  that  ruflles  me.  1  hate  to  be 
fretted  because  some  crusts  are  thrown  into  the  ash-bin,  or 
because  the  butcher's  meat  is  under  weight,  or  because  there 
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are  men  in  the  kitchen.  Life  is  not  worth  living  if  one  has  to 
be  troubled  about  such  matters.  My  servants  are  good 
Christian  people,  and  would  cheerfully  starve  themselves 
rather  than  I  should  want  anything.  Perhaps  you  would  like 
to  be  shown  over  the  house.  I  will  take  you.  Then  you 
will  know  your  way." 

The  old  lady  rose  with  a  rustle  of  her  garments.  She  wore 
a  shot  grey  silk  dress,  and  dark  mittens  on  her  hands.  She 
had  been  pretty,  but  was  now  withered,  yet  she  had  good 
features.  Her  hair  was  done  into  little  curls  under  a  lace  cap 
with  black  ribbons. 

She  never  left  the  room  without  drawing  a  barege  shawl  over 
her  shoulders. 

"  You  will  be  pleased  to  see  the  house,  I  suppose  ? "  she 
said.  "  It  belonged  to  my  mother.  She  came  of  a  good 
family,  and  brought  my  father  some  money — but  I  have  that 
now.  We  are  in  Northernhaye,  on  the  site  of  some  of  the  old 
castle  buildings,  in  a  commanding  position.  There  are  fine 
trees  here,  and  I  have  a  respectable  garden.  My  garden," 
continued  Miss  Chevalier,  "  is  mainly  for  flowers,  but  I  have  a 
vegetable  garden  as  well.  Unhappily  the  slugs  are  numerous, 
and  so  is  the  wire-worm,  and  now  I  have  to  get  all  my 
vegetables  from  the  greengrocer's.  There  is  a  little  con- 
servatory— rather  damp,  and  the  flowers  mildew  in  it.  The 
gardener  says  that  the  aspect  is  unsuitable.  I  have  to 
purchase  fresh  plants  every  year,  and  my  bill  to  the  seedsman 
and  florist  comes  to  quite  a  considerable  figure.  My  bulbs 
have  a  curious  peculiarity.  They  die  in  my  garden  but  come 
up  at  a  distance  in  that  of  my  man,  who  supplies  families  with 
cut  flowers.  He  tells  me  that  it  is  really  surprising  how  far 
underground  bulbs  will  travel  if  they  dislike  the  soil  in  which 
they  are  placed.  My  gardener  is  an  invaluable  man.  I  pay 
him  a  guinea  a  week,  and  he  is  a  true  Christian.  Aspect  is 
against  me,  he  says.  You  see  my  garden  slopes  to  the 
north." 

By  this  time  Miss  Chevalier  had  descended  the  stairs  to  the 
hall. 

"  Here  on  the  left,"  said  she,  "  is  the  dining-room.  On  the 
opposite  side,  that  door — will  you  kindly  open  it  ? — leads  into 
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what  I  humorously  call  the  captain's  cabin  —  two  rooms 
given  up  to  my  nephew.  One  is  the  bedroom,  and  the  other 
is  a  little  boudoir.  I  have  been  obliged  to  make  the  farther 
apartment  his  sitting-room,  for — I  grieve  to  say  it — he  smokes. 
It  is  his  sole  vice.  I  could  not  let  him  have  his  cigar  in  the 
room  that  opens  on  to  the  hall,  because  then  the  fumes  would 
be  perceptible  there,  and  reach  me  in  the  drawing-room.  So 
I  have  had  the  outer  chamber  converted  into  his  sleeping 
apartment,  and  beyond  is  the  room  in  which  I  tolerate  his 
smoking,  so  long  as  he  keeps  his  head  up  the  chimney  and 
the  window  open.     I  trust  your  uncle  never  smoked." 

"  Oh  yes,  he  did." 

"Ah,  poor  man  !  and  called  to  his  account.  You  have  seen 
my  nephew.  He  is  a  thoroughly  honourable,  straightforward 
man,  but  he  has  only  a  small  estate,  and  looks  to  get  forward 
in  his  profession.  It  is  unfortunate  that  he  has  so  few 
relatives,  and  none  in  a  position  to  push  his  interests  at  head- 
quarters. I  can  find  no  fault  with  him ;  his  tastes  are  simple, 
but  I  do  not  like  his  smoking,  and  he  has  given  me  some 
annoyance  by  meddling  in  my  domestic  affairs.  Ah  !  there  is 
the  summons  to  dinner.  I  dine  early,  and  on  Sundays  and 
Saturdays  have  cold  meats  so  as  to  save  the  servants.  That 
was  the  first  bell.  We  have  still  a  little  time.  Apart  from  the 
difiiculty  about  John's  smoking,  I  like  to  have  him  here,  as  he 
gives  less  trouble  to  the  servants  who  have  to  bring  up  water 
and  coals.  When  John  is  here,  I  am  obliged  to  dine  late,  and 
then  I  generally  invite  some  of  the  officers  to  dinner,  or  let 
him  bring  his  friends." 

Miss  Chevalier  led  the  way  into  the  inner  apartment. 
"  Cosy,  pleasant  little  parlour  for  a  bachelor,  is  it  not  ?  " 

The  inner  chamber  panelled  with  deal,  painted  white,  had 
on  one  side  a  bookcase  well  filled. 

"  I  should  object  to  his  smoking  here,"  continued  Miss 
Chevalier,  "as  you  see  it  is  a  library,  and  smoke  adheres  to 
books.  But,  as  you  see,  they  are  not  works  I  am  likely  to 
require :  Pinkerton^ s  Voyages,  Locke  on  the  Understanding, 
Smithes  Wealth  of  Nations,  The  Farmer's  Magazine,  Gillie's 
History  of  Greece.  I  keep  the  books  here  ;  they  belonged  to 
my  uncle,  and  I  never  look  into  them." 
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"Surely  this,"  said  Georgia,  "will  be  in  your  line,"  and  she 
pointed  to  the  back  of  a  volume  labelled  Ah  Introductio7i  to 
a  Godly  Life. 

"  Oh,  that,"  replied  Miss  Chevalier,  not  noticing  the  touch 
of  malice  in  the  girl's  tone,  "  that  is  only  a  sham  book ; 
back  and  emptiness.  It  is  intended  for  pamphlets  or  news- 
paper cuttings.  Just  a  case  to  contain  what  would  otherwise 
litter  about." 

"  Does  Sir  John  often  stay  with  you  ?  "  asked  Georgie. 

"  Rarely — very  rarely.  You  see  he  is  with  his  regiment 
most  of  his  time,  or  with  Lucy.  He  is  much  attached  to  his 
sister  and  likes  his  brother-in-law.  They  get  on  admirably 
together.  Only  once  in  the  way  can  he  afford  to  visit  his  old 
aunt.     There  is  the  second  bell." 

It  was  not  Sunday  or  Saturday,  accordingly  there  was  not 
cold  meat  only  on  the  table.  The  little  meal  was  good  and 
nicely  served.  There  were  cutlets  and  mashed  potatoes  and 
game,  also  an  open  jam  tart. 

"  I  think,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  I  could  relish  some  of  that 
clotted  cream  Mrs.  Weldon  brought.  It  would  go  well,  Eliza, 
with  the  fruit  in  the  tart." 

"  Please,  ma'am,  there  is  none  left,"  said  the  maid. 

"  None  left ! "  echoed  Miss  Chevalier.  "  How  odd — I 
thought — and  I  am  so  fond  of  cream." 

"  There  was  really  very  little,  ma'am.  You  had  some  at 
breakfast,  and  the  thunder  has  turned  the  rest,  so  that  cook 
had  to  throw  it  away." 

"Thunder,  and  in  midwinter?" 

"  It  is  in  the  air,  ma'am." 

Georgie  wondered  whether  in  that  professedly  pious  house- 
hold more  mischief  was  not  done  than  in  that  of  her  uncle, 
who  was  cynically  pagan.  This  old  maid  demoralised  all  her 
domestics,  making  them  dishonest  and  hypocritical. 


15 


CHAPTER   XXXIV 
A  FIND 

IN  the  afternoon  Miss  Chevalier  was  accustomed  to  doze, 
and  she  let  Georgie  understand  that  she  was  free. 
Accordingly,  having  time  at  her  disposal,  she  unpacked  her 
trunks  and  put  away  the  contents  in  the  chest  of  drawers  and 
wardrobe  of  her  bedroom.  Then  she  seated  herself  to  con- 
sider her  position. 

She  hardly  knew  whether  to  be  angry  with  or  to  pity  the 
old  lady,  who  in  her  selfishness  refused  to  look  into  the 
conduct  of  the  household,  lest  it  should  interfere  with  her  own 
ease. 

There  had  at  least  been  no  profession  of  religion  about  her 
uncle,  and  she  was  almost  inclined  to  think  that  the  moral 
atmosphere  in  his  parsonage  was  more  wholesome  than  in  the 
residence  of  this  pious  spinster. 

It  was,  said  Cieorgie  to  herself,  no  concern  of  hers  that  this 
old  lady  should  be  cheated,  for  Miss  Chevalier  was  content  to 
have  it  so,  and  resented  any  attempt  to  break  into  her  fool's 
paradise.     Nevertheless,  Ceorgie  was  uncomfortable. 

To  see  this  sort  of  thing  going  on  before  her  eyes,  and 
allowed  to  pass  unconimented  on  and  unrebuked,  militated 
against  what  she  considered  to  be  right. 

She  was  aware  that  she  was  an  inmate  of  the  house  on 
sufferance,  put  there  by  the  W'eldons  to  keep  out  the 
Millward. 

Miss  Chevalier  was  restless  to  be  back  in  chains  under  the 
thraldom  of  the  discarded  companion.  Georgie  would  have 
to  act  with  the  utmost  judgment.     For  the  sake  of  those  kind 
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people  who  had  nursed  and  befriended  her,  she  must  do  what 
she  was  able  to  serve  their  ends. 

Georgie  knew  what  the  danger  was.  The  old  lady  w^as  very 
comfortably  off,  and  possessed  so  good  an  income  that  she 
was  not  sensible  of  the  reckless  prodigality  that  went  on  in  the 
house.  The  Weldons  were  poor — the  living  of  Wellcombe 
was  Httle  better  than  a  dying.  It  was  worth  but  two  hundred 
a  year,  and  the  solitary  position  of  the  place  necessitated  the 
keeping  of  a  pony  trap.  What  Lucy  Weldon  feared  was  lest 
Miss  Millward  should  get  such  control  over  the  mind  of  her 
aunt  as  to  induce  her  to  leave  her  money  to  the  companion 
instead  of  the  niece.  Miss  Millward  had  been  got  rid  of,  but 
there  was  no  certainty  that  she  was  completely  routed,  past 
recovery. 

Georgie  saw  clearly  that  if  she  attempted  to  put  to  rights 
what  was  wrong  in  the  establishment,  this  must  be  done 
cautiously.  There  must  be  no  precipitation,  or  Miss  Chevalier 
might  revolt,  order  her  to  leave,  and  recall  the  Millward. 
That  would  be  a  poor  return  for  the  kindness  shown  her  by 
the  Weldons. 

She  deemed  it  advisable  at  first  not  to  interfere  between 
the  mistress  and  her  servants.  If  she  observed  gross 
dishonesty  and  dereliction  of  duty  she  would  communicate 
with  Mrs.  Weldon,  and  leave  her  to  act  as  she  judged  most 
expedient. 

Her  own  position  in  the  house  was  undetermined.  She  was 
not  empowered  to  act  as  housekeeper,  the  keys  were  not 
permanently  committed  to  her.  When  something  was  required 
that  was  under  lock.  Miss  Chevalier  said,  "  My  dear  Miss 
Thirkleby,  will  you  kindly  save  me  the  trouble  of  getting  it  ? 
Here  is  the  key.     Be  so  good  as  to  return  it  to  me." 

She  did  not  collect  the  bills  and  pay  the  accounts.  Pay- 
ment was  done  in  a  haphazard  manner  through  the  cook  or 
the  parlour-maid,  and  the  bills  were  accepted  by  her  and 
unverified. 

She  was  not  to  read  to  Miss  Chevalier,  who  was  quite  able 
to  occupy  her  mind  with  a  book  unassisted.  She  was  not  to 
play  cribbage  with  her,  for  Miss  Chevalier  regarded  cards  as 
savouring  of  evil. 
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She  was  a  companion  in  name  only — "  to  touch  the  bell," 
for  the  lady,  and  to  put  coals  on  the  fire,  and  this  to  save  the 
parlour-maid  trouble,  and  to  fetch  and  carry. 

But  (leorgie  was  shrewd,  and  she  soon  perceived  what  it 
was  that  the  old  lady  really  required,  and  what  she  hinted  at 
was  precisely  that  which  the  girl  could  not  give.  She  expected 
to  be  made  a  fuss  with,  to  have  the  companion  take  ten 
thousand  unnecessary  precautions  to  secure  her  in  health,  to 
administer  flattery  incessantly,  and  to  fall  in  with  her  charitable 
schemes.  About  these  latter  Cieorgie  was  too  ignorant  to  feel 
interested,  and  she  had  too  much  self-respect  to  administer 
flattery. 

Having  riddled  this  all  out  in  her  own  mind,  and  come  to  a 
conclusion  as  to  what  her  conduct  should  be  towards  Miss 
Chevalier  on  one  side,  and  towards  the  domestics  on  the 
other,  Georgie  drew  a  long  breath,  rose  from  her  chair,  and 
addressed  herself  to  the  task  of  opening  the  case  sent  by  Alse 
Grylls,  that  contained  her  after-thoughts.  It  was  a  rough  deal 
box,  clumsily  fastened  with  old  nails  that  had  been  beaten 
straight,  and  then  hammered  in  with  a  stone.  As  they  had 
gone  into  the  wood  in  all  directions,  had  protruded  and  split 
the  wood,  or  had  doubled  over,  the  lid  was  not  particularly 
firm.  Accordingly,  the  old  woman,  to  make  secure,  had 
roped  the  box  about,  and  had  fastened  the  cord  in  many 
knots. 

It  cost  Georgie  much  time  to  undo  these.  She  could  not 
cut  them,  as  she  had  but  a  tiny  pocket-knife  that  was  blunt, 
and  the  cord  was  too  thick  to  be  severed  by  the  scissors. 

When  the  bonds  were  removed,  the  nails  offered  no  effective 
resistance.  By  means  of  the  tongs  she  was  able  to  heave  the 
lid  and  start  them. 

Then  she  threw  open  the  case,  and  saw  that  it  was  stufted 
with  a  host  of  trifles,  mostly  reminiscences  of  childhood,  along 
with  a  riding-habit,  and  some  coloured  dresses  that  she  was 
not  likely  for  some  time  to  require. 

As  she  lifted  the  habit,  she  was  surprised  to  fmd  that  it 
weighed  heavier  than  she  had  anticipated.  Then,  considering 
that  it  might  be  wrapped  about  some  fragile  article,  she 
cautiously  unrolled  it,  and  started  and  caught  her  breath  as 
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she   recognised    a    brown   earthenware    jar,    sealed   up,    and 
labelled  "  Allspice." 

Along  with  this  was  a  rudely  scrawled  note. 

"  Dear  Miss  Georgie, — There  now,  doanty  be  angry  if  I 
send  you  back  this  here  cloam  pot  and  all  therein,  for  sure  as 
eggs  be  eggs  I  be  an  ole  woman  and  my  days  may  not  be 
long.  And  the  folks  might  take  it  into  their  heads  to  burn 
me  out  of  house  and  home,  seeing  as  I  be  no  better  nor  an 
ole  witch.  There  be  no  tellin'.  These  Wellcombe  folk  be 
amazin'  comical  dogs.  An'  I  thowt  my  dere  lamb,  as  'ow  I 
could  have  no  rest  thinkin'  of  my  bein'  in  charge  of  thickey 
cloam  pot,  and  its  contents,  and  as  'ow  you  mite  want  of  it 
some  day,  and  as  'ow  it  reely  belongeth  to  you.  And  as  'ow 
I  couldn't  be  surety  for  it,  me  bein'  an  ole  woman  an'  my  days 
drawing  to  evening.  So  'aving  this  'ere  chance  I  thowt  well 
to  lay  'old  thereon  and  send  you  the  pot  back  right  on  end, 
and  you  can  keep  it  and  the  'ponsibility  will  be  your'n.  God 
blessy  is  the  dayly  praer  of 

"  Ole  Alse." 

Georgie  sank  on  the  floor  and  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  overwhelmed  with  shame.  She  had  passed  her  word 
of  honour  to  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  that  the  manuscript  was  no 
longer  m  her  possession. 

When  he  was  eyeing  the  boxes,  she  had  challenged  him  with 
mistrust  in  her  good  faith.  It  was  relying  upon  her  word 
that  he  had  refrained  from  an  examination  of  her  goods.  She 
felt  as  though  she  could  never  look  the  knight  in  the  face 
again.  Her  face  burnt.  She  was  choking  with  emotion,  and 
the  scalding  tears  poured  over  her  cheeks. 

What  was  to  be  done?  How  could  she  clear  herself? 
Should  she  write  and  explain  the  circumstances  ?  It  was  the 
only  reparation  she  could  make  for  her  unintentional  lie,  the 
only  way  in  which  she  could  cut  off  from  her  the  imputation 
of  the  basest  deception,  should  it  come  to  his  knowledge  that 
she  had  carried  away  with  her  the  "Revelations  of  a  Man 
about  Court." 

In  an  access  of  humiliation  she  started  from  the  floor,  went 
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to  the  table,  and  wrote  an  incoherent  letter  of  apology  and 
explanation.  It  was  marred  by  the  tears  that  fell  on  the  page. 
She  tore  it  up  and  recommenced  another. 

But  then  further  consideration  came  and  arrested  her  hand. 
If  she  confessed  that  the  coveted  manuscript  was  with  her,  Sir 
Thomas  would  assuredly  hasten  to  Exeter,  and  renew  his 
abortive  attempt  to  wring  it  from  her. 

She  could  refuse  him  again,  but  there  was  this  to  be  thought 
of  as  complicating  the  situation.  It  was  more  than  possible 
that  Miss  Chevalier  would  be  drawn  into  the  dispute ;  she 
might  come  to  hear  of  the  story  connected  with  Georgie's 
origin,  and  the  girl  had  gauged  the  character  of  the  mistress  of 
the  house  to  know  that  she  was  vastly  inquisitive.  Further,  if 
Miss  Chevalier  should  know  her  story,  and  of  the  eagerness 
with  which  this  manuscript  was  desired,  then  in  half  an  hour 
it  would  be  known  in  the  kitchen,  and  everyone  in  the  house 
would  be  on  the  alert  to  get  a  sight  of  the  document. 

The  girl  would  have  the  utmost  difficulty  in  keeping  it  from 
prying  eyes. 

In  a  strange  house,  with  nothing  that  she  could  lock  except 
a  trunk  furnished  with  an  ordinary  lock,  such  as  a  chance  key 
might  fit,  this  would  be  full  of  risk. 

She  tore  up  a  second  letter  that  was  incomplete.  Then 
she  left  the  table.  Her  first  consideration  must  be  where  to 
dispose  of  the  precious  budget.  Her  trunk  was  out  of  the 
question.  'I'he  box  in  which  Alse  had  sent  her  collection  had 
the  lid  in  a  shattered  condition. 

Georgie  tried  the  drawers  of  her  writing-table.  They  had 
locks,  but  no  key,  nor  had  a  cabinet  against  the  wall.  The 
chest  of  drawers  was  without  locks.  She  searched  for  a  hiding- 
place  in  the  room.     There  was  none  in  any  way  suitable. 

She  worked  the  cork  out  of  the  jar,  and  withdrew  the 
manuscript.  It  was  too  bulky  to  be  carried  about  by  her 
everywhere  and  all  day  in  her  pocket. 

What  was  to  be  done  with  it  ? 

She  seated  herself  in  an  arm-chair,  opened  the  parcel,  and 
spread  out  the  volume  on  her  lap.     Then  she  fell  to  musing. 

In  this  collection  of  closely  written  sheets  was  the  story  of 
her  mother.     A   life's  tragedy  was  compressed  within  a  few 
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pages ;  the  tale  of  a  woman's  wrongs,  of  her  griefs  and  woes. 
Not,  indeed,  the  whole  story ;  only  the  surface  ruffle.  It  told 
nothing  of  the  inner  stirrings  and  writhings,  under  shame, 
neglect,  desertion ;  only  the  bare  facts,  substantiated  with 
letters.  The  depths  below  might  be  guessed, — they  were  not 
disclosed,  except  in  one  piteous  epistle  addressed  to  a  brother. 

On  no  account  would  Georgina  have  suffered  those  odious 
men,  Hullett  and  Davey,  to  look  into  those  sheets.  Sir 
Thomas  was  somewhat  different ;  he  might  understand  and 
feel  for  the  griefs  of  which  those  pages  told  so  much  and  yet 
which  they  expressed  so  little.  But  never  would  she,  the 
child  of  the  sufferer,  allow  a  common  eye  to  study  that  record. 
She  had  been  forbidden  to  show  it  to  Sir  Thomas.  The 
thought  that  it  might  be  read  by  Miss  Chevalier  and  be 
gloated  over  in  the  kitchen  made  Georgie's  cheek  flame. 

What  was  to  be  done  with  that  horrible  volume  ?  There 
was  absolutely  no  hiding-place  in  her  chamber. 

Yet  it  must  be  concealed  somewhere. 

Then  suddenly  an  idea  flashed  into  her  mind.  She  recalled 
the  study,  with  its  library  shelves  and  the  sham  book-back. 
Behind  that  cover  there  was  a  vacant  receptacle. 

She  concealed  the  manuscript  about  her  person  and  left 
the  room,  stole  down  the  staircase  to  the  principal  landing. 
There  she  gently  opened  the  drawing-room  door,  looked  in, 
and  saw  that  Miss  Chevalier  was  dozing  in  her  chair  with  a 
book  on  her  knees. 

Georgie  softly  shut  the  door  and  descended  farther,  till  she 
reached  the  hall.     There  also  she  stood  still  and  listened. 

The  servants  were  below.  She  could  hear  their  tongues  in 
hot  discussion  in  the  kitchen,  whence  also  issued  the  odours 
of  a  pipe. 

She  slipped  through  the  door  on  the  left  hand  as  she  stood 
facing  the  house  door,  passed  through  the  captain's  cabin,  or 
bedroom,  into  the  tiny  library  beyond. 

There  she  stood  on  tiptoe  and  drew  out  the  case  with  the 
back  labelled  Introdiictio7i  to  a  Godly  Life,  and  thrust  within 
the  "  Revelations  of  a  Man  about  Court." 

Then  she  replaced  the  sham  book  on  its  shelf.  In  such  a 
house  as  that,  where  godliness  was  all  superficial,  such  a  title 
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as  that  pasted  on  the    back  would  safeguard  the  book,   or 
supposed  book,  from  being  taken  down. 

"There  it  is  perfectly  secure,"  said  Georgie  ;  "even  should 
Sir  John  arrive,  which  is  hardly  probable,  he  will  never  think 
of  looking  into  it.     The  servants  certainly  never." 


CHAPTER   XXXV 

SAMSON  AGAIN 

AS  Georgie  issued  from  the  captain's  cabin  into  the  hall, 
simultaneously  a  servant  appeared  from  the  kitchen, 
and,  arresting  her  steps,  said,  with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye  and  a 
quiver  of  the  lip,  "  If  you  please,  miss,  there  is  an  officer  has 
lost  his  way,  and  come  round  to  the  back  door,  and  is  asking 
if  he  may  be  allowed  to  call  on  you." 

"An  officer!  I  know  none  except" —  she  hesitated — but 
of  course  this  could  not  be  Sir  John. 

"  Well,  I  can't  take  on  me  to  say  exactly  what  his  rank  is, 
whether  a  general  or  a  sergeant,  but,  as  he  asked  for  you,  I  took 
it  as  a  matter  of  course  that  he  must  be  high  up  in  the  army." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  Furze,  I  think  he  said." 

"Oh,  Samson." 

"  I'm  not,  miss,  that  familiar  with  him  as  to  have  his 
Christian  name  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue,"  said  the  maid. 
"What  shall  I  say?" 

"  Show  him  into  the  dining-room.  I  will  speak  to  him  for 
a  few  minutes.     He  is  a  recruit  from  Wellcombe." 

Then  Georgie  bit  her  tongue  with  vexation  at  having  con- 
descended to  an  explanation. 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  Samson  Furze  appeared  in  his 
military  accoutrements,  supremely  conscious  of  the  fact,  and 
was  received  somewhat  coldly  and  distantly  by  Georgie  in  the 
room  into  which  he  was  shown. 

She  was  vexed  with  herself  for  having  in  a  moment  of  weak- 
ness unbent  to  invite  him  to  call. 
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The  maid  who  ushered  liini  in  left  the  door  ajar  behind 
her  as  she  retired,  and  Georgie  did  not  deem  it  advisable  to 
shut  it. 

She  remained  standing  before  the  recruit  and  did  not  ask 
him  to  take  a  seat.  She  was  suspicious  that  the  servant-maid 
was  listening  greedily  without  to  hear  what  passed  within. 

"  You  are  come  somewhat  ciuicker  than  I  had  expected," 
said  Georgie,  "  I  presume  urged  by  an  irrepressible  desire  to 
exhibit  your  red  coat,  as  children  run  to  display  their  new 
suits." 

He  coloured  and  looked  duwn. 

"  You  asked  me  to  come  and  see  you,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,  I  was  curious  to  note  the  transformation." 

"Shift  of  quarters  has  not  improved  your  tongue,"  he  said 
irritably. 

"No,  but  I  have  not  been  thrust  into  a  uniform." 

"  But  you  are  in  service.  Butlers  don't  wear  livery,  and  I 
suppose  nor  do  housekeepers  neither." 

"  Probably,"  said  the  girl,  "  you  will  wish  me  to  write  a  full 
account  of  the  glories  I  have  seen,  to  be  detailed  in  Wellcombe. 
Samson  Furze  converted  into  a  warrior  in  a  red  coat,  only 
surpassed  in  depth  of  dye  by  his  own  cheeks,  which  (lame 
with  gratified  vanity.  Whether  he  has  acquired  the  art  of 
wearing  his  cap  jauntily  on  one  side  is  unknown  to  me,  as  I 
have  not  witnessed  his  swagger  along  High  Street.  Nor  can  I 
state  whether  he  has  abandoned  his  trick  of  putting  one  hand 
in  his  pocket.  As  he  stands  upright  he  has  an  inflated 
a[)pearance  about  the  breast,  but  whether  puffed  out  with 
pride  or  with  cotton  wool  is  undetermined." 

"Miss  Georgie,"  said  the  young  man  angrily,  "you  asked 
me  here  to  talk  about  old  Wellcombe.  I  would  not  have 
come  if  I  thought  you  was  goin'  to  treat  me  thus." 

"Samson,  I  cannot  write  to  anyone  else  about  you  except 
to  Mrs.  Weldon,  and  she  is  a  stranger  as  yet.  I  should  advise 
you  to  go  to  a  miniature  painter  and  be  drawn.  It  will 
gratify  your  mother  !  "  Then,  wishing  him  a  good-evening,  she 
abru{)tly  left  the  room  and  ran  against  the  servant,  who  made 
a  pretence  of  going  to  the  front  door  to  answer  an  imaginary 
bell. 
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Georgie  ascended  the  stairs.  She  was  annoyed  at  Samson 
taking  her  at  her  word  and  calhng  to  see  her  so  early  after  her 
arrival.  She  had  been  sharp  with  him,  sharper  than  she 
desired.  She  had  hurt  his  feelings,  and  regretted  it.  But 
she  had  taken  the  line  assumed  because  well  aware  that  there 
was  an  eavesdropper,  and  that  every  word  spoken  would  be 
reported,  and  discussed  in  the  kitchen.  She  felt,  moreover, 
that  it  was  advisable  to  take  from  him  at  once  the  inclination 
to  renew  the  visit.  He  must  not  be  allowed  the  slightest  hope 
that  she  was  relenting  towards  him. 

When  she  entered  the  drawing-room  she  found  that  Miss 
Chevalier  was  awake,  and  was  doing  some  crochet  work. 

"A  raw  recruit  from  Wellcombe  has  been  here  to  show 
himself  in  his  new  uniform,"  said  Georgie.  "  He  is  a  sub- 
stantial farmer's  son." 

"  Oh,  he  will  be  exposed  to  great  temptations.  I  have 
some  suitable  tracts  adapted  to  soldiers.  I  should  like  to 
have  them  presented  to  him." 

The  old  lady  bustled  about  a  set  of  drawers  in  which  she 
kept  piles  of  indigestible  religious  literature. 

"I  am  afraid  it  is  too  late  to-day,"  said  the  girl.  "I  have 
dismissed  him,  and  " — 

"  Surely  with  a  word  of  admonition." 

"Oh  yes  !     I  sent  him  to  be  miniatured." 

"  That  will  feed  his  vanity.  Surely  if  you  were  to  run  after 
him  with  these  " — 

"  Would  it  look  well,  Miss  Chevalier,  for  me  to  be  seen 
careering  down  High  Street  fluttering  tracts  in  pursuit  of  a 
young  soldier  ?     People  might  mistake  them  for  valentines." 

"  Well — another  time.  Perhaps  you  are  right.  The  world 
is  prone  to  think  evil." 

Samson,  however,  had  not  gone  out  of  the  house.  When 
Georgie  left  the  hall,  she  had  seen  the  servant  at  the  front 
door,  and  presumed  that  she  would  let  the  young  man  out. 

But  this  was  not  the  intention  of  Eliza.  She  tarried, 
watching  till  the  girl  had  disappeared,  and  then,  with  a  winning 
smile,  said,  "  Mr.  Furze,  will  you  condescend  to  come  down 
to  the  kitchen  and  have  a  glass  of  ale  and  some  cold  mutton  ? 
There  is  a  nice  tender  leg.     Cook  will  be  so  pleased ;  she  has 
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a  half-brother  in  the  army  and  has  a  leaning  to  military 
matters.  I  dare  be  sworn  you  are  not  particularly  well  fed  in 
barracks." 

To  a  solitary  lad,  away  for  the  first  time  from  home,  without 
acquaintances,  and  short  of  the  ample  meals  provided  in  a 
farmhouse,  sore  from  a  rebuff  received  from  the  woman  whom 
he  admired,  it  was  not  possible  for  .Samson  to  refuse  the 
invitation. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  was  seated  by  the  kitchen  fire  amid  a 
circle  of  admiring  maids,  with  a  glass  of  good  beer,  and  a  jug 
containing  more  beside  it. 

"  You  may  take  a  pipe,"  said  the  cook  ;  "  if  missus  do  smell 
anything,  we  say  that  the  gardener  has  been  in  to  light  the 
stuff  he  has  for  fumigating  the  conservatory." 

Thomas,  the  lady's  maid,  had  a  fine  pair  of  dark  eyes  which 
she  rolled  when  occasion  offered.  The  occasion  had  come, 
and  they  rolled  like  wheels  rushing  down  High  Street  hill. 

Sarah  Jane,  the  housemaid,  had  prominent  teeth ;  her  jaw 
was  formed  like  that  of  a  rabbit.  She  was  painfully  aware 
of  it,  and  laboured,  especially  in  male  society,  to  purse  her 
lips  and  conceal  the  defect.  Then  her  mouth  was  like  a 
rosebud.  But  when  it  was  full  blown  the  charm  was  gone. 
Now  she  sat  with  her  lips  screwed  together,  contemplating 
Samson. 

And  Samson  was  worth  looking  at.  He  was  a  fine  young 
man  in  his  civiliaii  dress — he  was  decidedly  handsome  in  his 
military  uniform.  Cook  had  a  soft  place  in  her  heart  for 
soldiers.  As  she  contemplated  Samson  that  soft  spot  dilated 
into  a  Chat  Moss.  She  was  prepared  to  give  him  anything 
that  the  larder  contained,  and  to  break  into  the  cellar  for  her 
mistress's  best  port. 

After  a  long  pause,  in  which  the  maids  sat  contemplating 
Samson  as  he  drank  and  ate,  and  enjoyed  the  contemplation 
more  than  he  did  the  meal,  he  asked,  putting  down  his  knife, 
"  How  often  does  the  captain  come  here?" 

"Which  captain?"  asked  the  cook  sweetly.  "There  are 
two  or  three  or  four.  There  is  now  Captain  le  Gryce  and 
Captain  Fairweather." 

"  Who  be  they,  please  ?     But  I  know  the  first ;  I'm  took  on 
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as  a  sort  of  servant  or  orderly  to  he.  Who  be  the  others,  and 
why  do  they  come  here  ?  " 

"  Mistress  is  very  partial  to  having  young  officers  here  to 
dinner,  and  to  call.  They  call  so  as  to  get  an  invite  to  dinner, 
and  they  have  that  because  I  am  cook  and  know  how  to  send 
up  what  is  good.  But  Lord  !  the  mistress  has  them  because 
she  thinks  she  elevates  their  morals.  When  they  goes  away 
she  gives  'em  tracts,  and  they  forgets  'em  in  the  hall — don't 
they,  Eliza  ?  " 

"  Yes — when  they  gets  their  overcoats,  they  leave  the  tracts 
behind." 

"  Or  chuck  'em  over  the  wall  into  the  next  garden.  Folks 
ha'  complained  of  the  nuisance  of  having  them  papers  flyin' 
about." 

"They  laugh  at  her  behind  her  back,"  continued  the  cook, 
"  but  they  come  here.  She's  not  mean.  But  she  don't  bring 
out  her  best  wine  for  deputations." 

"  What  are  deputations  ?  " 

"A  sort  of  missionaries  as  comes  home  to  brag  o'  what 
they've  done  among  savages,  and  get  money  to  send  others  to 
do  the  same.  They  don't  know  good  wine  from  bad.  And  I 
don't  never  send  up  sweetbreads  to  they.    I  do  to  the  officers." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  know  about  these  captains,"  said  Furze. 
"  I  mean  him  as  they  call  Sir  John." 

"  Oh,  her  nephew  !  He  comes  here  now  and  then,  why  I'm 
'mazed  to  know.  The  old  lady's  money  won't  go  to  he,  but  to 
his  sister  as  married  the  parson.  So  whatever  brings  him  here 
I  can't  tell.  He  got  rid  of  Miss  Millward.  But  Mrs.  Weldon, 
she's  the  wust.  She  is  no  gentlewoman.  She  looks  into  things 
as  she  didn't  ort." 

"You  know  Captain  le  Gryce,"  said  Eliza,  the  parlour-maid, 
heaving  a  little  sigh.  "  He  is  a  very  nice  gentleman,  so  affable 
in  his  ways.  He  always  do  have  a  little  talk  and  a  joke  wi'  me 
as  I  helps  him  to  his  overcoat." 

"  He's  a  fine  man,"  said  the  cook  ;  "  and  what  a  pair  of  eyes 
he  has  ! " 

"Yes,  he  has  eyes,"  echoed  Thomas,  making  her  own 
rotate,  and  uttering  a  little  cough  to  bid  Samson  devote  his 
attention  to  her  eyes,  for  she  also  had  those  organs. 
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"  You  seem  to  know  Captain  le  Gryce,"  said  Sarah  Jane,  for 
the  moment  disclosing  her  teeth. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  young  man  ;  "  he  has  took  me  on 
to  attend  to  him.  1  don't  know  more  nor  that.  He  has  a 
temper." 

"  I'm  terrible  afraid  he's  killed  more  ladies  than  he  has 
Frenchmen,"  observed  Eliza. 

"  You  seem  to  know  something  of  the  young  person  who 
has  come  in  Miss  Millward's  place,"  said  Thomas,  after  a  lull 
in  the  conversation,  during  which  doubtless  an  angel  passed 
through  the  kitchen  into  the  scullery. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby  she  calls  herself,"  said  Sarah  Jane,  letting 
her  teeth  flash  out. 

"  She  comes  from  W'cllcombe,"  remarked  Furze. 

"  A  relation  perhaps  ?  "  asked  the  cook  suavely. 

"No,  she's  above  me.  I'm  a  cart-horse  and  she  is  a 
racer." 

"There,  now,  I  wouldn't  say  that,"  observed  Eliza,  the 
parlour-maid.  "We  all  have  our  different  builds  and  dimen- 
sions. To  be  plain,  we  don't  consider  her  anything  of  a 
lady." 

"  Not  a  lady  ! "  echoed  Samson,  in  blank  astonishment. 

"  To  come  down  into  the  kitchen  unasked,  when  we  are 
having  our  luncheon,"  said  the  cook. 

"  To  turn  out  Miss  Millward  and  take  her  place,"  threw  in 
the  under-housemaid. 

"  I  tell  you  all,"  said  Samson,  looking  about  him  in  some 
heat,  "  that  she  is  a  lady.  She  is  a  niece  of  the  vicar — our 
vicar  as  is  dead." 

"  We  don't  think  much  of  vicars  here,"  said  the  cook. 
"  We  have  harchdeacons  and  deans  and  canons,  and  them 
vicars-choral  and  lay  vicars  is  just  nowhere." 

"  Our  vicar  was  a  grand  man,"  said  Furze.  "  He  wor  a 
proper  gentleman,  I  can  tell  you,  and  was  chaplain  to  His 
Majesty,  afore  ever  he  became  king." 

"  He  were  paid  for  it,"  said  I'^liza  sententiously.  "  So  was 
the  boy  as  blacked  the  boots." 

"  Mr.  Thirkleby  was  a  real  gentleman,"  retorted  Samson, 
waxing  angry. 
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"We've  most  of  us  got  relations  as  is  either  parsons  or 
clerks,  or  some  ways  in  the  church,"  said  the  cook.  "  But 
what  was  her  father?  That  concerns  her  a  deal  more  than 
what  was  her  uncle." 

"  Her  father  ! "  exclaimed  Samson.  "  Her  father  was  a 
mighty  deal  higher  than  anything  you  can  think  of,  even  if  you 
was  to  climb  up  on  the  backs  of  your  chairs." 

"  Maybe  a  chimbley-sweep,"  said  Eliza  sarcastically.  "  He's 
a  very  tall  man  as  looks  out  of  the  top  of  a  flue,  fifty  or  a 
hundred  feet  above  most  of  our  heads." 

"A  chimbley-sweep,"  retorted  Furze,  becoming  incensed. 
"  Who  dares  to  say  that  ?  Her  father  is  he  whose  livery  I  wear 
and  under  whose  banner  I  march." 

"You  speak  riddles,  Mr.  Furze." 

"  I  tell  you  she  is  the  king's  daughter.  We  all  know  that 
in  Wellcombe.  She  is  the  Royal  Georgie."  He  rose  to  his 
feet  and  saluted.  "  She  is  the  child  of  His  Majesty,  George  the 
Fourth  !     God  save  the  King  !  " 


CHAPTER   XXXVl 
CAPTAIN  LE  GRYCE 

CAPTAIN  LE  GRYCE  ! " 
Miss  Chevalier  was  in  the  drawing-room.     She  was 
wide  awake  from  her  nap,  and  had  been  dictating  to  Georgie, 
on  the  equality  of  all  men. 

At  the  announcement  the  girl  rose.  She  had  some  needle- 
work in  her  hands,  and  she  made  as  though  she  would  leave 
the  room. 

"You  need  not  withdraw,"  said  the  hostess.  " Captain  le 
Gryce  and  I  have  no  secrets,  and  he  may  be  the  means  of 
doing  much  for  the  young  protege  of  yours  you  were  speaking 
about.     He  would  look  after  his  morality  as  a  father." 

Then,  turning  to  the  visitor,  she  said,  "  Delighted  to  see 
you,  captain.  Let  mc  introduce  Miss  Thirkleby,  my  new 
companion." 

Georgie  curled  her  lips.  Miss  Chevalier  had  been  talking 
about  the  equality  of  all  Christian  people,  and  now  intimated 
to  the  visitor  not  to  treat  her  as  on  the  same  level  as  herself. 

Georgie  withdrew  into  a  window,  and  stood  there  continuing 
her  work. 

"  Very  glad  indeed  to  have  the  honour  of  a  call,"  said  Miss 
Chevalier.     "  Pray  take  a  chair." 

The  old  lady  signed  to  the  visitor  to  occupy  that  recently 
vacated  by  the  girl. 

He  bowed  to  the  latter,  and,  taking  the  back  of  the  chair, 
turned  it  about,  so  that  he  could  address  the  lady  of  the  house 
and  at  the  same  time  look  at  the  companion,  whom  a  glance 
had  shown  was  worth  observing. 
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He  was  a  tall,  gentlemanly  man,  somewhat  stiff  in  his 
movements,  with  black  hair  cut  short,  and  with  whiskers 
shaved  off  on  a  level  with  the  nostrils.  He  had  dark,  pebbly 
eyes.     His  voice  was  slightly  rasping. 

"The  pleasure  is  mutual,"  said  he.  "  No  one  can  see  Miss 
Chevalier  without  being  pleased,  because  he  feels  himself 
improved." 

"  You  are  good  to  say  so,"  observed  the  lady,  accepting  the 
compliment  as  not  undeserved.  "  I  do  what  I  can,  but  my 
area  is  limited.     How  about  the  Jews  ?  " 

"  The  Jews  ! "  He  drew  back,  somewhat  startled  by  the 
abrupt  question. 

"Their  repatriation,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  in  explanation. 
"  You  will  remember  I  broached  the  topic  when  last  we  met. 
Do  you  think  that  you  could  interest  your  fellow-officers  and 
the  men  of  your  regiment  in  the  restoration  of  the  Jews  to  their 
own  land  ?  " 

"  Miss  Chevalier,  I  assure  you  that  I  and  my  brother  officers 
would  be  only  too  happy  to  send  them,  bag  and  baggage,  to  the 
land  of  their  fathers." 

"There  is,"  said  the  lady,  "a  movement  among  them  in 
that  direction." 

"  Carrying  with  them,  I  fear,  the  spoils  of  the  Gentiles." 

"  Indeed,  captain,  some  little  pecuniary  sacrifice  on  our 
part  is  required  to  provide  them  with  means  to  enable  them  to 
return." 

"  My  dear  Miss  Chevalier,  they  have  already  been  subscribed 
to  so  liberally  by  myself  and  the  rest  of  our  men  that  I  can 
promise  no  further  assistance." 

"  But  could  you,  now,  interest  your  men  in  the  question  ? 
Your  influence  among  them  must  be  great." 

"  I  am  not  sure.  They  are  not  brought  in  contact  with 
the  Jews  so  much  as  are  their  officers,  and  therefore  feel  a  less 
lively  interest  in  them,  and  are  not  so  keen  in  their  desire  for 
their  repatriation." 

"  It  has  been  prophesied,"  said  the  old  lady. 

"  But  prophecies  take  a  deuce — I  mean  a  decidedly  long 
time  in  reaching  their  fulfilment."  As  he  answered  the  hostess 
his  eyes  travelled  incessantly  towards  Georgie,  whose  fine 
i6 
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profile  was  pencilled  against  the  light.  He  sought  to  discover 
whether  she  was  of  the  Millward  kidney,  to  sympathise  in  all 
with  the  mistress  of  the  house,  or  whether  she  disdained  these 
fads  and  appreciated  his  replies. 

Georgie  felt  that  his  keen  eyes  were  on  her,  but  she  did  not 
look  towards  him. 

His  manner,  so  contemptuous  in  addressing  Miss  Chevalier, 
annoyed  her.  She  would  have  spoken  in  precisely  the  same 
manner  herself,  but  never  before  an  inferior  or  domestic.  In 
the  captain's  eyes  she  was  an  underling,  only  a  companion, 
and  before  her  he  was  making  her  mistress  look  foolish. 

He  parried  Miss  Chevalier's  questions,  putting  aside  the 
topic  that  excited  her ;  but  though  this  was  legitimate,  the 
manner  in  which  he  did  it  was  reprehensible.  She  instinctively 
acquired  a  dislike  for  this  man. 

Georgie  broke  her  thread,  mended  it  again,  and  assumed  a 
look  as  though  she  were  engrossed  in  what  she  was  about,  and 
paid  no  heed  to  the  conversation. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  my  companion,  Miss 
Thirkleby,  informs  me  that  there  is  a  youth  from  Wellcombe, 
whence  she  also  comes,  who  is  a  recruit,  and  perhaps  may  be 
under  you.  I  do  not  know  his  name.  What  is  it.  Miss 
Thirkleby  ?  " 

"Samson  Furze." 

"Samson  Furze,"  repeated  the  lady.  "And  as  he  comes 
out  of  the  country  and  is  suddenly  transferred  to  a  town, 
where  he  is  sure  to  meet  with  temptations,  Miss  Thirkleby 
and  I  would  be  profoundly  indebted  to  you  if  you  would  keep 
an  eye  upon  him  and  administer  to  him  occasional  advice." 

Georgie  said  not  a  word  in  agreement,  although  the  captain 
looked  at  her  for  support  to  the  request. 

"  It  would  be  a  good  thing,  would  it  not,  Miss  Thirkleby, 
if  Captain  le  Gryce  were  to  attend  to  the  young  man's 
morals  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  Captain  le  Gryce  sufficiently  to  pass  an 
opinion,"  answered  Georgie  at  the  window,  without  raising  her 
eyes  from  her  work. 

"  He  is  a  friend  of  mine,  a  personal  friend,"  said  the  old 
lady,  with  a  flush  and  a  frown.     Then  she  turned  her  seat  so 
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as  to  present  a  shoulder  to  her  companion,  and  became,  if 
possible,  more  gracious  to  the  officer. 

"  I  should  like — really — I  should  like  to  see  you  thoroughly 
interested  in  the  Jews." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  their  interest  is  rather  in  me." 

"  But  I  will  fetch  you  a  little  work  on  prophecy  in  con- 
nection with  Israel.  You  must  promise  me  to  read  it,  and 
then  give  me  your  candid  opinion  thereon,  whether  the  argu- 
ments are  not  conclusive.'' 

Miss  Chevalier  rose,  and  Captain  le  Gryce,  seeing  her 
make  for  the  doorway,  flew  with  alacrity  to  her  assistance, 
and  opened  the  door  for  her.  The  old  lady  gave  a  grunt 
of  dissatisfaction.  Miss  Millward  would  have  adjusted  the 
barege  shawl  suitably  about  her  shoulders. 

Georgie,  seeing  the  shawl  was  drawn  on,  did  not  think  an 
alteration  in  the  folds  was  necessary. 

"  The  volume  is  upstairs  ;  I  will  bring  it  down,  and  see 
whether  I  cannot  make  up  as  well  a  little  packet  of  tracts 
for  distribution  among  the  recruits,  if  you  will  be  good  enough 
to  see  to  their  circulation."' 

"Certainly,  Miss  Chevalier.  You  have  but  to  command 
and  I  to  obey." 

No  sooner  had  she  left  the  room  than  Le  Gryce  walked  to 
the  window,  in  the  embrasure  of  which  stood  Georgie. 

He  had  assumed  a  jaunty  air,  and  his  lips  were  smiling. 
She  looked  him  directly  in  the  face  as  he  approached,  and 
there  was  that  in  her  eyes  which  made  him  drop  his  own 
momentarily. 

But  he  pursued  his  course,  and  took  up  his  position  in  the 
bay  opposite  to  her. 

She  deliberately  threaded  a  fine  needle  without  further 
regarding  him,  and  he  observed  how  steady  her  hand 
was. 

"  If  you  had  but  asked  me,  I  would  have  done  that  for 
you,"  he  said,  catching  at  anything  as  an  excuse  for  opening 
conversation. 

"When  Hercules  undertook  the  work  of  Omphale,  he  made 
himself  a  laughing-stock  to  all  ages." 

"You   treat   me  with  distrust,"  said  the  captain  reproach- 
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fully.  "  I  merely  express  my  desire  to  be  to  you  of  some 
little  service." 

"Then  kindly  put  coals  on  the  fire." 

The  officer  frowned,  drew  his  lips  together,  but  he  did  as  he 
was  bidden. 

Then  he  returned  into  the  embrasure  and  resumed  his 
position  over  against  the  girl. 

"  Is  this  the  first  time  you  have  been  in  Exeter  ? "  he 
inquired  softly, 

"Yes." 

"  rjo  you  like  the  town  ? " 

"  I  have  not  seen  enough  of  it  to  like  or  to  dislike  it," 
she  answered  carelessly. 

"  It  is  a  city  that  is  pleasant  or  tedious  according  to  the 
society  in  which  you  move  and  the  acquaintances  that  you 
make." 

"  A  remark  applicable  to  every  place  under  the  sun." 

He  was  thrusting  himself  upon  her.  By  a  dexterous  twist 
she  escaped  from  the  window  and  retreated  into  another. 

Captain  le  Gryce  at  once  followed  her. 

"  Why  do  you  run  away  ?  " 

'•  I  was  in  hopes  of  making  my  sojourn  in  Exeter  pleasant 
by  avoiding  acquaintanceships  that  are  not  to  my  taste." 

"  Are  you  afraid  of  me  ?  " 

"  Afraid  !     Oh,  not  a  bit.     There  are  other  alternatives." 

"You  dislike  me." 

"I  may  need  light  and  liberty  to  pursue  my  occupation." 

"  I  must  be  grateful  for  that  admission.  But  I  cannot  keep 
away.  I  am  concerned  to  see  one  so  beautiful  and  so  quick 
as  a  mere  companion  to  an  old  lady  full  of  quirks." 

"  That  is  my  affair,  not  yours." 

"  It  is  the  right  of  every  man  of  feeling  to  regret  seeing  a 
lovely  girl  in  an  irksome  position." 

"  The  only  irksomeness  I  feel  is  in  not  having  a  window  to 
myself,"  retorted  Georgie. 

His  face,  at  which  she  did  not  look,  worked  with  vexation. 

"  You  are  a  thorn  bush  from  the  moors.  Do  your 
prickles  tear  every  gentleman  who  approaches  you  with  a 
compliment  ?  " 
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"Whenever  a  man  obtrudes  his  presence  on  me  unsohcited 
and  is  too  obtuse  to  perceive  that  it  is  so." 

Captain  le  Gryce's  face  darkened  with  mortified  vanity. 
He  was  specially  incensed  at  the  slight  she  had  shown  in 
rejecting  the  term  "gentleman,"  and  substituting  for  it  the 
generic  "  man  "  in  her  reply. 

"  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  he,  with  rage  in  his  voice  that  made 
it  harsh  and  rasping,  "  I  have  no  doubt  in  the  world  that  Sir 
John  Chevalier  will  meet  with  a  different  reception." 

"  I  entirely  agree  with  you,  for  he  would  have  too  much 
delicacy  to  act  towards  a  defenceless  girl  in  the  manner  you 
have  done." 

She  looked  him  full  in  the  eyes  with  steadiness.  A  glitter 
was  in  his  stony  orbs,  and  his  lips  curled  and  quivered  with 
passion. 

He  turned  sharply  about,  walked  to  the  sofa,  and  seated 
himself  with  his  back  to  the  window,  and  snatched  up  a 
pamphlet,  which  he  pretended  to  read. 

A  minute  later  Miss  Chevalier  entered  and  found  that  he 
had  torn  the  book  with  his  teeth. 

"  Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  before  she  had  observed  the  havoc 
wrought,  "you  have  been  studying  that  most  convincing 
pamphlet  on  the  'Number  of  the  Beast.'" 

"  Devouring  it,  apparently,"  said  Georgie. 

Captain  le  Gryce  looked  round  at  her  quickly  with  a  gleam 
of  wrath  and  threw  the  torn  volume  on  the  carpet. 

"  Captain,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  I  have  been  delayed  by 
the  arrival  of  a  letter  from  John,  my  nephew.  He  is  coming 
to  Exeter.  Will  you  dine  with  us  to-morrow  evening,  and 
meet  him  ?  " 

"  Delighted  to  do  so." 


CHAPTER    XXXVII 
AN  ADMONITION 

"  T  AM  sorry  to  have  to  mention  it,"  said  Miss  Chevalier, 

J[  settHng  her  skirts,  and  putting  aside  the  lacerated  copy 
of  the  pamphlet  on  the  "  Number  of  the  PJeast,"  "  I — I 
really  feel  it  painful  to  allude  to  it,  IMiss  Thirkleby,  but  I 
must  beg  you  in  future  to  treat  my  visitors  with  more  con- 
sideration and  with  less  tartness.  It  is  not  respectful  to  me 
to  behave  as  you  have  done,  and  my  comfort  and  feelings 
should  be  paramount  with  you.  I  could  see  that  Captain  le 
Gryce  was  offended.  I  had  to  leave  the  apartment,  because 
I  had  promised  him  the  loan  of  a  book,  and  when  I  returned 
it  was  obvious  to  me  that  he  was  not  himself;  he  had  not 
recovered  his  equanimity  since  you  administered  to  him 
that  rebuff  anent  the  recruit  whom  I  had  asked  him  to 
befriend." 

"  I  am  sorry  indeed  to  have  given  you  occasion  to  blame 
me,"  answered  Georgie.     "  But  the  man  ruftled  me." 

"The  man,  as  you  call  him,  is  a  captain  in  His  Majesty's 
service,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  with  severitv,  "and  my 
friend." 

"  I  repeat  that  I  regret  having  spoken  as  I  did — but  he 
angered  me,  not  only  by  the  insolent  manner  in  which  he 
stared  at  me  " — 

"Stared  at  you  ! "  interrupted  the  old  lady.  "  He  was  quite 
incapable  of  doing  anything  of  the  sort." 

"  But  especially,"  pursued  the  girl,  "  at  the  covert  manner 
in  which  he  poked  fun  at  you,  and  attempted  to  make  you 
ridiculous  in  my  eyes." 

240 
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"Poked  fun  at  7ne\  Tried  to  make  me  ridiculous!"  re- 
peated the  old  lady  indignantly.  "  Miss  Thirkleby,  I  am  at 
a  loss  to  understand  you.  I  flatter  myself  that  I  am  not  a 
person  against  whom  fun  is  ever  poked.  I  never  previously 
heard  that  there  was  in  me  anything  that  could  appear 
ridiculous." 

"  I  disliked  his  persiflage." 

"  You  totally  and  radically  misunderstood  Captain  le  Gryce. 
He  is  as  incapable  of  persiflage  as  I  am  unsuitable  as  an  object 
for  it.  I  have  never,  no,  never  had  it  intimated  to  me  that 
anything  of  the  sort  has  been  attempted." 

She  raised  herself,  ruffled,  and  seating  herself  again,  re- 
arranged her  silk  skirts. 

"  Such  a  thought  never  entered  the  head  of  my  poor  friend 
Miss  Millward.  Captain  le  Gryce  is  engaged  on  really  evan- 
gelistic work  among  the  young  soldiers  of  his  regiment,  acting 
under  my  direction  and  by  my  advice." 

"I  must  have  misconceived  him,"  said  Georgie  drily. 

"  Wholly.  And  I  am  particularly  desirous  to  cultivate  a 
good  feeling  between  him  and  my  nephew.  The  captain  has 
promised  to  endeavour  to  break  him  of  his  pernicious  habit 
of  smoking.  It  is  of  Babylon — lost  Babylon — that  it  is  said 
that  the  smoke  went  up  for  ever.  I  may  add  that  Miss 
Millward  highly  appreciated  the  captain,  and  the  latter  was 
vastly  averse  to  her  being  discharged." 

"It  shall  not  recur.  When  Captain  le  Gryce  enters  the 
room,  I  will  leave  it." 

"  So  let  it  be.  The  matter  may  be  considered  as  settled, 
and  we  will  not  recur  to  it.  My  nephew.  Sir  John  Chevalier, 
is  coming  here  this  evening,  and  I  will  trouble  you  to  see 
Sarah  Jane  about  having  his  rooms  made  ready  and  the 
fire  lighted." 

Miss  Thirkleby  bowed  and  departed. 

Having  given  the  requisite  orders,  she  retired  to  her  room 
and  was  able  there  to  indulge  in  tears. 

She  was  not  in  a  house  in  which  she  could  be  happy,  nor 
with  a  lady  to  whom  she  could  adapt  herself.  She  was  too 
truthful  to  flatter.  Cant  was  offensive  to  her,  to  the  last 
degree.     She  could  not  humour  Miss  Chevalier  in  her  fancies 
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touching  an  object  in  which  she  had  no  faith  nor  towards  which 
could  feel  sympathy. 

But  what  was  she  to  do  ? 

How  could  she  desert  the  post  assigned  to  her  ?  Or  would 
it  be  right  for  her  to  so  act  as  to  give  occasion  to  Miss 
Chevalier  to  dismiss  her,  when  such  dismissal  would  be 
infallibly  followed  by  the  recall  of  Miss  Millward. 

She  had  been  brought  up  to  encounter  men,  and  men  of 
not  the  most  gallant  manners,  and  it  had  become  with  her 
a  second  nature  to  fly  to  arms  at  their  approach.  ^Vithin  a 
short  space  of  time  she  had  been  measuring  weapons  with 
two  soldiers,  a  private  and  his  officer,  and  had  disarmed 
both. 

From  the  moment  that  Captain  le  Gryce  had  entered  the 
drawing-room  she  had  taken  his  measure.  She  conceived  him 
to  be  a  selfish  and  bad  man,  and  was  aware  that  he  had 
noticed  her  with  satisfaction  and  would  take  the  first  oppor- 
tunity available  to  ingratiate  himself  with  her.  Having  formed 
this  opinion,  her  conduct  towards  him  had  been  in  accordance 
with  it. 

She  understood  how  to  deal  with  men  of  this  sort,  and  was 
not  afraid  of  them.  But  she  was  helpless  how  to  fit  herself 
to  the  atmosphere  in  which  Miss  Chevalier  moved.  She  could 
not  think  her  thoughts  nor  speak  her  tongue. 

The  sailor  and  the  bargee  have  their  language  made  up  of 
expletives,  partly  profane  and  partly  obscene.  They  mean  to 
be  neither  blasphemous  nor  indecent,  but  they  use  the  words 
which  have  become  to  them  a  vehicle  for  the  expression  of 
their  emotions,  without  attaching  definite  ideas  to  them.  It 
is  much  the  same  with  a  certain  body  of  professedly  pious 
persons.  Their  conversation  is  garnished  with  Scripture 
flourish  and  cant  terminology  which  become  their  dialect, 
and  which  they  employ  without  giving  to  their  words  the  real 
force  which  they  were  intended  to  convey.  Georgie  felt  that 
to  be  true  to  herself  she  could  not  acquire,  would  not  attempt 
to  acquire,  this  mode  of  diction.  The  utmost  she  could  do 
would  be  to  restrain  herself  so  as  not  to  show  how  her  gorge 
rose  against  it. 

She  had  much  to  trouble  her.     She  could  not  shake  off  the 
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distress  of  mind  caused  by  feeling  that  she  had  unwittingly 
deceived  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt.  He  might  never  know  it. 
That  mattered  not.     In  her  own  eyes  she  was  lowered. 

She  repeated  to  herself  that  she  had  committed  no  moral 
fault,  because  she  was  ignorant  that  the  manuscript  was  in  her 
box  when  she  gave  him  her  word  of  honour  that  it  was  not 
there.  The  fact  remained  that  he  had  trusted  her,  and  had 
been  deceived. 

She  had  done  a  dishonourable  act  without  dishonourable 
intent 

She  resolved  to  write  full  particulars  to  Mrs.  Weldon  and  to 
ask  her  to  explain  the  circumstances  to  Sir  Thomas.  And 
till  this  had  been  done  she  could  not  be  easy. 

She  was  further  concerned  that  Sir  John  Chevalier  was 
arriving,  and  would  occupy  the  two  rooms  on  the  ground 
floor.  It  was  in  the  inner  of  the  two,  in  the  library,  that  the 
manuscript  was  concealed. 

What  if  he  were  by  any  chance  to  pull  out  the  case 
labelled  Introduction  to  a  Godly  Life,  and  were  to  light  on 
the  "  Revelations  of  a  Man  about  Court  ? "  Was  it  not 
likely  that  he  might  have  papers  he  desired  to  stow  away, 
and  that  knowing  of  the  false  volume,  would  take  it  forth 
for  his  own  purpose? 

She  descended  the  staircase  with  intent  to  remove  the 
budget  and  find  for  it  some  other  receptacle.  But  she  saw 
that  the  rooms  were  taken  possession  of  by  the  housemaids, 
laying  the  fire,  dusting,  and  making  the  bed.  It  was  not 
possible  for  her  at  that  time  to  abstract  the  packet.  She 
must  await  her  opportunity. 

Next  she  resolved  on  the  purchase  of  a  small  iron  case 
with  a  barrel  padlock,  the  case  not  so  light  that  it  could  be 
easily  carried  off,  and  yet  not  too  heavy  for  her  to  lift  about. 

She  put  on  her  bonnet  and  went  into  the  town,  and  at  an 
ironmongers  found  the  article  that  was  desired,  provided  her- 
self with  a  padlock,  and  received  full  instructions  as  to  its 
use. 

The  box  was  too  cumbersome  for  her  to  carry,  and  the 
shopkeeper  undertook  to  send  it  to  the  address  she  gave,  if 
not  on   that   evening,  then  assuredly  the  following  morning. 


250  ROYAL    GEORGIE 

The  errand  boy  was  out  on  a  round,  and  there  was  no 
assurance  when  he  would  be  back.  Georgie  repHed  that 
although  she  jjarticularly  desired  the  box  that  evening,  yet 
prompt  delivery  in  the  morning  might  suffice. 

This  accomplished,  she  hurried  homewards.  Instead  of 
remaining  in  the  house,  she  went  into  the  garden.  She  was 
accustomed  to  fresh  air,  and  felt  as  though  she  were  suffocated 
unless  out  of  doors  a  good  deal. 

Sir  John  had  arrived  whilst  she  was  in  the  town ;  she 
noticed  his  hat  and  overcoat  in  the  hall.  The  servants  had 
moved  his  portmanteau  or  valise  into  his  bedroom,  and  were 
now  unstrapping  it,  as  she  perceived  through  the  doorway,  the 
door  not  being  shut. 

Partly  because  she  did  not  desire  to  intrude  and  form  a 
third  when  the  young  baronet  met  his  aunt,  and  partly 
because  she  desired  more  exercise,  she  went  into  the  garden. 

The  long  windows  of  the  parlour  commanded  it,  and  as  she 
chanced  to  look  up  she  saw  Sir  John  at  ;.ne  of  them.  He 
noticed  her,  and  at  once  turned  and  left  it ;  and  about  ten 
minutes  later  he  was  advancing  towards  her  along  the  gravel 
walk. 

A  little  doubtful  whether  she  were  the  object  of  his  quest, 
she  continued  her  stroll,  but  he  quickened  his  steps,  and 
caught  her  up.  Then,  at  once,  she  met  him  with  a  pleased 
and  respectful  salutation. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  young  man,  extending  his  hand, 
"  I  have  a  bushel  of  kind  words  and  friendly  greetings  to 
discharge  into  your  lap,  from  all  at  \\'ellcombe.  And  I  bear 
also  messages  of  gratitude  from  my  sister  and  brother-in-law, 
who  are  settled  into  your  house,  and  daily  bless  your  name 
for  having  come  to  their  aid  when  in  a  sore  dilemma.  The 
house  would  be  everything  that  could  be  desired  if  only  the 
mistress  were  there.     Then  it  would  indeed  be  delightful." 

"  I  am  not  going  back  to  ^Vellcombe,"  replied  Georgie,  but 
without  the  resolution  in  her  tone  that  had  been  employed 
formerly.     And  she  added,  "  At  least  for  a  while." 

"  I  believe  you  will  have  the  Wellcombians  coming  after 
you  with  their  clothes  rent  and  with  asiies  on  their  heads,  to 
entreat  you  to  return.     I  can  tell  you,  if  you  like,  the  secret 
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history  of  that  affair  which  caused  you  so  much  annoyance. 
My  aunt  had  a  difficulty  in  finding  it  out.  The  people, 
naturally  enough,  were  reticent.  But  Alse  Grylls  and  Rebecca 
got  at  the  bottom  of  it.  You  must  not  take  the  matter  to 
heart.     You  positively  must  return." 

"  But,  sir,  whom  am  I  to  leave  in  my  place  with  Miss 
Chevalier  ? '"' 

"  There  is  the  rub.  You  are  laying  us  under  an  obligation. 
We  had  a  call  from  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  and  he  sent  his 
kindest  regards  to  you  when  he  heard  that  I  was  likely  to  see 
you,  and  quoted  in  reference  to  you  something  from,  I  think, 
the  Tivo  Gentletnen  of  Verona — 

'  Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely  wits. 
They  living  dully  sluggardis'd  at  home, 
Wear  out  their  youth  with  shapeless  idleness ' — 

or  words  to  that  effect.  And  he  said  that  an  excursus  into  the 
world  and  a  look  upon  other  aspects  of  life  would  do  you  a 
vast  amount  of  good.  Well,  I  saw  you  from  the  window,  and 
I  ran  down,  first  and  foremost  to  relieve  myself  of  the  many 
messages  wherewith  I  was  commissioned,  and  next  because  I 
want  a  word  with  you  relative  to  my  aunt.  I  find  that  there 
have  been  some  recent  rufifles  connected  with  the  visit  of 
Captain  le  Gryce." 

"  It  was  nothing  of  much  importance.  I  spoke  to  him 
sharply.  It  is  my  nature  to,  as  Doctor  Watts  says  of  the 
fighting  propensities  of  dogs." 

"  He  did  something  to  provoke  you  ?  " 

"  He  was,  I  thought,  turning  your  aunt  into  ridicule,  and  I 
let  him  understand  that  I  did  not  like  it." 

"  Was  that  so  ?     What  about  ?  " 

"  Oh,  her  schemes  of  putting  the  Jews  in  a  body  into  an 
old  clo'  bag,  shaking  them  together,  and  sending  them  to  the 
promised  land." 

"  Now  it  is  you  who  are  laughing  at  her." 

"No — no,  only  at  the  project." 

"  And  perhaps  it  was  only  at  the  chimerical  project  that  Le 
Gryce   laughed.     Old   maids   must   occupy  their   minds  and 
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their  hearts  on  something.  If  they  have  not  children  on 
whom  to  pour  out  that  wealth  of  tenderness  and  solicitude 
which  the  Almighty  has  given  to  woman,  they  find  some  other 
object.  It  may  be  that  a  broader  sphere  is  watered  by  their 
charity.  That  tract  of  land  over  which  it  flows  is  possibly 
unfertile,  yet  it  may  richly  repay  the  healthy,  loving  flood. 
Perhaps  my  aunt  may  waste  her  charity  on  an  absurdity,  but 
respect  the  prompting  of  a  heart  that  seeks  to  do  good.  So 
Le  Gryce  laughed  at  this  repatriation  scheme.  I  feared  he'had 
been  offering  you  some  impertinence.  If  anything  of  that  sort 
should  occur  speak  to  me  and  I  shall  take  good  care  that  it 
does  not  happen  again." 

"  I  make  no  complaint  of  anything  of  that  sort,  nor  shall  I 
— I  am  able  to  defend  myself." 

"Is  it  well  to  do  so  yourself,  when  there  are  others  willing 
and  ready  to  battle  for  you  ? " 

Georgie  paused  a  moment,  then  said,  "  My  uncle  never 
stood  between  me  and  the  fellows  that  frequented  his  table. 
He  left  me  to  employ  my  natural  powers  of  defence." 

"But  he  is  no  more.  The  occasion  is  past.  You  will  meet 
with  no  more  Hulletts  and  Daveys.  Mr.  Weldon  and  I  will 
always  screen  you  from  insolence.  It  is  the  duty  of  every 
gentleman  to  do  so,  and — excuse  me  if  I  say  what  may  seem 
rude — it  will  be  more  becoming.  It  is  painful  to  a  man  of 
right  feeling  to  see  a  woman  unprotected,  battling  in  her  own 
defence." 

Georgie  was  silent  a  while,  and  her  eyes  filled.  After  a 
moment's  consideration  she  said  "  Yes " — she  could  say  no 
more. 

"  It  would  be  better  for  her  not  to  show  fight,  but  to  run 
away,"  added  Sir  John.  "You  could  not  help  it — you  had  to 
protect  yourself,  you  poor,  lonely  child ;  but,  I  speak  sincerely, 
and  from  the  depth  of  my  heart,  the  necessity  is  at  an  end. 
Rely  henceforth  on  my  brother-in-law  and  me." 

"  I  thank  you,"  she  answered  :  she  could  not  speak  more 
words  than  that,  for  her  heart  swelled.  Such  true  kindness 
was  in  the  young  man's  tone  that  she  accepted  the  implied 
reproach  without  resentment. 

They  walked  on  side  by  side,  and  he  did  not  further  address 
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her.  He  saw  that  she  was  moved.  Presently,  when  she  had 
gained  some  control  over  herself,  she  said,  "  I  am,  what 
Captain  le  Gryce  said,  a  thorn  tree." 

"  But  the  thorn  covers  itself  with  a  snow  of  flowers  that  veil 
the  thorns,"  answered  Sir  John. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII 
CAUGHT 

ON  the  following  morning  Georgie  impatiently  looked  out 
for  an  opportunity  to  get  hold  of  the  "  Revelations." 

During  the  night  she  had  been  unable  to  sleep.  She  had 
tossed  on  her  bed,  troubled  with  many  thoughts.  Fears  that 
were  trifling  by  day  swelled  in  the  darkness  into  nightmares 
and  rolled  over  her,  deluging  her  with  terror.  What  if  Sir 
John  were  to  find  the  manuscript  and  were  to  sit  over  his  fire 
reading  it?  What  if  Sarah  Jane  or  Elizabeth  Anne,  when 
about  to  light  the  fire,  had  pulled  down  the  case  and  had 
taken  thence  the  budget,  and  ere  she  tore  it  for  kindling 
purposes  had  detected  what  secret  it  contained  and  had  con- 
veyed it  to  the  kitchen,  there  to  be  spread  out  and  read  by  the 
cook,  Thomas,  Eliza,  and  all  the  under.uround  folk.  She 
fancied  that  she  heard  their  exclamations  of  astonishment  and 
their  bursts  of  laughter. 

Then  her  mind  recurred  to  the  slight  reproof  she  had 
received  from  Sir  John.  She  thought  it  over,  and  convinced 
herself  that  it  was  undeserved.  How  was  she  to  allow  either 
Mr.  Weldon  or  Sir  John  to  take  up  the  cudgels  on  her  behalf? 
—how,  when  the  former  was  miles  away  and  the  latter  but  a 
rare  visitor? 

Moreover,  she  had  no  right  to  requisition  cither  of  them  as 
a.  champion.  .She  was  perfectly  ecjuipped  for  self-defence. 
Heaven,  Providence,  or  whatever  it  was  that  had  thrust  her 
into  the  world,  had  armed  her  with  a  sufficient  wit  and  with  a 
sharp  tongue.     She  knew  how  to  set  a  man  down  by  a  toss  of 

the  chin,  a  glance  of  an  eye,  a  motion  of  the  hand,  or,  as  a 
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last  resource,  with  the  launching  of  a  word.  A  hedgehog  has 
bristles,  a  sepia  discharges  a  purple  cloud,  an  electric  eel  gives 
a  paralysing  shock.  Was  she  less  well  furnished  than  these 
creatures  ?  To  call  man  to  her  aid  was  a  confession  of 
incapacity,  and,  worse  than  that,  laid  a  woman  under  an 
obligation  to  her  protector.  As  Farmer  Furze  said,  "  Wimmin 
was  born  to  make  onpleasantness,  and  they  did  it."  If  Susie 
Furze  could  be  disagreeable  where  it  was  necessary,  why  not 
she  ?  She  would  be  no  timorous  hare,  no  sensitive  plant,  no 
scared  pigeon. 

"When  morning  arrived — raw,  grey,  wretched,  with  a  drizzle 
and  a  chill  south-east  wind— she  rose  in  utter  wretchedness, 
resolved  to  take  the  manuscript  from  its  hiding-place  as  soon 
as  was  possible. 

But  it  was  not  easy  for  her  to  find  occasion  to  enter  the 
captain's  cabin. 

After  Sir  John  had  left  it  for  breakfast,  she  scanned  his  face 
with  anxiety  to  see  whether  she  could  decipher  in  it  evidence 
that  he  had  found  the  papers.  But  his  aspect  was  cheerful, 
and  no  token  was  traceable  that  he  had  read  the  manuscript 
that  she  was  so  anxious  to  keep  from  every  eye. 

After  he  had  left  his  room  it  was  given  over  to  the  house- 
maids. They  had  to  make  the  bed,  to  rake  out  the  ashes 
from  the  grate  and  to  relay  the  fire,  to  brush  the  carpet,  and 
to  refill  the  water-jug  and  bottle. 

Georgie  descended  several  times  to  the  hall,  and  looked  at 
them  ;  indeed  she  did  this  so  often  that  the  two  girls  noticed 
it,  glanced  at  each  other,  and  said  something  in  a  low  tone  to 
one  another.  She  felt  that  it  concerned  her.  They  had 
detected  in  her  either  a  desire  to  enter  the  captain's  cabin,  or 
an  undue  interest  in  the  comfort  of  Sir  John. 

Alarmed,  with  a  mounting  colour,  she  retreated.  The  iron 
box  she  had  ordered  had  not  arrived.  She  put  on  her  bonnet 
and  shawl  and  took  an  umbrella,  then  went  forth,  in  spite  of 
the  rain,  through  the  red  mud  to  the  ironmonger's,  to  be 
assured  that  it  had  been  despatched  an  hour  ago. 

On  her  return  she  instituted  inquiries,  and  was  then  in- 
formed that  it  had  been  delivered,  and  was  lying  in  the 
scullery.      The   servants   had   not   supposed   that   it   was   in 
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immediate  requisition  ;  they  had  been  busy,  and  had  had  no 
time  to  carry  it  up  to  her  room. 

When  Georgie  had  removed  her  bonnet  and  damp  shawl, 
and  had  stood  the  dripping  umbrella  to  drain,  she  discovered 
that  Sir  John  was  in  his  room.  He  had  left  the  drawing- 
room,  with  an  apology  to  his  aunt  that  he  had  letters  to 
attend  to  and  some  business  with  his  steward  to  regulate,  and 
had  withdrawn  to  his  own  series  of  apartments. 

In  the  afternoon  Miss  Chevalier  took  the  girl  out  for  a  drive 
with  her,  and  to  make  one  or  two  formal  calls. 

In  the  evening  Sir  John  was  dressing  for  dinner,  and  thus  it 
came  about  that  during  the  day  Georgie  had  found  no  means 
of  removing  the  document  from  its  place  of  concealment  to 
her  iron  box. 

Presently  Captain  le  Gryce  arrived. 

The  girl  was  in  the  drawing-room,  that  was  well  lighted  with 
wax  candles.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  cut  glass  in  the  room, 
that  sparkled. 

She  was  dressed  for  the  evening  in  black  silk,  her  throat  and 
bust  bare,  with  some  fine  old  lace  edging  the  dress.  Her 
dark  hair  was  rolled  back  in  waves,  it  was  abundant  and 
glossy.  Her  face  was  pale.  Sleeplessness  had  made  her  eyes 
unusually  lustrous,  for  it  had  drawn  blue  rings  about  them, 
and  the  azure  veins  in  her  temples  showed.  The  lashes  of 
her  lids  were  long  and  silky,  sweeping  her  cheek,  and  the 
brows  were  finely  drawn  and  arched. 

She  did  not  know,  what  was  obvious  even  to  Miss  Chevalier, 
that  she  was  extraordinarily  lovely.  And  if  the  old  lady 
perceived  this,  it  may  well  be  supposed  that  the  two  gentle- 
men were  alive  to  the  fact.  It  was  a  fact  that  gratified  Miss 
Chevalier,  for  it  reflected  credit  on  herself  for  having  in  her 
house  one  who  was  beautiful. 

Sir  John  received  Captain  le  Gryce  with  civility,  but,  as 
Georgie  thought,  without  cordiality. 

The  captain  greeted  the  hostess  with  effusion,  herself  with 
a  distant  bow  ;  but,  as  he  bowed,  his  black  saturnine  eyes  raked 
her,  and  she  was  conscious  that  they  menaced  her,  that  there 
was  ill-will  and  mischief  in  them.  Instinctively  she  felt  that 
he  only  waited  his  opportunity  for  repaying  her  for  the  treat- 
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ment  he  had  received  at  her  hands.     Yet  along  with  this  there 
was  unmistakable  admiration. 

"Will  you  take  my  aunt  to  dinner?"  asked  Sir  John,  and 
he  offered  his  arm  to  Georgie.  The  baronet  turned  to  her 
as  they  descended  the  stairs,  and  said,  "  We  will  have  a  chat 
about  Wellcombe.  I  have  been  too  much  engaged  all  day 
to  see  you.  I  like  the  place.  In  a  little  while  I  shall  get  to 
love  it." 

"  Yet  you  have  seen  it  only  in  winter." 

"And  without  its  queen." 

They  descended  the  stairs.  She  hung  on  his  arm,  and  was 
happy. 

"  Do  you  know,"  she  said,  "  that  I  left  the  place  hating  it, 
and  now  I  have  come  to  feel  a  sort  of  ache  in  my  heart,  as  if 
I  really  must  have  been  fond  of  it,  and  my  conscience  tells  me 
I  shall  have  no  rest  till  I  have  made  my  peace  with  it.  I  was 
a  little  nasty  hedgehog  there." 

"  You  were  a  hedgehog  only  because  surrounded  by  snarHng 
dogs.     There  is  no  more  need  for  prickles." 

"We  will  talk  of  Wellcombe,  and  not  of  myself,"  said 
Georgie. 

At  dinner  the  conversation  at  times  became  general,  but 
not  for  long.  Captain  le  Gryce  incessantly  endeavoured  to 
draw  the  baronet  and  Georgie  into  the  main  current,  and  Sir 
John  was  quite  willing  as  host  that  so  it  should  be ;  but  Miss 
Chevalier  was  determined  to  engross  the  attention  of  the 
captain,  and  fill  his  ear  with  her  schemes  for  the  repatriation 
of  the  Jews  and  with  accounts  of  an  agent  on  that  behalf — a 
Rev.  Emmanuel  Hirsch,  who  was  coming  to  meet  some  select 
friends  and  well-wishers  to  the  cause  at  her  house,  when  there 
would  be  a  conversazione.  She  tried  hard  to  induce  the 
captain  to  promise  not  only  himself  to  attend,  but  also  to 
bring  some  of  the  officers  of  the  regiment. 

Sir  John,  taking  advantage  of  the  occasion,  spoke  to  Georgie 
about  Wellcombe.  He  had  seen  and  made  great  friends  with 
Granny  Grylls.  He  had  noticed  peculiarities  of  the  people  in 
the  place.  He  hit  off  Captain  Davey  and  Squire  Hullett  with 
such  comic  effect  that  Georgie  laughed.  Her  eye  kindled, 
her  face  lighted  up,  her  colour  rose,  and  she  heard  none  of 
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the  conversation  carried  on  between  Captain  Ic  (Jrycc  and 
the  hostess,  nor  did  she  notice  the  hard  eyes  that  at  intervals 
fixed  themselves  upon  her. 

Again  and  again  did  Sir  John  endeavour  to  interest  his 
aunt  and  the  captain  in  his  description,  but  the  former  invari- 
ably drew  off  and  resumed  her  talk  with  Le  Gryce  about 
prophecy  and  the  restoration  of  the  Hebrews.  Georgie  forgot 
everything  in  the  delight  of  the  moment,  and  was  so  absorbed 
in  what  was  told,  that  she  did  not  catch  at  once  the  movement 
of  tlie  hostess  for  adjournment  to  the  drawing-room. 

No  sooner  did  the  ladies  retire,  than  Georgie  thought  that 
the  longed-for  opportunity  had  come. 

The  servants  were  engaged  in  the  kitchen,  the  gentlemen 
were  sitting  over  their  wine  in  the  dining-room,  and  Miss 
Chevalier  was  groping  for  a  text  on  the  drying  up  of  the 
tongue  of  the  Egyptian  Sea,  in  connection  with  the  restoration 
of  the  Jews. 

Now  was  the  chance  for  her  to  recover  the  manuscript. 

Making  some  trivial  excuse  to  Miss  Chevalier,  with  fluttering 
heart  she  left  the  room  and  went  downstairs  softly. 

No  one  was  in  the  hall,  that  was  lighted  by  a  pendant 
lamp. 

Sir  John's  door  was  open,  and  she  saw  the  flicker  of  the  fire 
in  his  bedroom. 

At  once  she  entered,  and  passed  through  the  cabin  into  the 
library  beyond.  In  that  the  grate  was  cold,  and  when  she 
entered  she  found  that  the  room  was  dark. 

She  left  the  door  ajar,  so  as  to  allow  some  of  the  ruddy 
light  from  the  coal  fire  to  enter  it,  so  that  she  might  find 
her  way. 

She  knew  where  the  bookcase  was,  and  she  thought  she 
knew  on  which  shelf  was  the  false  volume. 

She  put  up  her  hand  to  the  books  and  groped.  By  the 
touch  she  could  not  distinguish  the  backs.  She  would  have 
run  her  fingers  along  the  tops,  expecting  to  feel  the  difference 
between  leaves  and  pasteboard,  but  the  shelf  was  situated 
too  high  up  for  her  to  reach  above  the  books.  The  light  was 
insufficient  to  enable  her  to  read  the  titles,  and  it  was  not  only 
insufficient  but  by  its  flicker  it  was  deceptive. 
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She  was  therefore  compelled  to  draw  out  volume  after 
volume,  not  wholly,  but  enough  to  allow  her  with  the  free 
hand  to  tap  the  side  and  distinguish  between  a  book  and 
a  case. 

The  third  book  that  she  withdrew  from  its  place  on  the 
shelf  was  the  box  that  she  required.  It  was  heavy — it  had 
not  been  opened  and  robbed. 

But  at  the  same  moment  that  she  had  it  in  her  hands  she 
heard  voices — those  of  the  gentlemen,  and  a  streak  of  yellow 
light  struck  into  the  room.     Escape  was  impossible. 

"  Here,  Le  Gryce,  we  will  sip  our  port  in  my  snuggery  and 
have  our  cigars  by  my  fire.  My  aunt  does  not  like  the  fumes 
of  tobacco." 

"  Let  us  go  into  the  library,"  said  the  captain. 

"The  fire  is  not  Ht  there,"  replied  Sir  John.  "But  we  will 
put  a  match  to  it,  and  have  it  up  in  a  jiffy.  The  room  is  not 
cold." 

"  And  then  the  dear  old  lady  will  not  smell  our  smoke,"  said 
Le  Gryce. 

At  the  words  he  threw  the  door  open  and  entered,  uttered 
an  exclamation,  and  said  mockingly,  "  I  have  smoked  some- 
thing already." 

The  baronet  followed,  carrying  a  pair  of  silver  candle- 
sticks. He  saw  Georgie  standing  irresolute,  having  lost  her 
presence  of  mind,  frightened,  and  holding  the  sham  volume 
aloft. 

"  Of  a  literary  turn.  Getting  a  book  ! "  said  Le  Gryce,  and 
in  a  moment  had  twirled  the  case  out  of  her  hand.  "  Oh  ho  ! 
Introduction  to  a  Godly  Life.  I  fear  I  interrupt  a  study  given 
by  a  professor — and  with  illustrations." 

"  Give  me  back  the  book  !  "  said  Georgie  hoarsely. 

"  Captain,"  said  Sir  John,  putting  down  the  candlesticks, 
"  be  so  good  as  at  once  to  return  the  volume  which  my  aunt 
has  sent  Miss  Thirkleby  to  bring  to  her." 

"It  does  not  seem  to  me  to  be  a  book,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Whatever  it  be,  be  so  good  as  to  return  it,"  said  Sir  John 
angrily,  "and  suffer  Miss  Thirkleby  to  pass  without  comment." 

"  Comment  in  such  a  case  is  superfluous,"  retorted  Le  Gryce, 
flushing  at  the  imperious  tone  assumed  by  the  baronet.     "As 


260  llOYAT.    GEOIIGIE 

the  young  lady  is  under  your  protection,  she  can  come  and  go 
where  she  Hkes." 

"This  is  an  outrage  !" 

"  Pardon  me,  a  legitimate  inference." 

Georgie  snatched  the  case  from  his  hand,  and  made  her 
escape.  Captain  le  C.ryce  laughed.  "  Do  not  be  angry,  old 
fellow,"  said  he.  "  I  have  given  her  something  in  return  for 
some  nasty  stabs  she  dealt  me.  Now  the  account  between  us 
is  cleared." 

"That  may  or  may  not  be,"  said  Sir  John  sternly,  "but  a 
new  account  has  been  opened  between  you  and  me." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"That  I  cannot  pass  over  an  impertinence  offered  to  a 
young  lady." 

"  Bah  ! — a  domestic  servant." 

"  A  young  lady,"  repeated  Sir  John,  with  emphasis. 

"  As  you  will,"  retorted  Le  "Cryce.  "  I  will  meet  your 
account  with  steel  or  lead  as  you  choose,  which  is  quite 
indifferent  to  me.  You  will  oblige  me  by  making  my  excuses 
to  Miss  Chevalier,  and — I  remain  at  your  service." 


CHAPTER 

LE  GRYCE'S  BOOTS 

"  13  E  so  good  as  to  pull  off  my  boots." 

J3  Samson  Furze  put  one  knee  to  the  ground,  and  laid 
hold  of  the  leg  of  Captain  le  Gryce. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  the  latter,  "  when  did  you  become 
acquainted  with  the  young  woman  at  Miss  Chevalier's  in 
Northernhaye  ?  " 

"  Which,  sir  ?  —  the  parlour-maid,  or  the  lady's  maid,  her 
as  rolls  her  eyes  ?  The  cook  is  over  five-and-thirty,  and  I 
don't  call  her  young." 

"  I  mean  her  who  has  been  taken  on  as  companion,  or 
reader,  or  housekeeper." 

"  Oh  !  the  young  lady." 

"  Lady,  if  you  like — what  is  her  name?  " 

"  Miss  Georgie  Thirkleby." 

"  Ah  !  to  be  sure — I  remember.  How  did  you  get  to  know 
her  ?  " 

"  I  have  known  her  a  purty  number  o'  years,  sir,  up  to 
Wellcombe." 

"  I  suppose  a  village  doctor's  daughter  ?  " 

"  No,  captain,  sir  !     Niece  to  our  vicar.     He  as  is  dead." 

"  And  she  is  cast  adrift.     Well  ?  " 

"  She  and  I  was  nigh  upon  brought  up  together." 

"  What !  you  in  a  girls'  school  with  her,  or  she  as  a  fellow- 
scholar  in  a  boys'  academy  with  you  ?  " 

"Neither,  sir." 

Samson  lugged  at  the  boot  and  got  it  off. 

"Not  that,  sir,"  he  said  shyly  and  awkwardly.     "But  in  a 
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little  out-of-the-way  village  young  folk  can't  help  seeing  much 
of  one  another.  She  was  a  daring  rider  and  always  went  after 
the  hounds." 

"  And  is  now  in  service  to  the  old  lady.  You  have  occasion 
to  congratulate  yourself,  Furze ;  an  uncommonly  pretty  girl 
has  been  incjuiring  after  you,  and  layini^  on  me  injunctions 
respecting  you." 

"  Miss  Georgie  ?  " 

Samson  rose  to  his  feet,  holding  the  boot  in  his  hand, 
purple  to  the  temples  and  with  his  nostrils  dilated. 

"  She  never  did  other  than  give  me  bitter  words,"  he  said, 
after  a  pause,  as  the  captain  observed  him  with  an  amused  and 
contemptuous  smile. 

" 'I'his  time,"  said  Le  (iryce,  "she  has  been  urgent  with 
me,  as  she  learned  that  you  were  in  attendance  upon  me,  that 
I  should  look  after  your  welfare,  see  that  you  read  your  Bible, 
and  wear  dry  socks." 

"  Miss  Georgie  never  said  that ! "  Samson's  eyelids 
flickered.     "She  never  heeded  me  a  snap  of  the  fingers." 

"  IJut  this  does  not  look  like  disregard,  does  it,  my 
man  ?  " 

Furze  stood  gazing  broodingly  into  the  boot.  He  shook 
his  head. 

"  Of  course,  if  your  honour  says  she  did  speak  them 
words  " — 

"  I  do  not  say  that.  I  cannot  give  you  her  exact 
expression.s.  But  a  good  deal  was  implied.  Her  modesty 
induced  her  to  get  the  old  lady  to  speak  on  her  behalf.  I 
sup])ose  there  have  been  some  love  passages  between 
you." 

Again  Samson  shook  his  head.  "  ^Ve  have  had  passages 
t'other  way  on.     I  boxed  her  ears,  and  she  shot  me." 

"  With  Cupid's  arrow,  through  the  heart  ?  " 

"  No,  no.  She  put  a  leaden  slug  into  me.  It  struck 
my  rib  and  glanced  about  and  came  out  near  the  spine. 
That  is  to  say.  Doctor  Furlong  took  it  out.  It  were  lodged 
there." 

"  The  deuce  !  " 

Captain  le  Gryce  burst  out  laughing. 
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"Your  methods  of  courting  and  responding  to  advances  are 
peculiar  at — what  is  the  place  ?  " 

"  Wellcombe.  There  was  not  much  courtin'  done,"  said 
Samson.  "  Leastways  none  on  her  side.  But  I  always 
liked  her,  and  I  shouldn't  ha'  enlisted  but  all  along  of  she. 
She  wouldn't  have  me,  and  I  were  ashamed  to  go  home 
after  that.'' 

"  And  now  she  has  run  after  you  to  Exeter." 

"  That,  sir,  is  a  chance.  If  only  she'd  have  me  now,  I'd 
get  father  to  buy  me  out." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  she  won't  have  you.  Do  not  think  of  it. 
It  was  my  nonsense  to  suggest  that  she  had  come  here  in 
pursuit  of  you.  She  is  not  a  morsel  for  a  private,  but  a 
mouthful  for  someone  else." 

Furze  lifted  his  head,  and  with  a  sullen  expression  looked 
questioningly  into  the  captain's  face. 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  brought  her  here.  No,  Furze,  she 
was  not  running  after  you.  Put  that  out  of  your  head.  Some- 
one else  contrived  the  bringing  of  her  here,  and  that  for  his 
own  purposes." 

"It  was  the  parson's  doing." 

"  It  was  net  the  parson's  doing — or,  if  he  had  a  finger  in  it, 
that  was  beciiuse  he  was  employed  as  an  intermediary.  He 
who  schemed  it  was  the  old  lady's  nephew.  The  young 
baronet  has  an  eye  for  a  comely  face,  and,  by  Jove,  he  has 
picked  out  a  beauty  this  time."  Le  Gryce  laughed.  "  And 
to  think  of  his  putting  her  into  a  house  of  Mademoiselle  Piety. 
It's  an  amazing  piece  of  impudence." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  " 

"  Mean !  Oh,  no  words  are  needed  to  convey  to  you 
what  I  mean.  He  has  taken  a  fancy  to  the  pretty 
wench." 

"  The  young  lady  ?  " 

"  To  this  Miss  Georgie  of  yours.  And  he  has  picked  a 
quarrel  with  me  about  her.  I  was  unfortunate  ;  I  interrupted 
one  of  their  love  passages." 

Samson  Furze's  colour  came  and  went.  He  trembled  with 
passion  ;  and  the  captain  noticed  his  condition. 

"  You  do  not  seem  to  love  him.  Furze.     Well,  he  and  I  are 
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likely  to  meet  before  the  twenty-four  hours  have  elapsed, 
either  with  pistols  or  swords." 

"Take  swords,'"  said  Samson.  His  face  was  red  as  blood, 
and  his  hands  clenched  convulsively.  "  He  made  a  laui^hing- 
stock  of  me  with  foils  before  the  ladies.  I  would  have  killed 
him  then,  but  I  could  not  reach  him." 

"  I  am  not  likely  to  choose  weapons  to  suit  you.  Furze," 
said  the  captain.  "For  the  matter  of  that,  I  believe  the 
initiative  lies  with-  me,  and  he  will  have  the  choice  of  tools. 
I  have  told  you  this,  young  fellow,"  continued  Le  Gryce, 
"because  I  want  you  to  have  my  portmanteau  packed  and 
ready  in  case  I  have  to  make  a  bolt,  should  I  chance  to 
run  him  through  the  liver  or  send  a  bolt  into  his  heart. 
Not  a  word  of  this  to  anyone.  Mind  you  that !  Get  every- 
thing ready  quietly.  I  do  not  want  to  kill  him,  my  purpose  is 
merely  to  prick  him  ;  but  in  such  meetings  it  is  not  possible  to 
calculate,  and  one  must  be  prepared  for  contingencies.  So — 
she  shot  you  once  ! " 

"  It  was  an  accident.  She  did  not  intend  to  do  it,  but,  when 
it  was  done,  she  never  troubled  her  head  about  me  to  ask  if  I 
were  dead  or  alive." 

Samson  repeated  his  old  grievance.  It  was  one  to  which 
he  recurred  daily. 

The  human  mind  is  incessantly  active.  Where  action 
is  not,  there  is  no  mind.  Some  brains  move  more  tardily 
than  do  others,  but  all  are  in  revolution  more  or  less 
quickly. 

The  ground  over  which  they  turn,  the  material  upon  which 
they  work,  differ.  The  man  of  experience  and  education  has 
both  a  large  circuit  in  which  his  mind  may  travel,  and  also 
much  material  which  it  can  grind. 

But  the  man  of  neither  experience  nor  education  has  but  a 
small  orbit  and  little  material  for  his  mind  to  work  upon. 
The  consequence  wiih  the  latter  is  not  that  his  brain  gives  up 
action,  but  that  it  rotates  over  the  same  ground,  and  crushes 
up  the  same  subject-matter  over  and  over  with  such  iteration 
that  it  is  incessantly  deepening  its  groove  and  steeping  itself  in 
that  which  it  has  pounded.     This  constitutes  prejudice. 

We    are   disposed    to    marvel    at    the    retentive    memories 
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of  the  uncultured.  This  recollective  accuracy  is  not  extra- 
ordinary, for,  owing  to  the  scantiness  of  ideas  supplied  to  the 
brain,  it  turns  those  few  grains  over  and  over  again  till  it  has 
assimilated  them. 

Samson  Furze  was  a  man  of  limited  education  and  small 
knowledge  of  things  in  general.  Consequently  he  had 
little  more  than  his  grievances  and  his  farm  experiences 
to  occupy  his  thoughts.  His  brain  was  sluggish  but 
retentive. 

"  Get  on  with  my  boot,  Furze.  My  right  foot  is  larger  than 
the  left.     Haul  at  the  heel." 

Then,  after  a  pause,  "  So — a  parson's  niece.  I  suppose  he 
died  and  left  her  nothing." 

"  The  manor  and  lordship  of  Wellcombe  and  about  thirty 
or  forty  thousand  pounds." 

"  What ! "  Le  Gryce  raised  his  brows  and  dropped  his 
jaw. 

"  If  it  is  not  hers  now  it  will  be  hers  soon.  Nobody  knows 
how  much  money  there  is.  They  do  say  that  there  be  piles  of 
bank-notes  and  cases  of  jewels  and  a  whole  room  full  of  silver 
plate." 

"  You  do  not  mean  it !  " 

"  Yes,  captain,  it  is  true  ;  Captain  Davey  saw  it  all.  He  and 
Squire  Hullett  were  disposed  to  dispute  her  rights,  but  Sir 
Thomas,  for  sure,  will  see  her  through." 

"  \Vho  is  Sir  Thomas  ?  " 

"  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  the  \\'arden  of  the  Stannaries." 

"  What— the  Black  Rod  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  nothing  of  that,  sir  ;  but  I  know  that  he  is  a 
great  man  with  the  king,  and  he  was — so  they  tell — terrible 
intimate  with  him  when  he  were  Prince  of  Wales." 

"  Then  why  the  deuce  is  she  here  in  a  menial  capacity  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,  but  she  has  lent  the  Manor  House 
to  the  new  vicar." 

Captain  le  Gryce  rubbed  his  chin. 

"Are  you  getting  my  boot  off?"  he  asked.  "You  don't 
seem  to  move  it.  The  heel  sticks.  Has  she  no  relations 
alive  ?     No  mother  ?  " 

"I  have  heard  tell  that  her  mother  died  long  ago." 
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"  And  her  father,  of  course,  is  dead.  Did  he  leave  her  the 
Manor  House  ?  " 

"  He  ?— oh  no  !     He's  not  dead." 

"  Where  does  he  live  ?     What  is  he  ?  " 

Samson  let  go  the  boot  and  looked  up  into  the  face  of  the 
captain. 

"The  king,  sir." 

Le  Gryce  did  not  understand. 

"  Come,"  said  he  impatiently.  "  You  are  paying  no  attention 
to  my  boot.     Go  on  working  it.     Who  is  her  father  ?  " 

"  His  Gracious  Majesty." 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  " 

The  captain  stared  at  the  private,  with  some  anger  in  his 
eyes.  He  thought  that  the  fellow  was  impertinent,  and  was 
making  fun  of  him. 

"  It  is  as  I  say,  sir." 

Furze  looked  doggedly  down  and  devoted  himself  to  the 
boot,  and  finally  succeeded  in  freeing  the  heel. 

"  Confound  you,  you  ass  !     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"She  is  the  daughter  of  His  Most  Gracious  Majesty,  George 
the  Fourth,  whose  livery  we  wear." 

"  Are  you  gone  crazed  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  ;  we  called  her  the  Royal  Georgie.  I  don't  fancy 
all  was  quite  straight  about  her  birth.  But  there  can  be  no 
mistake  that  she  is  the  daughter  of  the  king,  and  folk  say  that 
her  mother  was  sister  to  our  late  vicar,  but  he  would  never 
own  to  that.  He  was  chajilain  to  the  Prince  of  ^\'ales  before 
he  was  sent  to  Wcllcombc.  And  1  reckon  when  at  court,  the 
prince,  as  he  was  then,  saw  and  took  a  fancy  to  his  sister.  But 
at  Wellcombe  we  knew  nought  for  certain.     Still,  all  say  it." 

Forgetful  that  he  had  one  boot  half  off,  Captain  le  Gryce 
started  to  his  feet  and  limped  about  the  room. 

"  It  is  an  Arabian  Nights  tale." 

"  No,  sir,  it  is  the  Wellcombe  story." 

"And  does  Sir  John  ('hevalier  know  this?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  captain.  He  !  Of  course  he  does  :  it  is  known  to 
Parson  Weldon  and  Mrs.  Weldon." 

"  By  Jove  !  Now  I  understand  his  object.  What  a  fool 
have  I   made  of  myself!     Had  I  but  known  this  before,   I 
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might —  But  I  supposed — I  don't  know  what  I  thought. 
Curse  me  !  I  have  thrown  away  a  chance,  and  hang  me  !  if  I 
kill  him  I  shall  have  to  run  out  of  the  country.  If  I  pink  him 
the  house  will  be  closed  to  me.  If  he  were  but  out  of  the 
way  I  could  easily  get  on  terms  again  with  the  old  lady.  But 
the  whole  thing  is  inexplicable.  If  she  be  what  you  say,  why 
is  she  at  Miss  Chevalier's  ?  You  seem  to  know  a  good  deal, 
Furze." 

"  There  was  a  bit  of  disturbance  at  Wellcombe.  The 
people  there  don't  half  like  her.  You  see  we  object  to  have 
a  king's  daughter  among  us  to  act  as  a  spy  on  behalf  of  the 
duchy." 

"  And  she  has  been  living  with  her  uncle  the  parson  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir.  Folk  say,  that  is,  they  have  heard  Captain 
Davey  say,  as  how  the  king  did  not  care  terrible  to  have  her 
at  court,  seeing  he  was  married  to  Queen  Caroline." 

"  I  see — and  so  sent  her  into  the  country." 

"  That  is  what  they  say,  and  what  Captain  Davey  says." 

"  And  you  thought,  you,  a  country  clown,  to  marry  her  ?  "  Le 
Gryce  laughed. 

Furze  gave  a  sign  of  assent. 

"  By  heaven  !  What  presumption  !  Why,  he  who  gets  that 
girl  may  calculate  surely  on  promotion  in  whatever  profession 
he  be  in.  I  suppose  Chevalier  thought  he  might  secure  a 
peerage.  He  should  be  content  with  his  baronetcy.  It  is  the 
needy  beggars,  who  have  no  interest,  and  no  family,  and  no 
money,  that  must  work  their  way  up,  by  laying  hold  of  such 
catches  as  this.     Sir  John  shall  never  have  her." 

"  Never,"  repeated  Furze. 

Le  Gryce  turned,  looked  at  the  young  soldier,  and  laughed 
contemptuously. 

"  So,  your  parents  were  keen  to  mate  you  to  a  king's 
daughter !  That  would  have  read  like  a  fairy  tale,  had  it 
succeeded." 

"  At  first  they  were  against  it,"  said  Samson.  "  My  father 
is  the  biggest  yeoman  in  Wellcombe,  and  she — well,  she  wasn't 
born  respectable  like." 

"  A  king's  daughter  not  respectable  enough  in  birth  to  mate 
with  a  farmer's  son  !     This  is  a  rare  joke." 
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"  But  when  mother  heard  that  she  had  the  manor " — 

"  She  was  inclined  to  overlook  the  bar  sinister."  Captain 
le  Gryce  cast  himself  into  his  chair,  laughing.  "  Pull  again. 
But,  Furze,  put  out  of  your  head  all  thoughts  of  that  young 
lady.     The  Royal  Georgie  is  not  for  you." 

"  Nor  for  Sir  John." 

"Nor  for  Sir  John,"  repeated  Le  Gryce.  "But,  Furze, 
I  shan't  fight  him — I  will  send  an  apology,  and  you  shall 
take  it." 


CHAPTER   XL 

AN  EARLY  CALLER 

MY  dear,  what  would  you  like  ?  " 
Miss    Chevalier  was  at  the  breakfast   table.      Her 
question  met  with  no  response. 

"  Georgina  dear,  would  you  prefer  coffee  or  tea  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  exclaimed  the  girl,  starting  in  surprise. 
"  I  had  no  idea  you  were  addressing  me.  I  thought  you 
spoke  to  the  cat  or  the  canary." 

As  she  looked  at  the  old  lady  she  observed  a  notable 
change  in  her  expression.  Hitherto  Miss  Chevalier  had 
addressed  her  formally,  and  had  treated  her  distantly  and 
coldly. 

"  I  will  take  what  is  on  the  table,"  said  Georgie,  in  some 
bewilderment. 

"If  there  is  anything  you  have  a  mind  to,"  said  the  old 
maid,  "  have  it.  There  is  brawn  on  the  side.  Perhaps  you 
would  like  some  of  the  cold  chicken  served  up.  If  so — I  will 
ring." 

"  No — please  not." 

What  did  this  change  in  the  manner  of  the  lady  signify  ? 

"  It  is  so  good  of  you  to  come  to  me,"  pursued  the  latter, 
"  so  kind,  so  self-denying,  I  shall  be  eternally  indebted  to 
you.  Miss  Millward  was  a  very  worthy  person,  but  she  had 
no  blood." 

"  No  blood  !  "  Georgie's  bewilderment  continued.  "  Surely 
that  might  have  been  remedied  with  tincture  of  steel  sucked 
through  a  straw,  to  save  the  teeth." 

"No,  I  do  not  mean  that — no  family." 
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"  I  did  not  know  you  liked  children  about  the  place. 
Besides  "— 

"  Vou  are  so  funny  this  morning.     I  refer  to  ancestry." 

"  But  I  have  none." 

"Oh,  I  know  about  that,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  with  a  smile. 
"  A  little  bird  has  been  whispering  in  my  ear.  That  is  to  say, 
Thomas,  my  lady's  maid,  has  told  me  something." 

"  What  can  that  woman  know  about  me  ?  "  asked  Georgie, 
colouring. 

"Oh,  news  flies.  There  was  a  man  here — a  private — the 
youth  you  spoke  to  Captain  le  Gryce  about,  or  I — which  was 
it  ? — and  he  has  given  them  in  the  kitchen  some  information 
about  you." 

"  I  object  to  having  back-stairs  tattle  brought  against  me." 

The  girl  rose,  very  greatly  annoyed,  and  walked  to  the 
window.  The  breakfast  -  room  was  upstairs,  on  the  same 
landing  as  the  parlour.  The  window  was  long,  like  those  in 
the  drawing-room. 

"  If  that  fellow  dares  to  come  here  again,  Miss  Chevalier,  I 
trust  you  will  instruct  the  servants  not  to  admit  him.  It  is 
painful  to  me  to  have  my  concerns  discussed  in  the  kitchen." 

"  Do  not  call  me  Miss  Chevalier — I  am  Louisa.  Intimate 
friends  and  relations  call  me  Louie." 

"  I  am  neither,  and  am  not  so  privileged." 

"  Intimate  you  are,  as  you  are  in  my  house  and  in  close 
relations  with  me.  Let  us  not  be  distant.  I  like  you.  I 
even  prefer  you  to  Miss  Milhvard." 

The  girl  standing  in  the  window  and  looking  out  to  hide 
her  vexation,  turned  and  bowed. 

"  I  may  assume  that  it  is  true  ? "  began  the  old  lady 
inquisitively. 

"  That  7vliat  is  true  ?  " 

"  The  distinguished  origin  given  to  you.'' 

Georgina  did  not  answer.  She  tapped  with  her  fingers 
against  the  pane.     She  was  as  perplexed  as  she  was  annoyed. 

Miss  Chevalier  paused  in  breathless  expectation.  Receiving 
no  reply,  she  asked  fawningly,  "  Did  you  have  the  happiness 
of  knowing  your  dear  mother?  " 

"  No,  I  had  not,  madam." 
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"  But  you  have  seen  your  illustrious  father  ?  " 

Again  Georgie  was  embarrassed  for  an  answer.  She  held 
that  she  had  seen  him.  She  recalled  the  interview,  when  she 
was  a  little  girl,  with  the  stout  gentleman  of  many  waistcoats. 
Not  knowing  what  reply  to  make,  she  made  none  at  all. 

Miss  Chevalier  chuckled  and  rubbed  her  bemittened  hands. 

"  Of  course,  my  dear,  things  happen  that  we  may  wish  were 
different,  things  for  wliich  we  are  very  sorry,  and  which 
cannot,  taken  on  the  whole,  be  justified.  Still — royalty  must 
not  be  measured  in  common  scales.  Then,  again,  it  all 
happened  so  long  ago,  and  has  doubtless  been  repented.  We 
have  to  accept  facts  and  to  make  the  best  of  them.  It  is  not 
for  us  to  constitute  ourselves  the  judges  of  others.  Now  that 
you  have  attained  to  womanhood,  and  are  so  blooming  and 
beautiful,  and  altogether  so  fascinating,  I  have  no  doubt  that 
you  will  be  summoned  to  court,  ^^'hen  there,  you  may  be  of 
the  greatest  service." 

"  Service,"  repeated  the  girl,  "  to  whom  and  to  what  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Georgina — it  is  not  for  me  to  indicate  what 
you  should  do.  All  I  can  propose  to  myself  is  to  show  what 
might  be  done  by  one  with  your  advantages  of  birth." 

"  Advantages  of  birth  I  " 

"Well,  it  is  an  advantage  to  have  the  blood  royal  in  one's 
veins,  even  if  there  be  a  slight  irregularity  in  its  course.  And 
with  your  engaging  manners,  you  might  become  quite  an 
apostle  to  the  cause." 

"What  cause?" 

"  That  of  the  '  Repatriation  of  the  Jews,'  and  the  '  Fulfil- 
ment of  Prophecy.'  We  shall  have  a  little  preliminary  con- 
versazione— a  public  meeting.  I  burn  to  interest  you  in  the 
cause.  The  Reverend  Emmanuel  Hirsch,  a  converted 
Hebrew,  will  be  present  and  explain  the  movement.  The 
dean — Dean  Hedges,  you  know — I  expect  him ;  and  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Hornblower  will  be  present.  She  takes  the 
matter  warmly  to  heart.  She  has  not  herself  subscribed,  but 
she  urges  all  her  friends  to  contribute,  and  this,  if  done 
anonymously,  goes  to  her  credit.  Then  there  is  Miss  Bilbie 
coming.  She  is  very  keen  in  the  matter  now,  but  we  cannot 
calculate  on  her,  she  is  volatile  in  her  interests.     Now  it  is 
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Jews,  to-morrow  it  may  be  cats.  Mrs.  Winterbourne  has 
intimated  her  intention  to  be  present.  She  has  something 
internal  the  matter  with  her.  We  all  trust  that  she  may 
leave  a  large  becjuest  to  the  cause." 

"  But  why  do  you  require  so  much  money?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  !  if  the  Jews  are  to  be  sent  back  to  their  own 
land,  it  must  be  made  worth  their  while  to  go.  They  must 
be  indemnified  for  ihcir  businesses  they  give  up.  You  can 
hardly  expect  them  to  abandon  their  shops  and  their  pro- 
fessions without  our  making  it  up  to  them  in  some  form. 
Then,  again,  there  will  be  the  expense  of  charterihg  vessels  for 
the  voyage.  Also  we  shall  have  to  purchase  land  and  dwellings 
for  them  in  Palestine.  Prophecy  requires  that  they  should 
each  sit  under  their  own  vine  and  fig  tree.  So  we  shall  have 
to  engage  labourers  to  cultivate  the  land  for  them,  and  grow 
the  vines  and  fig  trees  for  them  to  sit  under." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  go  round  rattling  a  collecting  box 
under  people's  noses  ?  " 

"  No,  not  unless  you  are  particularly  zealous.  I  thought — 
but  it  must  be  left  to  you.  If  you  should  be  at  court  and 
have  the  ear  of  great  personages — I  will  name  no  names — you 
might  seize  the  occasion  to  persuade  that  a  British  man-of- 
war  should  be  sent  to  convoy  the  flotilla  of  returning  Jews ; 
it  would  be  such  a  feature,  and  would  so  redound  to  the 
honour  of  the  British  flag." 

"  You  must  not  calculate  on  me,"  said  Georgie. 

"  Oh  no,  dearest,  not  calculate  ;  but  in  the  event " — 

"I  am  not  yet  summoned  to  court,  so  it  is  of  no  use 
thinking  what  may  be  done  when  1  am." 

The  girl  was  greatly  annoyed  at  her  story  having  got  out 
among  the  domestics,  and  she  knew  now  that  it  would  become 
common  property  among  all  classes. 

Her  position  was  anomalous  and  painful.  If  she  were 
questioned  about  her  parentage  she  could  not  deny  her 
knowledge  concerning  it.  With  the  letters  and  other  papers 
in  her  possession  left  by  her  uncle,  she  had  it  in  her  power 
to  establish  conclusively  who  she  was. 

Miss  Chevalier  respected  her  silence. 

She  sat  unruffling  her  dress,  and  smiling  and  fixing  Georgie 
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with  twinkling  eyes,  till  the  prolonged  break  in  the  conver- 
sation became  awkward. 

Then  she  said,  "  My  nephew  breakfasted  in  his  own 
room  early.  He  had  to  drive  into  the  country.  But  I  expect 
him  back  in  the  course  of  the  morning.  Whether  he  can  be 
induced  to  attend  my  little  gathering,  I  do  not  know — but  I 
hardly  expect  it." 

The  door  opened  and  the  maid  looked  in. 

"  If  you  please,  miss,  you  are  wanted." 

"  Who,  I  ?  "  asked  Georgie. 

"  Yes,  miss.  Someone  in  the  hall  wishes  to  speak  with 
you." 

"Who  is  it?" 

"  Private  Furze,  if  you  please,  miss." 

Georgina  frowned. 

"  Tell  him  to  go  away.     I  will  not  see  him." 

"Please,  miss,  he  says  as  how  he  has  got  something  to 
deliver  into  your  hands  only." 

"  I  do  not  care.  I  am  engaged.  I  will  not  see  him.  The 
man  is  a  pest." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  do  not  take  the  trouble 
to  go  downstairs.  Let  the  man  be  shown  up  here,  into  the 
breakfast-room,  and  you  can  pour  him  out  a  cup  of  coffee." 

"  No,  no  !  "  from  Georgina  hastily. 

"  I  insist,"  pursued  the  old  lady.  "'  I  really  wish  that  you 
should  be  saved  the  inconvenience  of  descending  to  the 
hall." 

"  I  will  go  to  him  at  once,"  said  the  girl,  and  she  swung  out 
of  the  room. 
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IN  THE  HALL 

SHE  descended  the  staircase  with  her  hand  sliding  down 
the  banister,  her  face  moody  and  her  lips  compressed. 
She  was  greatly  annoyed  at  the  persistence  of  the  young  man 
in  coming  again  to  the  house,  and  especially  angry  with  him 
for  giving  rein  to  his  tongue  in  the  servants'  hall  about  her 
history. 

She  saw  him  awaiting  her  in  his  uniform,  with  his  sheathed 
bayonet  at  his  side. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  as  she  reached  the  last  step  of  the  stairs, 
but  did  not  leave  it,  "  well,  here  to  worry  me  once  more. 
I  forbade  you  to  come  to  Miss  Chevalier's  house  and  ask 
after  me.  I  object  to  your  frec]uenting  the  kitchen,  and 
detailing  there  the  tittle-tattle  of  Wellcombe.  This  is  not  a 
public-house." 

"  I  have  come  because  sent." 

"  Prithee,  who  sent  you  ?  " 

"  Captain  le  Gryce." 

"It  is  a  piece  of  impertinence  that  I  resent.  I  have  nothing 
to  do  with  that  personage." 

"  Miss  Georgie,  he  has  given  me  a  letter  to  present  to  you. 
I  was  to  deliver  it  into  your  hands.  And  I  have  another  for 
Sir  John  Chevalier,  that  I  am  to  give  to  none  but  himself. 
He  is  out,  they  tell  me,  so  I  must  wait  for  his  return.  I  act 
under  orders,  and  am  bound  to  obey." 

"  AVell,  give  me  the  letter  addressed  to  myself." 

She  did  not  quit  the  step,  and  Furze  had  to  advance  across 
the  hall  so  as  to  present  the  note  to  her. 
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She  took  it  from  him  with  an  impatient  gesture,  tore  it  open, 
and  hastily  scanned  the  contents.  It  contained  a  fulsome 
apology  for  discourtesy  offered  on  the  previous  evening. 

"  Any  answer,  miss  ?  " 

Then  there  came  a  ring  at  the'  front  door  bell.  Thereupon, 
the  door  being  opened,  a  stiff-bodied,  middle-aged  lady  ap- 
peared, with  hair  puffed  out  and  two  great  bows,  one  on  each 
side  of  her  face.  She  had  a  Roman  nose  and  flourished  an 
enormous  umbrella. 

When  she  had  divested  herself,  or  been  divested  of  her 
wraps  by  the  maid,  she  extended  the  umbrella  towards 
Georgie  and  asked,  "  Who  is  that  ?  " 

"  Please,  ma'am.  Miss  Thirkleby." 

"Who?" 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,  please." 

The  lady  looked  at  Georgie,  then  at  the  soldier,  and  then 
back  again  at  the  girl,  looked  her  up  and  down,  curry-combing 
her  with  her  hard  eyes. 

She  expected  Georgie  to  descend  from  the  step  and  give 
to  her  the  entire  width  of  the  staircase  by  which  to  ascend. 

Georgie  contented  herself  with  drawing  back  against  the 
wall,  allowing  ample  room  for  two  persons  to  pass  her,  running 
in  harness  abreast.  But  this  did  not  satisfy  the  visitor.  She 
gave  her  name,  ostensibly,  to  the  maid.  "  The  Honourable 
Mrs.  Hornblower  !  "  laying  emphasis  on  the  title.  The  ser- 
vant knew  the  visitor  well,  but  the  information  was  afforded 
for  the  overawing  of  Georgie.  The  lady  had  been  twice 
married,  and  her  first  husband  had  been  the  son  of  a  baron, 
but  the  second,  Mr.  Hornblower,  was  a  retired  man  of  busi- 
ness. However,  she  carried  on  the  title,  as  a  balance  from  a 
former  account  transferred  to  the  second. 

As  Georgie  did  not  vacate  her  position,  but  slightly  bowed, 
the  lady  stalked  up  the  stairs,  snorting  indignantly,  looking 
straight  before  her  and  ignoring  Georgie 's  bow. 

The  girl  waited  till  the  honourable  lady  had  been  announced 
and  admitted  into  the  drawing-room,  and  then,  holding  the 
letter,  said  to  Furze,  "  An  answer  wanted  ?  I  do  not  reply 
to  letters  of  this  sort.  Hah  !  your  master's  spelling  is  hardly 
what  might  be  expected.     Address  has  not  usually  one  'd' 
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in  English,  whatever  it  may  have  in  French.  My  name  is 
not  (juite  right,  but  that  is  no  matter.  And  I  see  that  deceive 
has  got  its  vowels  inverted.  I  will  correct  the  misspelling  and 
send  back  the  letter  by  you.  You  may  tell  your  master  to 
copy  each  word  out  fifty  times  till  he  has  mastered  their 
orthography." 

She  placed  the  note  against  the  wall  and  was  about  with  a 
pencil  to  do  as  she  had  said,  when  her  colour  rose  in  a  gush 
over  face  and  throat.  She  had  done  precisely  that  which  had 
offended  her  good  taste  in  Captain  le  Gryce.  She  had  made 
him  ridiculous  before  his  inferior.  Angry  with  herself, 
ashamed  of  her  bad  manners,  she  crumpled  up  the  letter. 
Her  only  excuse  was  the  provocation  she  had  received  from 
Le  Gryce  and  the  irritation  caused  by  the  reappearance  of 
Samson. 

A  second  summons  at  the  front  door  called  for  it  to  be 
opened,  and  a  little  old  lady  was  admitted,  who  tripped 
towards  the  staircase  with  "  Never  mind  me,  Eliza  ;  you  need 
not  usher  me.     I  know  my  way  very  well." 

The  lady  ran  half-way  up  the  first  stage,  then  paused, 
looked  at  Georgie,  returned,  and  said,  "  So  !  the  new  com- 
panion.    What  may  your  name  be?  " 

"  My  name  is  'I'hirkleby." 

"  Have  you  been  in  service  before  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Millward  was  a  good  woman,  but  over-officious.  They  had 
to  get  rid  of  her.     You  are  young,  too  young  for  the  situation." 

"  I  regret  that  Miss  Chevalier  did  not  consult  you  previous 
to  engaging  me.     It  was  a  lamentable  oversight." 

"  How  do  you  get  on  with  my  dear  friend  ?  " 

"  Would  it  not  be  best  to  learn  that  from  her  ?  " 

"  What  are  you  doing  here?  Who  is  this  soldier?  Is  he 
a  brother  or  a  cousin  ?  " 

"  I  will  answer  such  questions  when  put  to  me  by  Miss 
Chevalier." 

"  No  offence  meant.  My  name  is  Bilbie.  Now  allow  me 
in  all  frankness  to  give  you  a  piece  of  advice,  kindly  intended. 
I  trust  you  will  receive  it  in  the  same  spirit.  Remember 
your  place.     Never  presume." 
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The  little  lady  flourished  her  finger  at  Georgie,  and  tripped 
up  the  stairs  and  left  her. 

"  Now,"  said  the  girl  to  Samson,  "  I  pass  on  Miss  Imper- 
tinent's  recommendation  to  you.  Remember  your  place. 
Never  presume.  Your  place  is  in  the  awkward  squad,  and 
it  is  presumption  in  you  to  come  here  repeatedly,  and  above 
all  gossiping  about  me  to  the  servants." 

"  Are  not  the  maids  more  civil  to  you  than  at  first  ?  " 

"I  prefer  their  pertness  combined  with  ignorance.  Now 
go — and  come  here  no  more." 

"  I  cannot  go.  I  am  to  await  Sir  John.  I  have  a  letter  to 
deliver." 

"A  duplicate  of  mine,  doubtless.  Your  master  is  in  an 
apologetic  mood  to-day." 

"Hah!"  exclaimed  Samson,  his  face  flushing  and  his 
whole  body  agitated  with  strong  emotion.  "You  complain 
of  me  talking.  It  is  I  who  have  to  regret  it.  I  would  I  had 
bit  my  finger  off  before  I  told  my  captain  who  you  were. 
Before  he  knew,  he  was  all  for  running  his  sword  through 
the  body  of  your  fine  baronet." 

"  What  do  you  say  ?  "  asked  Georgie,  clutching  the  banister 
and  turning  cold. 

The  answer  was  delayed  by  another  arrival,  that  of  the 
Reverend  Emmanuel  Hirsch. 

"  What  name  ?  "  asked  the  parlour-maid,  and  when  she  failed 
to  pronounce  it,  "Shay  it  as  if  you  wash  schneezin' — not 
Hirss  but  Hirsch,"  said  the  Jew. 

As  he  passed  Georgie  on  the  stairs,  he  leered  at  her  and 
would  have  spoken,  but  she  drew  away,  and  looked  over  the 
banister  into  the  well  of  the  staircase.  He  uttered  a  grunt 
and  went  on  his  way  to  the  drawing-room.  As  soon  as  the 
parlour-maid  had  withdrawn — 

"Now,"  said  Georgie,  "tell  me  at  once  what  you 
mean." 

"  I  mean  what  I  say.  When  my  captain  returned  last  night 
he  was  very  angry.  He  had  had  a  quarrel  with  your  baronet 
— all  about  you.  He  told  me  so,  and  it  was  just  as  if  it  must 
come  to  fighting.  My  captain  is  a  great  man  with  the  sword, 
and  he  is  just  as  good  wi'  the  pistols.     He  said  that,  said  he, 
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'  I  will  either  pink  him  in  the  Hver  or  put  a  leaden  ball 
through  his  heart.'     Them  was  his  words." 

Samson  stepped  forward  and  drew  close  to  the  foot  of  the 
stair,  whereupon  the  girl,  without  thinking,  retreated  a  step 
upward.  This  he  noticed  immediately,  and  in  his  fevered, 
jealous  mood  resented.  He  burst  away  from  his  subject  to 
exclaim,  "Oh,  you  stand  too  high  for  me,  1  reckon,  and  must 
look  down  on  such  as  me  I  It  was  not  so  once,  when  we  was 
at  Wellcombe  and  played  marbles  together." 

"  We  were  children  then." 

"  It  is  since  you  have  known  this  baronet  that  you  have 
taken  these  airs  on  you  and  put  on  a  dislike  to  me.  You 
scorns  and  despises  me  as  dirt !  " 

"  Indeed,  I  do  not  despise  you,  Mr.  Furze." 

"  Mister  Furze  !  "  sneered  the  private.  "  It  was  Samson 
once,  but  now  your  Royal  Highness  Mister  Furzes  me.  I 
will  not  have  it.  I  am  not  to  be  treated  thus.  You  thought 
nothing  of  your  royal  blood  at  one  time,  or  were  ashamed  of 
it,  till  you  came  to  know  this  baronet." 

"  Samson  Furze,  be  reasonable.  Do  not  speak  in  this  way 
or  I  shall  withdraw  altogether.  At  the  moment  I  endure  your 
impertinence  only  in  consideration  of  old  times,  and  because  I 
want  to  know  further  about  this  quarrel." 

"  Oh  yes,  about  this  quarrel ! "  said  the  young  man 
savagely.  "  You  are  vastly  concerned  lest  Sir  John  should 
get  a  scratch ;  you  squealed  out  at  Ashburton  when  I  drew 
a  little  of  his  blood.  If  Captain  le  Gryce  had  not  shown 
the  white  feather  now,  he  would  have  spotted  him  like  a  hare. 
That  frightens  you,  does  it  ?  I  would  to  God  I  had  not  said 
a  word  of  who  you  are,  and  then  I  should  be  carrying  a 
challenge  and  not  that  beg-pardon." 

In  his  heat  of  anger  and  gall  of  wounded  pride  Samson 
pressed  nearer  again  and  put  his  hand  on  the  banister. 
Georgie  again  backed  a  step. 

"  I  am  not  fit  to  breathe  the  same  air,"  pursued  the  angry 
man,  "  not  to  stand  on  the  same  footing  as  your  High  and 
Mightiness."  He  rattled  the  banister  as  he  spoke.  "Thank 
God  !  I  have  something  to  boast  of — I  come  of  honest  blood 
in  an  honest  way,  and    our  simple  folk  at  \Vellcombe  value 
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that  above  all  the  royal  blood  that  has  overflowed  its  channel 
and  run  down  the  gutter  !  " 

"  Furze  !  "  exclaimed  Georgie,  turning  chalk  -  white  with 
anger,  "stay  in  the  hall  and  deliver  the  note,  if  it  must  be. 
But  I  shall  take  good  care  that  if  you  show  your  face  here 
again  you  shall  be  kicked  out  of  the  house." 

Then  she  turned  about,  went  slowly  upstairs,  her  heart 
beating  furiously,  entered  her  bedroom,  locked  the  door,  threw 
herself  into  a  chair,  and  covered  her  face. 


CHAPTER   XLII 
TO  JERUSALEM 

GEORGIE  sat  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  her  bedroom 
brooding  over  her  troubles,  hot  with  resentment 
against  both  Samson  and  Le  Gryce,  alarmed  at  the  thought 
that  a  duel  might  have  been  fought  on  her  account. 

Samson's  story  had  been  incoherent,  but  it  was  plain 
enough  to  her  that  the  ciuarrel  of  the  previous  night  had 
threatened  to  produce  serious  consequences.  Sir  John  had 
reproached  her  for  fighting  her  own  battles  and  not  leaving 
it  to  men — as  himself — to  fight  them  for  her,  and  this  was  the 
result. 

A  tap  at  the  door  and  a  message  from  Miss  Chevalier, 
that  she  would  be  pleased  if  Miss  Thirkleby  would  descend ; 
there  were  several  ladies  who  desired  to  be  introduced. 

Accordingly,  having  composed  herself  as  well  as  she  was 
able,  Georgie  went  down. 

On  opening  the  door  of  the  drawing-room  she  saw  that  a 
good  many  persons  had  arrived,  in  addition  to  those  wlio  had 
passed  her  on  the  staircase.  There  was  the  dean  talking  to 
Miss  Chevalier,  an  amiable  gentleman  with  a  pasty  face 
encircled  by  whiskers  of  white  hair  like  the  moon  on  a 
foggy  night. 

Her  appearance  caused  a  general  arrest  in  the  conversation, 
and  all  eyes  were  directed  towards  her. 

Miss  IJilbie  at  once  trotted  up  to  her  with  a  smile  of  the 
utmost  friendliness,  and  held  out  her  hand.  "  We  are  old 
accjuaintances,"  she  said,  "  and  need  no  introduction." 

She  was  followed  by  Mrs.  Hornblower,  who  made  a  formal 
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salutation  and  said,  "We  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting, 
though  not  of  speaking.  I  am  charmed  to  make  your  acquaint- 
ance, which  I  trust  will  ripen  into  friendship.  My  first 
husband  was  the  Honourable  Vincent  Flower,  son  of  Lord 
Macturk.  No  doubt  you  have  heard  of  my  family.  I  mean 
that  of  my  first  husband — the  Flowers.  I  shall  be  soon  hoping 
to  see  you  at  my  house.  My  daughters  will  love  to  make 
your  acquaintance." 

The  rest  of  the  ladies  pressed  forward,  treading  on  each 
other's  heels,  elbowing  each  other  out  of  the  way,  not 
waiting  to  be  introduced  by  the  hostess  but  introducing 
themselves.  And  Georgie  could  hear  asides :  "  How 
distingue  !  "  "  Do  you  mark  the  likeness  —  in  the  lip,  the 
profile  ? "  "  What  a  princess  -  like  carriage  !  "  "  How 
beautiful ! " 

She  preserved  her  coolness  and  was  courteous  but  reserved. 
Miss  Chevalier  fluttered  in  and  out  among  her  guests  whisper- 
ing, smirking,  nodding ;  whilst  the  missionary  put  his  finger 
to  his  white,  or  partially  white,  cravat,  and  loosened  it  about 
his  throat,  whilst  he  held  up  his  chin  in  the  air  and  moved 
his  lips  like  a  fowl  drinking. 

The  dean,  bland  and  self-conscious,  began  sentences,  but 
had  to  drop  them,  owing  to  the  audience  having  their 
attention  diverted  from  him,  and  the  topic  on  which  it 
had  been  called  together,  to  making  the  acquaintance  of 
Georgie. 

After  a  while,  however,  he  was  able  to  recover  his  ground. 
He  cleared  his  throat,  and  announced  to  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  —  of  the  latter,  besides  the  dubious  Hebrew 
specimen,  there  was  only  one  present,  a  banker  —  that  they 
were  assembled  for  business. 

"  Come  by  me,"  said  Miss  Bilbie,  holding  Georgie  by  the 
hand.  "  We  will  sit  on  that  settee  together.  The  dean  will 
open  proceedings." 

"  No,  that  will  not  do.  Miss  Bilbie,"  said  the  Honourable 
Hornblower.  "You  are  not  to  engross  our  dear  Miss 
Thirkleby.     I  claim  her  as  belonging  to  me." 

The  dean  promenaded  with  a  swinging  walk,  till  he  had 
cleared  a  little  space  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  then, 
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poising  himself  on  one  foot  with  the  other  raised,  as  if  about 
to  prance,  he  began — 

"  It  is  a  proud  and  a  pleasurable  moment  for  nie  to  have  to 
speak  a  few  poor  sentences  in  this  elect  and  pious  assembly. 
You  will  all  hear — I  shall  hear — what  Mr.  Hirsch  has  to  say 
relative  to  the  repatriation  of  the  Jews ;  but  yet  allow  me  to 
remark  that  I  may  not  be  able  wholly  to  agree  with  everything 
that  he  advances.  Miss  Chevalier,  we  are  indebted  to  you 
for  the  pleasure  which  we  assure  ourselves  that  we  shall  derive 
from  listening.  The  speaker  on  this  occasion  is  not  my  poor 
self  with  a  faltering  tongue,  but  a  converted  Jew,  who  will 
dilate  on  a  subject  of,  I  may  say,  supreme  importance.  We 
all  know  that  the  restoration  of  the  Jews  will  result  in  the 
revivification  of  the  Gentiles.  I  am  well  assured  that  the 
speaker  will  be  well  able  to  instruct,  admonish,  and  please 
us  —  not  that  I  shall  be  able  to  endorse  all  his  views  and 
sanction  all  his  arguments.  I  give  freely  my  presence  here, 
in  the  attitude  and  position  of  a  hearer,  and  1  beg  you  to 
give  him  good  attention.  Not  that  you  must  suppose  1  admit 
total  and  unqualified  acquiescence  if  I  make  no  articulate 
protest.  I  am  a  listener,  and  I  reserve  my  opinion.  With 
this  proviso  let  me  introduce  to  you  the  Reverend  Emmanuel 
Hirsch." 

The  speaker  indicated  now  advanced.  He  was  in  shabby 
black,  his  linen  crumpled  and  by  no  means  clean,  and  his 
chin  unshaven. 

"  I  am,"  said  he,  shaking  his  legs  and  then  stretching  and 
adjusting  his  arms,  as  though  his  garments  incommoded  him, 
"  I  am  de  organising  zechretary  of  de  socetat  for  de  rebatria- 
tion  of  de  chosen  peoble  in  dere  own  land.  Allow  me  to 
shake  'ands." 

He  went  directly  to  Georgina,  who  retreated  and  placed  her 
arms  behind  her  back. 

He  smiled  greasily  at  her,  with  palm  extended. 

"I  should  like,"  said  she,  "the  rehabilitation  of  the  Jew 
before  we  proceed  to  his  repatriation." 

Finding  his  advances  were  not  accepted,  Mr.  Hirsch  turned, 
holding  out  his  hand  to  others. 

"Sir,"  said  the    dean,   "to   some    of  us,  at  least,  time    is 
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precious.  We  have  come  to  this  house  at  some  inconveni- 
ence, at  an  early  hour.  May  we  ask  you  at  once  to  open  the 
subject.  Not  that  I  would  force  you  unduly — but  that  you 
would  consider  the  value  of  our  time." 

"  It  ish  well,"'  said  the  missionary.  "  Ach  !  it  is  fine,  de 
prophecy.  De  chosen  peoble  is  all  to  go  back  to  Jeru- 
salem, de  city  of  David — dat  have  been  trodden  underfoot 
of  de  Gentiles.  But  we  must  help  de  prophecy  to  come  true. 
We  must  put  our  shoulder  to  de  wheel  and  make  prophecy 
come  true.  We  must  give  monish  to  make  it  come  true. 
We  sail  put  our  feet  on  de  necks  of  kings,  and  we  sail  have 
queens  to  be  nussing  moders  to  our  leedle  families.  Ach  ! 
Miss  Chevalier,  and  ladies  all,  ve  sail  all  have  leedle  families. 
But  how  sail  we  get  to  Jerusalem  ?  Dat  will  take  ships.  And 
ships  will  take  sailors.  And  de  sailors  will  take  monish. 
There  we  want  of  you  'elp.  Ladies  and  shentlemen,"  flapping 
his  elbows,  like  a  waterbird  trying  to  rise,  "  you  sail  assist  us — 
we  sail  see." 

An  interruption  was  caused  by  the  arrival  of  a  lady.  Miss 
Fullolove,  a  feeble  person  who  looked  as  though  she  had  been 
put  in  a  copper  with  soda  and  had  been  drawn  out  limp  with 
all  the  colour  washed  out  of  her.  The  Jew  waited,  then 
resumed  his  discourse. 

"  Ach  !  It  ish  wonderful !  But  it  will  cost  moche  monish. 
I  have  an  idee.  It  is  a  beautiful  idee.  We  of  de  house  of 
Israel  be  all  of  de  tribe  of  Judah  and  of  Levi.  But  where  be 
de  oder  tribes  ^  Let  us  find  de  oder  tribes,  and  let  us  all  go 
'appy  and  loving  and  reconciled  togedder  to  Jerusalem.  And 
I  tink  I  know  where  to  find  de  lost  tribes.  But  it  will  cost 
moche  monish.  I  must  find  de  arguments.  I  must  search 
de  libraries.  I  must  examine  de  manuscripts  and  mummies. 
I  know  ver'  well  I  can  prove  de  English  peoble  to  be  de  lost 
tribes,  and  we  will  then  all  go  back  togedder  to  Jerusalem. 
Ach  !  it  will  be  lovelie.  Ach  !  it  will  be  deleecious.  But  it 
will  cost  monish  for  each  to  prove  to  belong  to  a  lost  tribe. 
To  prove  all  dat  I  must  examine  manuscripts  and  mummies. 
I  must  get  on  my  stomick  and  crawl  under  de  coronation 
throne  at  Westminstaire.  I  must  examine  de  Jacob's  pillow 
which   is   dare   wid   a   microscope.      And  the  authorities  at 
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Westminstaire  will  want  to  be  feed — will  ask  for  monish.  But 
consider,  my  dear  ladies,  I  will  show  you,  if  you  will  find  me 
a  little  payment,  to  what  tribes  you  belong.  I  will  make  it 
plain,  I  will  prove  all  dat.  I  will  write  it  all  out  on  pepper. 
But  it  will  cost  moche  monish,  and  den  we  will  all  sail  back 
in  our  boat  togedder  to  Jerusalem.  Oh  de  'appy  time  !  Oh  de 
glorious  season  !  We  will  all  love  one  anodder  so  !  and  we 
will  sit  under  der  vines  and  fig  trees,  togedder,  and  de  Gentiles 
shall  serve  us  wid  chocolate  and  sherbet.  I  have  a  beautiful 
broder,  who  will  go  wid  Miss  Chevalier.  And  ach !  dis 
young  lady,  they  say  has  de  blood  royal.  I  will  prove — I  will 
show  "— 

At  that  moment  the  door  opened,  and  the  parlour-maid, 
looking  in  with  a  frightened  face,  said  to  her  mistress,  regard- 
less of  the  impassioned  speaker  and  his  periods,  "  Please 
ma'am,  you  are  wanted  immediately  !  " 

"  I — I  wanted  ! "  said  Miss  Chevalier.  "  I  am  engaged. 
I  cannot  attend.  Run,  my  dear  Georgina,  if  you  will  be  so 
obliging,  and  see  what  it  is." 

The  girl  rose  to  obey.  But  the  maid  continued  to  urge — 
"  If  you  please,  miss — you  really  must  come.  It  is  something 
dreadful." 

"  Dreadful !     What  is  dreadful  ?  " 

The  speaker  had  ceased.  He  stood  with  his  mouth  shut, 
looking  reproachfully  at  the  hostess  and  indignantly  at  the 
maid.  But  he  seized  the  opportunity  to  shake  himself  in 
the  ill  -  fitting  garments  into  what  would  be,  momentarily, 
greater  ease. 

The  maid  said  something  in  a  low  tone  to  Georgie,  who 
uttered  a  cry  ;  her  face  at  once  expressed  horror,  and  she  rushed 
from  the  room. 

"What  is  it?"  again  inquired  Miss  Chevalier. 

"  Please,  ma'am,  it  concerns  Sir  John.  He  has  been 
hurt." 

"  Hurt !     How  hurt  ?     ^^'hat  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Do,  ma'am,  please,  ma'am,  come  and  see." 

The  old  lady  reluctantly  went. 

"  It  really  appears  to  me,"  said  the  dean,  "  that  we  ought 
not  to  remain.     Not  but  what  the  alarm  may  be  " — 
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The  door  opened.  Georgina  entered  with  a  face  white  as  a 
sheet. 

"  Miss  Chevalier  desires  me  to  ask  you  kindly  to  go,"  she 
said,  in  a  restrained  voice.  "  A  most  shocking  event  has  taken 
place.     Sir  John  has  been  stabbed." 


"M'wn 
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nephew,  John !     Oh,    good   gracious    me !     What 

_  _  ill  my  servants  do  ? "  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier 
on  reaching  the  hall,  where  she  saw  all  the  domestics 
assembled  about  the  door  into  the  captain's  cabin.  "What 
is  it  ?  What  has  happened  ?  How  did  it  take  place  ? 
Where  is  he?" 

"  Please,  ma'am,"  said  Thomas,  the  lady's  maid,  "  the 
young  soldier  Furze  has  been  waiting  in  the  hall  with  a  letter 
for  Sir  John,  and  when  Sir  John  arrived,  ma'am,  he  called 
Mr.  Furze  to  him  into  his  private  apartments.  The  next  we 
heard  was — that  is  to  say,  Eliza  it  was,  she  was  in  the  hall — 
she  heard  an  exclamation,  and  then  Furze  dashed  out, 
wild  like,  ran  to  the  door,  and  in  a  moment  was  out  in  the 
street.  Eliza,  thinking  something  was  the  matter,  calls 
Sarah  Jane,  as  it  is  her  place  to  attend  on  the  young  master, 
and  Sarah  Jane  she  was  at  the  top  of  the  house,  and 
Elizabeth  Anne  had  to  go  after  her.  When  she  came  down, 
she  went  into  Sir  John's  room,  and  found  him  fallen  on 
the  floor  and  bleeding  terrible.  She  was  dreadfully 
frightened,  and  we  was  all  scared.  Will  you  go  in,  miss? 
Cook  is  with  him.  She  did  not  mind.  But  there  be  a  lot  of 
blood  about." 

"  I  go  in  ! "  gasped  Miss  Chevalier.  "  I  am  i)hysically 
incapable.  I  faint  at  the  sight  of  blood.  \\'hat  was  it  all 
about  ? " 

"  Please,  miss,  no  one  knows." 

"  Oh,  how  dreadful !  how  appalling  !     Is  it  mortal  ?  " 
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"  I  do  not  know,  miss.  No  one  of  us  can  tell.  Perhaps 
cook  may — she  is  in  with  him.     Shall  I  call  her  out  ?  " 

"  No — no  !  not  on  any  account.  She  must  remain  with 
John — and  there  may  be  blood.  I  cannot  bear  the  sight  of  it. 
Has  a  doctor  been  fetched  ?  " 

"  No,  miss.  We  did  not  know  whom  to  bring.  Your 
doctor,  Bacon,  is  away,  and  you  don't  like  his  assistant,  Mr. 
Masham,  because  of  his  principles  ;  and  Dr.  Brett  is  not  in 
the  cathedral  set,  and  has  a  practice  only  among  lower-class 
people,  so  we  thought  we  had  best  consult  you." 

"  Where  is  Miss  Thirkleby  ?  " 

"Please,  ma'am,  she  have  run  away,  and  not  even  put  on 
her  bonnet  nor  goloshes,  and  it  be  raining  streams.'"' 

The  dean  now  descended  the  staircase.  He  was  a  kind 
man,  and,  aware  that  something  serious  had  taken  place,  he 
came  to  offer  his  assistance.  Before  leaving  the  drawing- 
room,  however,  he  had  advised  the  visitors  not  to  leave  in  a 
rush,  as  the  entrance  hall  was  full,  but  to  wait  a  couple 
of  minutes,  and  then  go  away  one  by  one,  and  pick  up 
their  mantles  and  umbrellas  in  the  hall  quietly  and  separately. 

On  reaching  the  foot  of  the  staircase  the  dean  inquired 
what  had  happened. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Dean!"  gasped  Miss  Chevalier,  "so  dreadful! 
My  nephew  has  been  hurt,  stabbed,  they  tell  me,  and  by  quite 
a  common  soldier,  and  there  is  a  lot  of  blood." 

Miss  Chevalier,  frightened  and  incoherent,  pointed  to  the 
captain's  cabin  and  said,  "  In  there  1 " 

The  dean  at  once  entered  and  shut  the  door  gently  behind 
him. 

Next  moment  Georgie  arrived,  followed  by  a  medical  man, 
the  surgeon  who  lived  five  doors  off — that  same  Mr.  Brett  who 
was  not  in  the  cathedral  set. 

When  she  had  learned  what  had  happened,  without  a 
moment's  hesitation,  without  asking  a  question,  Georgie  had 
flown  for  a  surgeon,  who,  as  she  knew,  lived  hard  by,  having 
seen  the  brass  plate  on  his  door. 

She  conducted  Mr.  Brett  at  once  to  Sir  John  without 
looking  to  see  who  were  in  the  hall,  and  regardless  of  the 
summons  of  Miss  Chevalier  to  go  to  her. 
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"  Oh,  dear !  Oh,  dear  me ! "  moaned  the  lady,  sinking 
into  a  chair.  "  Thomas,  I  feel  faint  !  If  the  worst  should 
happen  I  do  not  know  how  I  should  bear  it.  The  title  and 
property  would  go  to  a  man  I  do  not  care  for,  and  who  has 
never  called  on  me." 

(}eorgie  opened  the  door  of  the  cabin,  carrying  a  jug. 

"  Elizabeth  Anne,  cold  water  at  once,"  she  said,  and  leaving 
the  jug  without  re-entered  the  room. 

Miss  Chevalier  again  called,  but  the  call  was  disregarded. 

"  Really  !  "  said  the  old  lady,  "  1  have  a  right  to  know  what 
is  going  on.  No  one  seems  to  attend  to  me  ;  I  cannot  get 
obeyed  in  my  own  house.  I  am  dizzy.  Thomas  —  some 
eau  de  Cologne." 

"  What  a  nerve  she  have  got  ! "  exclaimed  the  parlour-maid. 
"I'm  willing,  but  I  couldn't  do  it." 

"  I  wonder,  now,"  said  Miss  Chevalier  faintly,  "  when  those 
people  will  come  down." 

The  people  alluded  to  were  her  guests,  and  were  on  the 
move. 

They  had  been  counselled  by  Dean  Hedges  not  to  increase 
the  confusion  below  by  a  descent  in  a  body,  with  its  concom- 
itant— a  scramble  for  hoods,  goloshes,  umbrellas,  mantles,  and 
shawls. 

The  Reverend  Emmanuel  Hirsch  had  seized  the 
opportunity. 

Stepping  between  the  whole  party  and  the  door  he  said, 
"  Ach  !  dis  mosh  not  be  so.  I  am  come  long  way.  I  have 
the  coach  paid.  I  go  to  mein  hotel.  I  was  invite  here 
to  speak,  and  I  was  told  I  should  'ave  some  monish.  I 
am  moche  sorry  if  any  ding  'avc  'appcned,  but  I  cannot 
back  to  my  place  go  widout  monish.  Dear  leddics  !  make 
now  a  leedle  collection  for  me,  and  den  you  shall  all  trigle  out 
one  by  one." 

"  He  is  right,"  said  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Hornblower,  snatching 
up  a  papier-mach^  card  tray  and  presenting  it.  "  Let  me 
solicit  subscriptions." 

Miss  Bilbie  precipitately  caught  the  receptacle  for  alms 
from  her.  "  Indeed,  indeed,  Mrs.  Hornblower,  we  cannot 
permit  you,  you  of  all  people,  to  go  about  with  this  tray.     It 
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is  my  place  as  treasurer  and  local  secretary.  You  must 
positively  resign  the  dish,  and  pray  start  the  subscription. 
The  plate  stands  with  you." 

Mrs.   Hornblower  grew  dark  in  the  face  with  chagrin. 

"  I  am  so  sorry — I  have  left  my  purse  behind,"  she 
stammered. 

"Oh,  that  is  of  no  consequence,"  persisted  the  malicious 
little  lady,  with  a  glance  out  of  the  corners  of  her  eyes  at 
the  rest.  "  Mr.  Burnett,  the  banker,  is  here."  She  tossed 
her  chin  towards  an  elderly  gentleman  with  a  long  arched 
neck,  and  the  hair  of  his  scruff  rubbed  away.  "  He  will 
honour  your  cheque.  Write  your  name  on  this  scrap  of  paper 
for  the  amount." 

Mrs.  Hornblower,  confused,  groped  among  her  skirts. 

"  How  very  fortunate,"  she  said.  "  I  really  have  my  purse 
with  me  after  all— but,  bless  me,  there  is  no  more  than  a 
crown  in  it.     Take  that." 

"  The  widow's  mite,"  said  Miss  Bilbie.  Then,  in  place  of 
making  the  round,  the  little  lady  took  her  station  at  the  door, 
opposite  Mr.  Hirsch,  who  greedily  eyed  the  coins  as  they  were 
dropped  into  the  tray,  and  each  contributor  was  then  per- 
mitted to  leave  the  room. 

The  descending  driblet,  walking  as  if  at  a  funeral,  saw 
the  servants  gathered  in  the  hall — irresolute,  distracted ;  Miss 
Chevalier  in  a  chair  with  eau  de  Cologne  applied  to  her 
temples  and  a  green  cut-glass  bottle  of  smelling  salts  to  her 
nose. 

The  procession  slowly  advanced,  and  the  foremost  members 
recovered  their  articles  of  apparel. 

Mr.  Hirsch  in  the  rear,  however,  dashed  past  the  rest,  with 
the  card  tray  in  his  hand,  that  he  had  snatched  from  Miss 
Bilbie. 

"  Ach  !  dere  is  de  dear  leddie  !  "  he  exclaimed,  presenting 
himself  before  the  hostess.  "  I  must  insist  from  you  for 
a  leedle  contribution.     I  did  come  at  your  request " — 

At  the  same  time  the  dean  issued  from  the  sickroom,  and 
addressed  Miss  Chevalier. 

"  My  dear  madam,  I  can  report  to  you  the  condition  of 
your  poor  nephew.     I  grieve  to  say  " — 

19 
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"  You  will  hab  to  give  me  some  monish  !  I  was  invite  here 
to  speak,"  interrupted  Mr.  Hirsch,  "  and  de  Jews  dey  be 
looking  eberywhere  for  'elp,  for  'clp  from  you." 

"  Will  you  oblige  me  by  standing  back  ? "  said  Dean 
Hedges.  "  At  the  present  moment  we  are  too  much  engaged 
to  listen  to  your  advocacy  ;  not  but  that  at  another  time  " — 

"  But  yes,  I  say,"  urged  Mr.  Hirsch,  "  I  must  have  my 
monish.  You  are  a  decan !  You  ver'  rich.  Potz  donner 
wetter  you  must  give  me  some  'elp.  De  leddies  ab  'elped, 
and  sail  you  a  shentleman,  an  elderly  shentleman,  a  decan, 
'old  your  'and  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Hirsch,"  said  the  dean,  "  may  I  trouble  you  to  stretch 
your  legs  and  make  the  best  of  your  way  to  Jericho — at 
once?" 

Then,  turning  to  Miss  Chevalier,  "  My  dear  madam,  your 
nephew  has  received  a  bayonet  stab.  The  wound  is  serious 
and  ugly,  and  there  has  been  a  considerable  effusion  of  blood. 
Very  serious  consequences  are  to  be  apprehended  should  any 
vital  organ  have  been  touched,  but  yet  I  will  not  say  that  this 
is  the  case.  Under  the  most  favourable  circumstances  his 
recovery  must  be  slow,  and  will  be  full  of  risk  of  relapse.  He 
will  reciuire  the  most  careful  and  assiduous  nursing." 

"  But  where — oh,  good  gracious  me  !  where  shall  I  find  a 
nurse  ?  My  poor  maids  have  their  feet  and  hands  worn  to 
stumps — and  I  doubt  if  they  have  the  courage.  I  do  not 
know  where  to  look  for  one." 

"  Do  not  let  that  concern  you,  Miss  Chevalier,"  said  the 
dean.  "  Miss  Thirkleby  has  offered — and  the  surgeon  and  I 
are  both  struck  with  her  remarkable  aptitude,  her  nerve, 
her  coolness,  and  her  quickness  of  apprehension.  Not  but 
that  I  think  it  would  be  advisable  as  well  to  have  a  woman 
whom  you  should  call  in  to  assist,  so  as  to  relieve  her 
occasionally." 

"  May  I  hab  your  leedle  subscribtion  ?  "  The  voice  of  Mr. 
Hirsch  was  audible,  and  the  tray  with  the  clinking  coins  was 
thrust  under  the  chin  of  the  dean.  The  missionary  had 
been  executing  a  revolution,  going  about  among  the  servants 
soliciting  help  to  meet  his  pecuniary  liabilities  and  to  further 
the  cause  of  the  return  of  the  elect. 
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"  Will  you  go,  Mr.  Hirsch  ?  Will  you  go  ?  "  asked  the  dean 
irritably.  "  There  is  a  time  and  a  place  for  everything,  especi- 
ally for  the  advocacy  of  so  sublime  a  cause.  Far  be  it  from 
me  to  throw  cold  water  on  it,  but  at  this  time  and  here  we 
have  other  matters  engaging  our  attention.  Ladies,"  said 
he,  addressing  some  of  those  who  lingered  on  although 
beshawled  and  beclogged,  in  the  hopes  of  learning  some- 
thing further  of  what  had  taken  place,  "  ladies,  we  shall  have 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  again  on  a  more  auspicious  occasion." 

The  dean  bowed  to  Miss  Bilbie  and  the  rest — Mrs.  Horn- 
blower  had  already  withdrawn. 

"  Ach,  Mr.  Decan — your  sub  " — 

"  Mr.  Hirsch — to  Jericho  with  you — and  be  hanged — not 
but  what " — 

At  that  moment  from  the  nether  world  rose  the  boy  who 
cleaned  the  boots  and  knives,  in  wild  excitement,  and  bursting 
with  news. 

"  I  say  ! "  he  cried,  "  here's  a  go  and  a  to-do  —  at  the 
barracks,  that  there  Private  Furze  have  gone  and  shot  hisself 
through  the  'ed." 
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THE   surgeon,    Mr.    Brett  —  he   was   not   entitled   to   be 
addressed    as    "doctor,"    but    such    distinctions    are 
not  attended  to  by  the  ignorant — was  a  middle-aged  man. 

He  drew  Miss  Thirkleby  out  of  the  sickroom  into  the  adjoin- 
ing library. 

He  was  short,  thick-set,  of  a  muddy  complexion,  with  quick 
dark  eyes,  poor  features,  and  was  in  the  intermediate  condition 
between  shaven  and  bearded.  He  might  be  either  with 
advantage.  The  indeterminate  condition  was  unsatisfactory. 
He  wore  a  brown  coat,  grey  waistcoat,  and  black  trousers,  as 
though  in  dressing  he  had  caught  up  and  assumed  portions  of 
three  different  suits,  and  his  trousers  were  frayed  at  the  feet. 

In  manner,  as  in  appearance,  he  was  uncouth,  yet  there  was 
a  force  and  straightforwardness  in  his  dealing  and  speech 
which  impressed  on  those  he  addressed  a  conviction  that  he 
was  a  man  of  ability. 

His  deficiency  in  polish,  his  ungainliness,  and  disregard  for 
his  exterior  had  stood  in  the  way  of  his  being  taken  up  by  the 
best-class  people  in  the  town. 

*'  I  don't  know  who  you  are,"  said  Mr.  Brett,  when  he  and 
Georgie  were  together  in  the  library,  "  whether  a  sister,  cousin, 
or  a  servant." 

"  I  am  neither  of  the  former  and  something  of  the  latter — 
a  companion.'' 

"  Nor  do  I  know  your  name." 

"Thirkleby." 

"  Well,  then,  Miss  Thirkleby.  If  you  are  going  to  under- 
take the  nursing  of  this  case  " — 
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"  I  am." 

"Then  I  will  tell  you  plainly  and  precisely  what  I  want." 

"  You  will  oblige  me." 

"  Ohj  it  is  not  to  oblige  you.  It  is  what  you  must  know. 
If  you  won't  do  it,  leave  it  alone.  If  you  will,  then  obey  to 
the  letter.  Do  you  hear  ?  I  will  enter  into  no  surgical  details, 
because  they  would  be  Chinese  to  you.  ^^'hat  is  your  ex- 
perience in  nursing  ?  " 

"  None,  but  I  may  have  aptitude.     I  have  good  will." 

"  So  be  it.  Then,  no  fads  of  your  own — mind  that.  As  far 
as  I  have  seen,  but  that  is  little,  you  are  likely  to  suit. 
Practically,  the  life  or  death  of  the  patient  will  depend  on  you. 
Divide  the  chances  of  his  living  by  four.  Three  of  the 
chances  are  in  your  hands,  in  mine  only  one.  As  to  the 
surgical  treatment,  that  is  simplicity  itself.  I  have  but  a  plain 
course  to  take,  and  I  will  take  it.  The  great  responsibility 
will  rest  with  you.  Look  at  that  man  in  the  other  room.  If 
he  is  alive  six  days  hence  he  will  owe  that  life  to  you — under 
God;  not  to  me.  Any  fool  who  has  passed  the  College  of 
Surgeons  could  do  my  work  as  well  as  me.  You  understand 
this  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"And  you  undertake  this  enormous  responsibility?" 

She  hesitated  but  for  a  moment,  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
said,  "  Yes.  There  is  no  one  else.  Cook  is  kind  and  willing, 
but  she  is  not  absolutely  trustworthy,  having  a  failing.  As  to 
the  other  servants,  with  the  best  intentions  they  would  be 
hampered  by  their  duties  in  the  house,  and  of  their  qualifica- 
tions I  know  nothing.     Oh,  if  I  had  Alse  !  " 

"Who?" 

"An  old  woman  at  Wellcombe." 

"  Write  for  her.     This  case  will  be  a  long  one." 

Georgina  considered  for  a  moment,  then  said,  "  The  servants 
would  be  liable  to  be  called  away  and  interfered  with  by  Miss 
Chevalier.  If  I  undertake  the  case — but  undertake  it  I  do — 
then  let  it  be  understood  that  I  take  my  orders  from  you  and 
from  no  one  else.  For  the  time  I  must  be  free  from  Miss 
Chevalier." 

"  That  is  right.     I  will  see  to  it.     Now  attend." 
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The  surgeon  looked  to  see  that  the  door  was  closed.  The 
cook  was  in  the  room  with  Sir  John. 

He  moved  into  the  window,  and  Georgie  accompanied  him. 

She  laid  hold  of  one  of  the  thick  green  curtains  of  rep  and 
gripped  it.  She  was  nervous  at  the  prospect  of  the  responsi- 
bility she  had  undertaken,  but  she  was  desirous  not  to  allow 
it  to  be  seen  how  timid  she  was. 

The  surgeon's  plain  face  was  grave,  and  he  now  spoke  to 
her  with  slow  emphasis,  pausing  between  each  sentence  to 
ensure  that  she  took  in  what  he  said,  and  assimilated  it. 

"  The  wound  is  serious.  Its  gravity  must  not  be  disguised. 
The  thread  of  a  cobweb  is  all  that  the  life  of  the  patient  hangs 
on,  and  we  must  see  that  this  thread  holds.  A  vital  organ 
has  been  touched,  but  not  pierced.  What  I  dread  is  a  sudden 
effusion  of  blood — the  rupture  of  a  vessel,  in  fact — and  that 
the  patient  bleed  to  death.  If  what  I  fear  takes  place,  not  the 
ablest  man  in  the  profession  could  save  him.  He  would  be 
dead  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  It  will  be  sudden,  and  the  end 
inevitable.  Now  you  know  the  danger.  Next,  as  to  what 
must  be  done  by  you.  All  depends  on  this.  He  is  to  be 
kept  quiet.  There  will  be  fever,  he  may  become  delirious. 
Restlessness  is  what  I  dread,  and  yet  restlessness  is  inevitable. 
^He  must  be  handled  most  gingerly.  He  must  not  be  allowed 
to  turn  and  toss  in  his  bed.  He  must  be  kept  cool  and  be 
soothed.  It  is  a  most  fortunate,  providential  element  in  the 
case,  that  this  affair  took  place  where  it  did,  in  his  own  bed- 
room. Had  it  happened  at  a  distance,  and  it  had  been 
necessary  to  transport  him  to  his  home,  the  result  would 
probably  have  been  fatal.     You  are  listening  ?  " 

She  nodded. 

"  Nature  has  great  recuperative  powers.  If  he  can  be  kept 
from  violent  movement,  and  from  agitation  of  the  mind,  which 
might  superinduce  restlessness  of  the  body,  and  that  for  a  few 
days,  I  trust  we  shall  be  able  to  pull  liim  through."  He 
paused  and  added  gravely,  "  Under  God's  blessing."  Then 
he  proceeded  with  his  directions. 

"  Everything,  humanly  speaking,  depends  on  the  preserva- 
tion of  quiet.  I  can  be  of  little  assistance.  I  shall  call  in 
twice,  perhaps  thrice  in  the  day.     lUit  his  life  actually  reposes 


IN   HER   HANDS  295 

in  your  hands.  It  lies  with  you  to  keep  him  as  nearly 
motionless  as  may  be.  Put  away  every  disturbing  element, 
let  no  person  come  near  him  who  may  fidget  him.  A  cold 
wet  cloth,  dipped  in  fresh  spring  water,  and  wrung  out,  applied 
constantly  to  keep  down  inflammation,  and  renewed  repeatedly. 
Also,  if  his  brain  be  excited,  cold  water  and  vinegar  on  his 
brow ;  that  is  what  you  will  have  to  look  to.  Do  you  under- 
stand ?  " 

"  Perfectly." 

The  cook  put  in  her  head. 

"Please,  sir,  the  missus  wants  to  come  in,  now  there's  no 
dreadful  sights." 

"The  very  thing  to  be  prevented,"  said  Mr.  Brett.  "  I  will 
speak  to  her." 

The  surgeon  and  Georgie  returned  to  the  bed-chamber. 
Miss  Chevalier,  satisfied  that  no  blood  would  be  visible,  had 
entered  the  room  already,  supported  by  the  dean,  and  would 
have  rushed  to  her  nephew  and  kissed  him,  unless  held  back 
by  Dean  Hedges. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  John  !  How  terrible  !  What  a  prodigiously 
shocking  affair !  Tell  me  all  about  it.  How  came  that  wicked 
young  man  to  do  it  ?  And  fancy  ! — he  has  shot  himself,  and 
has  gone  into  eternity  with  all  these  crimes  on  his  head,  and 
broke  up  our  meeting  also  for  the  Restoration  of  the  Jews. 
How  are  you  feeling  now  ?  The  case  is  not  so  grave  as  has 
been  represented,  I  am  sure." 

"  The  case  is  every  whit  as  grave  as  I  have  stated,"  said  Mr. 
Brett,  "and,  madam,  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  my  patient 
be  left  alone  and  not  disturbed.  I  forbid  any  running  in  and 
out  of  this  room." 

"  Forbid  ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier,  bridling  up.  "  For- 
bid !  in-deed  ! " 

"  If  I  am  to  have  the  management  of  the  case,  I  must 
manage  it  as  I  think  proper.  Unless  my  directions  be  carried 
out,  I  cannot  answer  for  the  consequences." 

"  I  desire  further  advice,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  nettled  at 
the  peremptory  manner  of  the  surgeon. 

"That  is  as  you  please,  madam." 

The  dean  saw  that  want  of  tact  on  the  practitioner's  part 
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and  touchiness  on  that  of  the  old  lady  were  likely  to  lead  to  a 
scene,  and  that  disadvantageous  to  the  sick  man. 

He  interposed. 

"  My  dear  old  friend,"  said  he,  taking  Miss  Chevalier's  hand, 
"you  must  understand  that  in  sickness  the  medical  practi- 
tioner is  entitled  to  be  a  despot.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  say 
that  where  there  are  complications  no  second  advice  should 
be  sought.     But  the  question  is — are  there  complications  ? '' 

"I  wish  for  a  consultation,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "that  my 
mind  may  be  set  at  ease." 

Sir  John  turned  his  head  on  the  pillow  and  said  with  a 
smile,  "  My  dear  aunt,  I  have  absolute,  unqualified  trust  in 
my  doctor.  Allow  me,  so  long  as  I  have  my  faculties  at 
command,  to  decide  in  this  matter.  I  place  myself  unre- 
servedly in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Brett." 

"And  pray,  who  is  to  nurse  vou,  John?"  asked  the  old 
lady. 

"  I  have  offered  my  services — and  if  you  will  allow  me  I 
will  write  for  a  woman  at  Wellcombe  whom  I  can  trust,  to 
come  to  my  assistance." 

"  Really  and  upon  my  word  : "  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier. 
"  What  do  you  know  about  nursing  ?  Where  is  your  ex- 
perience.    Have  you  ever  had  any?" 

She  paused  for  an  answer.     There  was  none. 

"  No,  indeed,  I  cannot  hear  of  this.  It  is  very  romantic 
and  self-devoted,  and  all  that ;  and  knowing,  as  I  do,  who  you 
are,  I  appreciate  the  offer  with  profound  gratitude.  But  I 
must  have  at  least  a  nurse  whom  I  can  rely  upon  as  having 
been  accustomed  to  such  cases.  And  then  —  to  send  to 
Wellcombe  for  an  assistant.  It  is  too  absurd !  I  know 
nothing  about  her.  I  will  not  hear  of  it.  No,  Miss  Thirkleby, 
no.  If  the  case  is  as  serious  as  is  represented,  it  would  not  be 
right  to  have  anyone  here  but  a  duly  qualified  person." 

"  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Brett,  "  I  know  but  too  well  what  hired 
nurses  are.  I  have  had  sad  experience  with  them.  There  is 
not  one  in  tbis  town  I  could  trust,  with  whom  I  have  had  to 
do,  as  I  am  sure  I  could  trust  Miss — Miss — I  forget  her 
name." 

"  Stay ! "    said   Georgie,  stepping  forward.     "  It  is  for  Sir 
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John  to  decide.  Can  you  listen  to  me,  Sir  John,  if  I  put  the 
case  plainly  ?  " 

He  smiled  and  said  "  Yes,"  and  looked  at  her. 

"  It  is  this.  Your  condition,  Sir  John,  is  most  critical. 
Your  life  depends  on  your  nurse  more  than  on  your  doctor ; 
and  depends,  further,  on  your  being  kept  perfectly  quiet.  Your 
nurse  will  have  to  watch  you  night  and  day,  and  restrain  you, 
if  restive.  I  will  do  my  utmost ;  I  will  do  everything  exactly 
as  the  doctor  orders,  and  nothing  beyond.  I  will  shut  the 
door  against  everyone  I  am  not  allowed  to  admit.  I  will  not 
shut  my  eyes  nor  leave  you  for  one  hour.  I  will  give  you  your 
medicine  to  the  minute.  That  is  what  I  can  and  will  do.  On 
the  other  hand,  I  am  ignorant,  I  have  had  no  experience.  I 
am  timorous,  and  I  am  stupid.  But  I  know  where  I  am 
ignorant,  and  I  have  a  will,  and  if  I  will  to  do  a  thing — you 
may  tear  me  to  pieces  before  I  will  give  it  up.  Now,  Sir  John 
— choose  what  you  will  have." 

"  You  will  not  leave  me.  I  can  have  no  other  choice  but 
you,"  said  he.  "As  I  have  an  absolute,  unqualified  trust  in 
my  doctor,  even  so  have  I  an  absolute,  unqualified  trust  in  my 
nurse.  Dear  aunt,  allow  me  the  sick  man's  privilege — to  have 
my  way.     I  have  chosen  my  surgeon,  and — " 

"No,  indeed,  John.  Miss  Thirkleby  brought  him  here 
without  consulting  me." 

"  Now  he  is  here,  I  am  convinced  I  could  not  be  better  off. 
It  is  another  item  in  my  debt  I  owe  to  Miss  Thirkleby.  Allow 
me,  aunt,  to  choose  my  nurse." 

"  I  wash  my  hands  of  it,"  said  Miss  Chevalier.  "  If  you 
die,  no  blame  attaches  to  me.  I  would  have  done  my  best — 
she  will  be  responsible." 

"And  if  I  live,"  said  Sir  John,  "to  her  I  will  owe  that 
life." 


CHAPTER    XLV 
A  NEW  OCCUPATION 

AFTER  some  demur  and  several  tergiversations,  Miss 
Chevalier  accepted  the  situation,  moved  thereto  mainly 
by  the  persuasion  of  Dean  Hedges,  who  took  pains  to  induce 
her  to  acquiesce  in  what  his  common  sense  assured  him  was 
the  best  arrangement. 

The  little  he  had  seen  of  Mr.  Brett  had  impressed  him 
favourably.  Every  man  is  inclined  to  admire  his  own  opposite. 
Partly  due  to  his  position,  partly  because  congenital,  the  dean 
was  a  man  who  never  pronounced  a  decided  opinion  without 
providing  it  with  back  doors  for  evasion.  He  could  not  make 
a  statement  without  smothering  it  in  qualifications.  In  Brett 
he  was  brought  face  to  face  with  a  man  who  knew  his  own 
mind,  and  spoke  what  he  thought  with  directness  and  decision. 
And,  for  the  same  reason,  the  good  old  gentleman  was  pro- 
foundly struck  with  Georgie.  He  himself  could  no  more 
take  a  straight  line  than  a  man  with  the  palsy  could  draw 
one. 

Reluctantly  Miss  Chevalier  was  induced  to  submit  to  be 
excluded  from  her  nephew's  chamber  till  he  should  be  pro- 
nounced convalescent,  and  she  was  persuaded  to  allow  Georgie 
unlimited  control  over  the  sickroom. 

Miss  Chevalier  was  a  lady  who  treasured  a  grievance,  which 
she  hugged  and  dandled.  She  was  a  lady,  moreover,  who 
loved  to  perform  this  operation  under  the  eyes  of  her  friends. 
She  disliked  being  left  long  alone.     She  must  have  someone 

to  whom  to  talk,  above  all  who  would  pet  her  and  make  a  fuss 
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with  her.  If  she  had  not  a  visitor,  she  must  have  a  com- 
panion ;  if  deprived  of  a  companion,  she  fell  back  on  a 
servant. 

"As  everyone  is  aware,"  said  she  to  Thomas,  "I  am  Sir 
John  Chevalier's  aunt,  and  I  do  think  that  in  this  matter  I 
might  have  been  considered  and  consulted.  But  everything 
has  been  taken  out  of  my  hands.  Yet,  should  the  worst 
happen — which  God  forbid — all  the  blame  will  accrue  to  me 
for  not  having  insisted  on  engaging  the  services  of  a  competent 
surgeon  and  of  a  professional  nurse.  No  one  thinks  of  that. 
It  will  be  cast  at  me  from  all  sides,  and  how  can  I  excuse 
myself  except  by  saying  that  I  acted  as  the  dean  advised ;  and 
yet  I  know  him  so  well,  that,  when  that  happens,  he  will  wriggle 
out  of  it  and  leave  me  to  be  the  object  for  general  reproach. 
Happily,  I  am  the  meekest  and  most  forbearing  of  women. 
But  I  have  my  feelings,  and  they  have  been  hurt,  though  I 
allow  no  one  to  see  it.  We  must  have  the  street  littered  with 
straw  and  the  door-knocker  tied  up  in  chamois  leather.  Will 
you  see  to  that,  Thomas  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,  but  it  is  not  my  place." 

"  No,  to  be  sure.  Of  course  not.  I  did  not  mean  you  to 
do  it,  but  Sarah  Jane." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  miss,  but  the  upper-housemaid  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  doorstep  or  knocker.  That  belongs  to 
the  under-housemaid." 

"  Of  course,  kindly  tell  her." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  that  will  hardly  do,  with  all 
respect.  They  will  not  take  orders  from  me.  If  you  will 
allow  me,  ma'am,  to  ring  the  bell  you  can  tell  the  parlour- 
maid, and  she  will  convey  your  orders  to  the  upper- 
housemaid,  who  will  communicate  them  to  the  under- 
housemaid." 

"And,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "we  must  have  a  paper 
stuck  up  with  'Kind  inquiries  at  the  Back  Door.'  Do  you 
think  the  under-housemaid  would  be  good  enough  to  affix 
that  ?  " 

"  I  will  see,  ma'am.  If  not,  I  daresay  the  gardener  can  be 
got  to  do  it." 

"  By  the  way,  Thomas,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  I  am  a  little 
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uneasy  about  Miss  Thirkleby.  She  is  nursing  Sir  John,  and 
my  daily,  hourly  prayer  is  that  he  may  recover.  But  it  strikes 
me  that  he  may  suppose  such  a  recovery  is  due  to  her 
attention,  and  gratitude  may  ripen  into  an  attachment.  Of 
course,  if  it  is  as  you  say,  that  she  is  of  illustrious  birth, 
then"— 

"Please,  ma'am,  I  only  know  what  Private  Furze  said." 

"  But,  goodness  gracious  me  !  suppose  it  were  a  delusion  ; 
suppose  that  he  only  fancied  it.  And  the  unfortunate  and 
miserable  man  cannot  have  been  sane.  Then  the  case  would 
be  very  serious.  I  should  never  forgive  myself  for  allowing 
Miss  Thirkleby  to  nurse  my  nephew." 

In  the  meantime  Georgie  was  engaged  in  attendance  on  the 
wounded  man. 

She  was  quiet  in  all  her  movements,  unobtrusive  in  her 
attentions,  and  did  not  speak  unnecessarily. 

For  some  time  Sir  John  was  alert  to  what  was  going  on,  and 
considered  that  much  more  was  being  made  of  his  case  than 
it  deserved.  The  inflammation  attendant  on  the  healing  had 
not  yet  set  in. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  he,  "  if  I  had  not  used  that  twist 
and  turned  up  his  hand,  just  as  I  did  at  Ashburton — du  you 
remember? — when  I  knocked  the  foil  from  his  hand,  he  would 
this  time  have  inevitably  written  Finis  with  his  bayonet-point 
to  the  silly  little  story  of  my  life.  I  was  speaking  to  him 
about  his  tittle-tattling  in  the  kitchen,  and  his  annoying  you 
by  his  visits.  Then,  I  do  not  know  what  took  me,  but  I  went 
to  the  hearth  to  poke  the  fire.  You  know  aunt's  funny  way. 
She  never  allows  the  bright  poker  to  be  used — it  gives  trouble 
to  the  servants  to  clean  it.  So  in  the  corner  is  always  a  dirty 
little  crooked  bit  of  iron  for  use.  To  humour  her  I  employ 
this.  Well,  whilst  I  was  standing  with  this  wretched  concern 
in  my  hand,  all  at  once  Furze  whipped  out  his  bayonet  and 
struck  at  me,  a  down  stroke.  By  instinct  rather  than  thought 
of  danger,  I  dealt  a  twist  to  his  weapon  and  jarred  his  hand, 
but  not  before  he  had  sheathed  it  in  me." 

"You  must  not  talk.  Sir  John." 

"  I  cannot  help  it !  It  is  all  so  funny  and  so  inex- 
plicable.    What    on    earth    can    have    set  the   young   fellow 
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against  me  ?     Was  he  accounted  right  in  his  mind  at  Well- 
combe  ?  " 

"  I  will  not  answer  your  questions.  You  must  not  speak. 
I  shall  go  into  the  next  room.  I  am  nurse,  and  as  despotic 
as  the  doctor." 


CHAPTER   XL VI 
THE  DEAN'S  DISCOVERY 

SIR  JOHN'S  condition  remained  without  aggravation 
throughout  the  day,  but  during  the  night  he  became 
feverish,  with  a  disposition  to  restlessness. 

He  slept  at  times,  and  at  other  times  was  mentally  confused, 
uttered  incoherent  words,  and  turned  his  head  from  side  to 
side  on  the  pillow,  without,  however,  making  any  attempt  to 
move  his  body. 

In  the  early  morning  the  cook  good-naturedly  came  in  to 
relieve  Georgie. 

"  I  have  brought  you,  miss,  a  cup  of  hot  tea  and  some 
buttered  toast,"  said  the  woman,  with  kindliness  in  her  tone, 
"  and  I  do  insist  now  as  you  go  and  lie  down." 

The  utmost,  however,  that  Georgie  could  be  induced  to 
yield  was  to  go  into  the  adjoining  library  and  lie  there  on  the 
little  sofa,  with  a  rug  —  the  Astrakhan  rug  given  her  by  Sir 
Thomas — drawn  over  her.  Anxiety,  even  then,  prevented  her 
from  even  dozing. 

"You  see,  miss,  this  can't  go  on,"  said  the  cook.  "  It  may 
be  you  have  writ  for  someone  to  come  to  you  from  Wellcombe. 
But  her  can't  be  here  for  some  days,  and  if  the  young  master 
has  to  be  watched  and  nursed,  we  must  have  you  peart  so  as 
to  do  it.  There  now,  shut  your  eyes.  If  anything  'appens,  I 
will  call  you." 

But  sleep  she  could  not,  and  sleep  she  would  not.  Her 
mind  was  too  active,  her  heart  too  full  of  care.  The  fear  was 
ever  on  her  lest  in  an  access  of  pain,  not  realising  what  he 
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was  doing,  he  might  start  up  in  his  bed  and  attempt  to  leave 
it,  with  what  result  she  had  been  forewarned. 

However,  as  the  night  drew  towards  day,  and  that  deeper 
drop  in  the  temperature  took  place  which  precedes  the  coming 
of  dawn,  he  became  more  easy,  his  brain  clearer,  and  his 
temperature  less  hot. 

During  the  afternoon  the  dean  called;  Georgie  heard  his 
voice  in  the  hall,  and  he  tapped  at  the  door.  She  had  no 
scruple  in  admitting  him ;  he  was  gentle  and  considerate  in 
his  movements,  his  voice  regulated,  and  his  address  not 
exacting. 

The  young  baronet,  looking  at  Georgie,  said,  "Whilst 
the  dean  is  here  would  you  mind  going  to  my  aunt.  Miss 
Thirkleby,  and  conveying  to  her  my  affectionate  remem- 
brances, and  you  will  comfort  her  by  my  assurances  that  I  am 
better  ?  " 

"Very  well,"  answered  Georgie,  "I  will  do  so;  and,  Mr. 
Dean,  may  I  ask  you  ere  you  leave  to  pull  the  bell  three 
times  sharply.  That  is  a  signal  agreed  to  between  us  for  the 
cook  to  come." 

Then  she  left  and  quickly  entered  the  drawing-room,  where 
was  Miss  Chevalier. 

That  lady  might  have  noticed  that  the  girl's  self-assertion 
and  defiant  manner  had  passed  away,  had  she  not  been  too 
much  engrossed  in  herself  to  observe  anything. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  she,  partly  rising  from  her 
easy-chair,  "how  is  my  poor  boy?  I  have  not  slept  a  wink 
all  night,  thinking  of  him." 

"  He  is  not  worse,  and  considers  himself  better." 

"  And  you — were  you  up  the  whole  of  last  night  ?  " 

"Yes — that  is,  till  five,  when  cook  came." 

"  But  you  must  positively  go  to  bed  this  ensuing  night.  Of 
course,  I  can  pay  for  a  suitable  nurse,  and  shall  be  pleased  to 
do  so,  if  allowed." 

"  I  cannot  abandon  my  post.  I  have  undertaken  to  nurse 
him.     I  promised  both  him  and  Mr.  Brett." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Brett !  He  is  nothing.  You  must  not  wear 
yourself  out,  or  I  shall  have  two  sick  persons  on  my  hands, 
and  that  would  drive  my  servants  into  revolt.     They  are  very 
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good  and  willing,  but  they  must  not  be  imposed  upon.  If 
money  were  an  object — but  it  is  not " — 

"  I  have  been  so  bold  as  to  write  for  Alse  Grylls.  I  can 
trust  her,  but  till  she  arrives  I  positively  must  sta'nd  at  the 
helm." 

"  I  cannot  think  how  you  can  endure  it,"  said  Miss 
Chevalier.  "  It  is  stuffy  in  a  sickroom.  I  myself  cannot 
bear  it  for  more  than  a  minute.  A  hired  nurse  is  paid  to 
inhale  the  atmosphere." 

"  \\'hen  you  are  anxious  about  the  patient,  and  know  that 
his  life  depends  on  you,  you  forget  about  the  stuffiness." 

"  I  could  not  do  it.  And  there  is  really  no  need  for  it, 
when  persons  can  be  hired  for  the  purpose.  I  trust  you  have 
some  interesting  books  to  read  whilst  in  the  sick  chamber." 

"So  far  I  have  not  needed  them.  Sir  John  demands 
incessant  attention.  Cloths  dipped  in  ice-cold  water  must  be 
applied  every  few  minutes." 

"  I  could  not  do  it.     I  am  sure  it  would  kill  me." 

"  Or  the  patient,"  said  Georgie — and  at  once  regretted  her 
tartness.  But  Miss  Chevalier  had  not  noticed  the  observa- 
tion. Then,  hastily,  to  cover  the  rudeness  of  the  aside, 
Georgie  said,  "  You  must  understand  that  his  condition  con- 
tinues most  critical.  Mr.  Brett  says  that  it  is  a  toss-up 
whether  he  lives  or  not.  Everything  depends  on  a  vessel 
that  has  been  grazed  but  not  cut  into." 

"  Don't  ! "  besought  Miss  Chevalier,  "  I  cannot  endure 
details.  They  produce  faintness  in  me.  No  one  loves  John 
more  than  I  do.  His  mother,  were  she  alive,  would  not  more 
long  to  be  at  his  side.  But  there  are  physical  impossibilities 
to  which  one  must  give  way.  \\'hatever  money  can  do  I  will 
do,  and  do  cheerfully." 

"  After  to-night  I  shall  be  willing  to  have  assistance.  But 
to-night  is  one  of  too  vital  importance  for  me  to  think  of  being 
elsewhere.  Mr.  Brett  says  that  the  turn  may  occur  then. 
The  fever  increases  towards  nightfall.  At  present  Sir  John 
has  his  senses  about  him,  and  I  can  manage  him  easily.  And 
even  if  he  becomes  very  restless  " — 

"  If  you  cannot  control  him  you  must  have  help." 

"  No.     Violence  would  be  fatal.     If  I  cannot   keep  him 
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quiet,  I  will  have  none  to  hold  him  down.  Nothing  will 
avail.  I  will  do  my  best,  but  if  he  gets  beyond  me  it  is  all 
over." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  he  will  die  ?  " 
"Yes,  I  do." 

Miss  Chevalier  had  hardly  realised  before  how  extreme  was 
the  danger.     She  remained  silent  a  while.     Then  she  said, 
"  Do  you  say  that  it  is  possible  he  may  die  whilst  you  are  in 
the  room." 
"  Certainly." 

"And  perhaps  in  the  middle  of  the  night?" 
"  I  cannot  say  when." 
"  But  you  would  be  alone." 
"Yes— alone." 

"  It  cannot,  must  not  be.  If  poor  John  were  to — I  mean  if 
the  worst  were  to  happen,  it  would  be  too  awful  for  you  to  be 
alone,  and  for  me  also." 

"You  would  desire  to  be  summoned.?  You  shall  assuredly 
be  called." 

"  No,  no ;  I  have  never  seen  anyone  die.     I  could  not  bear 
it.     I  should  never  get  over  it.     But  to  be  alone  in  the  night 
with  a  dying  person  !  " 
"Why  not?" 
"  It  would  be  too  awful." 
"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  Why  so  ?  Why,  I  cannot  explain  " — 
"  If  Sir  John  does  die,"  said  Georgie,  "  I  had  far  rather  be 
alone  with  him  at  the  time  than  have  the  room  full.  I  judge 
by  my  own  feelings.  If  I  were  dying  I  should  desire  to  have 
no  one  with  me,  except  perhaps  one  whom  I  could  trust,  who 
would  hold  my  hand  and  let  me  pass." 

"  Don't  talk  like  this.  I  am  a  bundle  of  nerves.  I  feel  too 
deeply.  I  am  all  heart.  It  is  unfortunate — it  stands  in  my 
way  of  rendering  such  assistance  as  I  should  like." 

Georgie,  with  the  thought  impressed  on  her  of  death,  had 
lapsed  into  a  reverie.  She  roused  herself  by  an  effort,  shook 
herself,  and,  recovering  from  the  relaxed  position  into  which 
she  had  sunk  in  the  chair,  said,  as  the  door  opened,  "Well, 
he  must  not,  and  he  shall  not,  die  !  We  must  trust  in  a 
20 
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skilful  surgeon,  careful  nursing,  and  finally  and  supremely  in 
strong  beef  tea." 

"No,"  said  the  dean,  entering,  "not  finally  in  that,  nor 
firstly  either,  Miss  Thirkleby,  but  first  and  finally  in  Him  in 
\vhose  hands  are  the  issues  of  life  and  death." 

"I  meant,"  stammered  Georgie,  "after  the  crisis  is  over — 
then  comes  in  the  beef  tea.     After  all,  that  is  the  great  thing." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Dean,"  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier,  "  you  have 
seen  him  !  You  think  well  of  him  ?  Miss  Thirkleby  has  been 
making  me  positively  ill  with  her  lugubrious  anticipations." 

"  I  have  just  come  from  your  nephew,"  answered  the  dean, 
looking  irresolutely  from  the  old  to  the  young  lady,  as  if 
uncertain  to  which  he  should  address  himself.  "  I  am  no 
judge  as  to  the  condition  of  his  wound,  but  I  think  that  I 
may  say  that  it  is  advisable  for  his  nurse  to  return — not  but 
what  she  may  have  done  quite  right  in  coming  here.  Indeed, 
Sir  John  desired  it.  And  I  pulled  the  bell  three  times,  and 
may  I  venture  to  ask  whether  the  cook — I  mean  whether — far 
be  it  from  me  to  suggest  unnecessarily  and  uncalled  for,  that 
things  are  not  right.  The  eye  may  be  mistaken,  but  not  when 
the  nose  proclaims  the  same  fact,  bears  the  same  testimony. 
But  yet " — 

"  Good  heavens  ! "  exclaimed  Georgie,  bewildered  in  the 
tangle  in  which  the  dean  was  involving  himself  and  his  hearers, 
in  his  efforts  to  avoid  making  a  positive  statement.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

And  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  understanding  only  that 
something  was  wrong,  she  darted  down  the  stairs  to  the  sick- 
room, to  find  that  the  cook  who  had  taken  her  place — was 
tipsy. 


CHAPTER   XLVII 
FOUND 

GEORGIE'S  heart  darkened  as  though  a  blind  had  been 
drawn  over  it,  and  she  said  to  herself,  "  No  one  else 
shall  be  with  him — none — till  Alse  arrives." 

She  looked  at  the  patient.  He  was  fevered,  purple  spots 
were  on  his  cheeks,  but  he  smiled  when  he  saw  her. 

"  I  am  sorry — very  sorry,"  said  she.  "  Cook  is  good-natured, 
and  very  willing,  and  I  thought  better  of  her.  But  she  has  a 
great  fault,  and  that  has  revealed  itself  too  soon.  You  shall  not 
be  left  with  her  again." 

"She  would  have  turned  me  out  of  bed  under  the  plea  of 
making  it,"  said  Sir  John.  "  x-lnd  when  the  dean  interfered 
she  called  him  a  reverend  old  cock." 

"  She  shall  trouble  you  no  more,"  said  Georgie.  "  I  am 
going  to  give  you  a  cold  compress  at  once." 

"  It  was  the  dean's  face — he,  accustomed  to  the  adulation 
of  the  chapter.  It  shook  me  with  laughing.  I  could  not 
help  it.     And  he  ran  out  of  the  room." 

Georgie  remained  with  the  sick  man  the  rest  of  the  day. 
She  took  a  book  of  travels  from  the  library  and,  at  his  request, 
read  aloud  to  him. 

But  he  did  not  seem  to  hear  much  of  the  lection  ;  sometimes 
he  dozed,  at  other  times  was  light-headed.  Yet,  even  if  not 
following,  the  sound  of  her  voice  soothed  him,  and  he  roused 
and  asked  for  a  continuance  when  she  ceased,  thinking  he  was 
not  listening. 

The  dusk  of  the  winter's  evening  fell  brown  and  sad.  She 
could  read  no  longer.     Then  the  housemaid  came  in  with  the 
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gardener  to  offer  assistance,  and  Sir  John  allowed  the  latter  to 
raise  him  whilst  his  bed  was  made  comfortable.  The  man 
whose  hands  had  to  do  with  plants,  whose  fingers  dealt 
with  the  delicate  fibres  of  their  roots,  could  be  trusted  to  be 
gentle,  tender  with  an  invalid.  He  was  available  at  any  time 
of  the  day  when  wanted.  Georgie  had  observed  him,  and  was 
satisfied. 

"You  need  not  light  the  candles,"  said  she  to  the  maid, 
when  the  latter  was  preparing  to  leave,  "the  flicker  of  the  fire 
will  suffice  for  a  while.  I  shall  require  fresh  cold  water  the 
last  thing  at  night  before  you  go  to  bed." 

"I  beg  pardon,  miss,"  said  Sarah  Jane,  "shall  you  require 
any  help  in  the  night  ?  Me  or  Elizabeth  Anne  will  sit  up,  if 
you  wish  it.  Cook  is  very  sorry — she  is  liable  to  be  took  in 
her  lower  limbs,  and  the  knees  give  way.  When  them  fits  is  on 
her,  she's  just  like  a  daddy-long-legs — all  the  strength  seems  to 
go  out  of  them.  I've  known  her  shut  up  like  a  clasp-knife 
on  the  kitchen  tloor.     It's  the  climate  is  so  terrible  relaxing." 

Georgie  declined  the  offer,  kindly  intended.  The  maid 
would  have  drawn  the  curtains,  but  Georgie  restrained  her 
hand,  and  when  the  woman  was  gone  she  seated  herself  by 
the  window  and  looked  out  into  the  gathering  gloom. 

As  she  sat  in  silence  and  darkness  her  soul  heaved  and 
fell  within  her  like  the  ocean  under  a  night  and  rayless  sky, 
when  there  is  no  wind  and  the  neapy  waters  do  not  break  into 
a  ridge  of  foam. 

Her  feelings  were  vague,  agitated,  but  inarticulate.  But 
they  were  powerful  and  deep,  stirring  her  to  the  grounds  of 
her  nature. 

A  change  was  being  wrought  within  her,  of  the  direction  and 
character  of  which  she  was  unaware.  Hitherto  she  had  been 
wayward  and  callous,  but  wayward  only  because  always 
allowed  to  take  her  own  course,  and  callous  only  because  she 
had  never  been  brought  in  contact  with  suffering. 

As  she  had  been  reared  she  had  felt  no  restraints,  for  none 
had  been  imposed  upon  her.  She  had  never  truly  loved ; 
her  uncle  had  repelled  her,  and  the  regard  with  which  she 
had  looked  on  her  inferiors  had  never  gone  deep. 

Now  she  was  confronted  with  a  duty — as  she  conceived  it. 
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She  could  not  doubt  that  Sir  John  had  received  his 
wound  on  her  account,  through  the  mad  jealousy  of  Samson 
Furze. 

The  young  baronet  had  been  nearly  involved  in  a  quarrel 
with  Captain  le  Gryce,  that  might  have  cost  him  his  life,  on  her 
account.  Therefore  it  was  an  obligation  laid  on  her  to  attend 
to  him  in  his  then  condition. 

And  she  liked  him.  He  had  behaved  to  her  with  a  respect 
to  which  she  was  a  stranger.  Among  her  uncle's  rude 
associates  none  had  shown  her  deference  except  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt,  and  his  treatment  of  her  was  formal. 

Now  that  she  had  made  the  charge  of  Sir  John  ChevaUer  her 
own,  the  whole  intensity  of  her  character  was  gathered  on  one 
object. 

If  there  was  any  feeling  in  her  heart  warmer  than  gratitude, 
she  was  unconscious  of  it.  If  her  Ufe  hitherto  had  been 
purposeless  it  was  because  no  worthy  purpose  had  been 
proposed  to  her.  All  at  once  an  object  had  appeared  that 
called  for  the  exercise  of  her  faculties  of  mind  and  heart,  and 
she  pursued  it  unreservedly.  It  was  as  though  all  the  dispersed 
and  unrecognised  forces  in  her  nature  had  suddenly  been 
drawn  together,  and  impelled  in  one  direction.  When  Moses 
smote  the  rock,  the  water  gushed  forth  and  overflowed  the 
arid  soil  around.  A  touch  had  melted  Georgie's  hard  heart, 
and  it  streamed  with  pity. 

Sir  John  was  tossing,  turning,  throwing  about  his  arms  and 
muttering. 

She  went  to  him  at  once,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  brow. 
It  was  burning. 

"  You  must  remain  quiet,"  she  said  decisively. 

"  1  am  sorry  ;  I  thought  they  were  going  to  drag  me  about. 
I  have  lost  myself — your  hand  is  cold,  and  gives  me  ease.  I 
can  collect  my  thoughts  whilst  you  hold  it  there.  I  have  been 
on  fire — it  is  breaking  out  at  my  side,  and  has  caught  the 
sheet.     I  can  smell  the  burning." 

He  was  slipping  away  again  into  delirium. 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  you  are  fevered.  That  is  all.  I  will 
cool  the  fire." 

And  she  applied  a  wet  compress. 
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Then  she  heard  the  house  bell,  and  next  moment  the 
surgeon  was  ushered  in. 

"In  the  dark?"  he  said. 

"  Ves ;  I  thought  the  light  might  tease  his  eyes.  But  I 
will  kindle  the  candle  at  once." 

She  went  to  the  mantelshelf  for  spills. 

"  How  is  our  patient  ?  " 

"  Restless  and  suffering,  sometimes  light-headed." 

The  candles  flared  up. 

"  Let  me  inspect  the  wound.  Yes.  Hold  the  light  better. 
He  is  very  feverish,  and  the  place  angry." 

"  It  appears  to  me,"  said  Georgie  very  gravely,  "  that  it  will 
be,  as  you  more  than  hinted,  a  critical  night.  Can  you  remain 
here  through  it  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  have  a  poor  woman  to  attend  to  in  her  trouble." 

"  What  !  a  common  woman  ?  " 

"  A  common  woman  if  you  will — certainly  not  a  lady  by 
birth,  nor  wealthy." 

"  But — but  surely  you  might  leave  her  to  your  assistant." 

"  I  have  none.  My  practice  is  not  sufficiently  good  to 
allow  me  one." 

"  But — the  more  important  case  should  command  your 
attention." 

"Quite  so — the  more  important.  The  woman  is  a  black- 
smith's wife  and  has  already  three  children,  of  whom  the 
eldest  is  five.  There  will  shortly  be  another.  She  is  a  frail 
creature,  and  the  case  is  a  serious  one.  If  she  be  taken,  who 
will  attend  to  four  helpless  little  ones?  The  husband  is  all 
day  at  his  forge,  and  may  not  abandon  that.  Has  Sir  John 
the  same  claims  ?  " 

Georgie  was  silent.  At  first  her  lips  were  drawn  tight,  and 
her  brows  contracted  ;  she  was  angry.  But  they  relaxed,  her 
eyes  filled.  "  You  are  right,  doctor,"  she  said  in  a  low  tone. 
Presently  she  added,  "  Oh,  I  dread  the  night !  " 

"  Will  you  not  have  one  of  the  maids  with  you  ?" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"They  are  helpless.  Well-intentioned,  that  is  all.  I  do 
not  want  one  weaker  than  myself,  but  one  stronger." 

"  Physically  ?     How  about  the  gardener  ?  " 
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"  No — no — no  !     I  do  not  require  him." 

She  paused.  An  access  of  trepidation,  of  failure  of  strength 
had  come  on  her.     Mr.  Brett  looked  at  her. 

"  One  morally  strong,  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  quite  know  what  I  mean.  I  feel  the  responsi- 
bility ;  and  I  feel  that  I  am  not  as  brave,  as  enduring,  as 
stout  as  I  supposed,  and  as  I  desire." 

"Shall  I  find  you  a  hired  nurse?     It  is  late." 

"  No — I  do  not  want  that.  Here  is  a  noble,  good  young 
life,  full  of  promise,  full  of  possibilities.     It  is  left  with  me." 

She  blew  out  one  candle. 

"  Do  you  see  ?  In  moments  such  as  this  I  feel  like  one 
drowning — clutching  and  can  find  nothing." 

"  Nothing  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  Brett.     "  Look  to  God." 

She  stared  at  him.  She  had  the  second  candle  in  her 
hand,  that  was  still  alight.  Her  hold  was  unsteady.  It  shook, 
and  the  wax  ran  over  her  fingers.     She  heeded  it  not. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  surgeon,  "  I  hold  with  you 
that  a  turn  one  way  or  the  other  will  take  place  this  night. 
We  are  at  the  close  of  the  old  year  and  the  dawn  of  the  new. 
Let  us  hope  that  with  the  year  that  comes  in  will  come  the 
confidence  that  the  worst  is  overpassed.  I  will  promise  you 
this,  as  soon  as  the  trouble  is  over  with  the  blacksmith's  wife  I 
will  return  here.  It  may  be  at  midnight,  it  may  be  in  the 
small  hours.  I  do  not  require  a  servant  to  sit  up.  I  will  come 
to  this  window  and  rap.  Then  you  can  open  the  front  door 
and  admit  me." 

"  I  shall  expect  you,"  she  said,  and  breathed  more  freely. 

Then  he  went  away. 

For  some  time  her  patient  was  quiet.  The  house  was 
retiring  to  silence.  The  maid  brought  in  cold  water,  looked 
at  the  fire,  saw  that  the  coal-box  was  replenished,  and  laid  a 
tray  with  some  provisions  for  the  night. 

Then  again  she  asked,  "Miss,  are  you  sure  you  will  not 
have  one  of  us  with  you  ?  " 

"  No,  Sarah.     See,  he  is  sleeping.     I  shall  do  well." 

In  another  hour  stillness  had  fallen  on  the  habitation. 
The  mistress  and  the  maids  had  retreated  to  their  several 
bedrooms. 
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An  occasional  passer-by  could  be  heard  in  the  street,  his 
feet  crackling  the  forming  ice  on  the  pavement,  for  the  wet 
had  changed  to  a  frost. 

The  thought  that  she  was  alone,  the  only  one  waking  in  that 
great  house — the  only  one  save  the  black  beetles  rustling  over 
the  kitchen  floor — oppressed  her.  She  opened  the  chamber 
door  and  listened.  The  throb  of  the  clock  on  the  stairs  was 
louder  than  it  had  sounded  during  the  day.  It  was  the  pulse 
of  the  house. 

She  had  drawn  the  curtains  together,  to  exclude  the  darkness, 
to  shut  out  the  reflection  in  the  glass  of  the  candle  and  the 
fire,  that  were  as  winking  eyes  watching  her. 

She  seated  herself  by  the  bed  in  an  arm-chair  and  looked  at 
the  sick  man.  The  light  played  over  his  face,  the  fine-cut 
profile  seemed  sharper  than  usual.  She  started,  dropped  on 
her  knee  and  listened,  with  a  stop  of  her  heart,  at  the  thought 
that  he  might  be  dead. 

Then  he  started,  cried  out,  and  beat  with  his  hands.  He 
was  striving  to  lift  himself,  and  his  eyes  glared  with  internal 
fire, 

"  You  shall  not  drag  me  out !  I  will  not  be  taken  from 
bed  !  "  he  cried. 

Then  he  cast  himself  down  and  put  his  hand  to  his  side. 
He  was  tearing  at  the  bandage. 

"  Sir  John  I  "  said  Georgie,  "  Sir  John,  listen  to  me— to  me 
— your  nurse.  You  must  not !  No — no — in  pity  to  yourself, 
in  pity  to  me  !  " 

She  held  his  burning  hand  down  on  the  bed.  He  no  longer 
recognised  her.  Yet  still  she  had  some  control  over  him,  for 
he  allowed  her  to  hold  his  hand.  She  held  him  there  for 
more  than  an  hour.  Ever  and  anon  he  was  restive.  She  had 
to  be  hurried  in  her  action  when  she  dipped  the  cloths,  but 
then  coolness  always  relieved  him  for  a  while. 

It  seemed  to  her  presently  that  the  water  had  lost  its  chill. 
It  had  not  the  same  effect  as  before.  She  might  not  leave  the 
room  for  a  fresh  supply. 

She  drew  back  the  curtains  and  threw  up  the  sash,  that  she 
might  spread  the  cloths  on  the  sill  and  expose  them  to  the 
frosty  night  air. 
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The  cold  breath  of  night  poured  into  the  room,  and  seemed 
to  relieve  the  sufferer,  at  least  momentarily. 

There  was  a  lull.  But  it  preceded  more  violent  struggles. 
He  was  striving  to  get  at  his  bandages,  to  heave  himself  in  his 
bed.     His  words  were  disjointed  and  meaningless. 

"  Sir  John  !  Sir  John  !  I  do  pray  you  rest !  Be  still,  your 
life  depends  on  this." 

But  he  heeded  her  not. 

Then  all  at  once  the  bells  burst  forth  in  a  peal.  The  old 
year  was  over,  and  the  new  year  came  in  with  a  merry  rush  of 
music  from  the  towers  of  the  old  cathedral  city. 

"  I  hear  the  church  bells  !  "  exclaimed  the  sick  man.  "  It  is 
parade.     I  must  to  church." 

He  was  struggling  to  rise. 

She  held  him  down. 

"  Sir  John  !  it  is  the  new  year.  The  old  year  is  past.  The 
new  year  is  coming  in  with  health  to  you." 

Still  he  heeded  her  not. 

The  dew  stood  on  her  brow,  the  tears  hung  on  her  lashes. 
His  strength  was  beyond  hers,  and  her  voice  had  lost  its  power 
over  him.     The  call  of  the  bells  was  more  potent. 

She  would  have  gone  to  the  window  to  close  it,  to  draw 
together  the  shutters  and  the  blinds  to  exclude  the  music  of 
the  towers,  but  she  dare  not  leave  him  for  one  moment. 

The  effort  to  restrain  him  was  more  than  she  could  bear, 
and  yet  unless  he  were  held  down  and  prevented  from 
rising  all  would  be  over,  ;the  new  year  would  see  him  bleed 
to  death,  and  with  its  first  hour  would  come  his  parting 
breath. 

"  Take,  oh,  take  something  to  drink  ! "  she  pleaded,  putting 
some  lemon  juice  to  his  lips  ;  but  he  brushed  it  away. 

"  I  cannot  manage  him  !  I  cannot  hold  him  !  Oh,  my  God, 
my  God,  what  shall  I  do  ?  " 

Mr.  Brett,  surgeon,  came  to  the  house  at  three  o'clock  in 
the  morning.  He  did  not  attempt  the  front  door,  but,  seeing 
the  light  stream  forth  from  the  window  of  the  sickroom,  went  to 
it,  and  standing  without,  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  sill,  and 
looked  in. 

He  saw  the  sick  bed,  and  the  patient  lying  on  it,  apparently 
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resting  easily,  and  on  her  knees  by  it,  with  her  head  buried  in 
her  hands,  was  Georgie — motionless,  absorbed. 

He  rapped — and  presently  she  turned,  saw  him,  rose  and 
came  towards  the  open  window. 

"  Has  he  been  restless  ?  " 

"Yes — very."     Her  face  was  swimming  in  tears. 

"  And — have  you  needed  help  ?  " 

"  I  have  found  it." 

"Where?" 

"  \Vhere  I  never  sought  it  before." 

"  And  you  have  found  it  ?  " 

"I  have  found  it." 


CHAPTER   XLVIII 
A  MORNING  CALL 

"  ]\  /r  Y  dear  Miss  Bilbie,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  a  few  days 
J^Y J^  later,  "  thank  you  most  sincerely  for  calling.  It  is 
considerate  in  you.  I  have  suffered  acutely.  For  their  own 
wise  reasons  I  have  been  excluded  from  the  sickroom.  It  was 
considered,  I  suppose,  that  seeing  me  would  too  profoundly 
agitate  my  poor  nephew.  He  loves  me,  his  aunt,  devotedly, 
and  his  affection  is  reciprocated.  But  I  have  had  much  to 
endure.  A  sickness,  and  one  so  severe,  in  the  house  sadly 
upsets  it.  The  servants  are  run  off  their  legs.  My  cook  has 
been  very  poorly  ;  she  took  a  part  in  the  nursing  the  first  day, 
and  it  affected  her  liver  ;  she  has  been  ailing  ever  since.  It  is 
a  privilege  to  have  such  a  woman  in  one's  service.  She  could 
command  any  wage  in  a  much  larger  establishment,  but  she  is 
warmly  attached  to  me,  and  her  legs  are  collapsible  at  climatic 
changes.  She  likes  a  quiet  house,  a  Christian  family — and 
one  must  not  lay  too  heavy  a  burden  on  her,  you  under- 
stand." 

"And  Sir  John,  he  is  really  better?  " 

"  Much  better.  He  is  mending.  But  consider  my  feelings. 
I  did  expect  Lucy — Mrs.  Weldon — my  niece,  to  help  nurse 
her  brother,  and  Miss  Thirkleby  had  written  for  a  woman  at 
Wellcombe — of  course,  with  my  consent — for  the  same  purpose. 
But  I  learn  that  Lucy  has  been  dangerously  ill  with  congestion 
of  the  lungs.  She  caught  a  chill  returning  from  Exeter,  and 
the  woman  Miss  Thirkleby  wanted  has  been  nursing  her,  and 
could  not  be  spared.  Lucy  wrote  to  me  in  pencil  from  her 
bed.     I    have  been  torn    by  anxiety — my  nephew  and  niece 
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both  ill.  You  can  hardly  realise  what  I  have  suffered,  and  my 
cook  in  a  shaky  condition  also,  so  that  the  fish  has  been  quite 
underdone  and  inedible,  and  the  mashed  potatoes  lumpy. 
When  one  does  have  a  head  and  shoulders  on  salmon,  my 
dear,  it  is  too  provoking  to  see  the  flesh  still  transparent 
and  not  come  away  freely  from  the  bones.  You  see,  as 
Lucy  cannot  be  here,  it  throws  all  the  nursing  upon  Miss 
Thirkleby." 

"  But  the  servants  assist." 

"  Oh,  off  and  on.  A\'hat  more  can  they  do  in  a  house  ? 
They  have  each  their  work  cut  out.  I  must  admit  that  Miss 
Thirkleby  is  a  most  efficient  nurse,  and  is  devoted  to  her  work. 
The  servants  are  now  prepossessed  in  her  favour.  They  were 
not  so  at  first,  but  by  some  means  she  has  conciliated  their 
regard,  which  is  a  great  relief  to  me." 

"  And  have  you  not  seen  Sir  John  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  to  him  to-day.  I  had  to  control  my  feelings, 
and  Miss  Thirkleby  guaranteed  that  the  room  should  not  be 
stuffy.  I  sat  with  him  a  little  while.  In  fact,  I  was  getting 
uneasy,  and  felt  that  it  was  my  duty  to  visit  him.  You  know 
what  I  am  where  duty  is  concerned.  He  has  been  thrown 
so  much  with  Miss  Thirkleby,  that  I  determined  to  ascertain 
how  the  land  lay." 

"  Yes,  and  "— 

"  By  the  way,  you  have  heard  the  result  of  the  inquest  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

"Very  satisfactory,  on  the  whole,  to  me.  I  should  have  greatly 
disliked  having  myself  and  anyone  connected  with  me  involved 
in  publicity.  The  poor  young  man  was  deranged.  Captain 
le  Gryce  was  able  to  testify  to  that.  The  young  man  had  been 
a  sort  of  servant  to  him,  and  Captain  le  Gryce  assured  the 
coroner  that  he  was  quite  off  his  head,  and  had  been  strange 
and  freakish  ever  since  he  joined  the  regiment.  So  they  found 
a  verdict  of  suicide  when  in  an  unsound  condition  of  mind, 
and  he  could  be  buried  with  decorum.  It  is  pleasing  to  me 
that  they  did  not  have  to  come  fussing  here  to  interrogate 
Sir  John,  who  was  really  unfit  to  be  spoken  with  ;  and  as 
to  my  servants,  none  saw  what  took  place  in  the  captain's 
cabin.     It   would   have   been   most  offensive  to   me    to   have 
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y  house,  and  my  name,  and  my  servants  brought  into  the 


m^ 
matter." 


"I  have  not  seen  Miss  Thirkleby  since  that  interesting 
meeting  in  your  parlour,  which  was  so  painfully  interrupted. 
It  struck  me  that  she  was  hardly  a  person  cut  out  by  nature  to 
be  a  nurse." 

"  She  is  greatly  changed,  much  softened,  and  now  really  gentle 
in  her  ways.  I  myself  did  not  like  her  when  she  was  introduced 
into  the  house  in  place  of  Miss  Millward,  who  really  was  a 
most  valuable  woman.  She  then  seemed  disposed  to  snap 
one's  head  off.  She  is  a  different  person  now.  The  servants 
have  noticed  it.  Nevertheless,  I  do  from  my  heart  wish  that 
Lucy  had  been  here." 

"  It  would  have  taken  the  severe  strain  off  Miss 
Thirkleby." 

"Oh,  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,  but  it  would  have  been 
less  dull  for  me.  I  should  then  have  had  one  or  the  other  with 
me  to  amuse  me.  I  may  confide  in  you — and  you  will  not 
mention  it — but  I  have  had  a  very  great  anxiety  weighing  upon 
me.  Of  course,  if  I  knew  for  positive  who  Miss  Thirkleby  was, 
I  should  have  been  able  to  take  my  measures  accordingly. 
But  all  about  her  origin  is  so  uncertain  that  one  does  not 
know  exactly  how  to  act.  And  so  much  depends  on  me. 
When  a  man  is  ill,  he  forms  exaggerated  ideas  as  to  his 
indebtedness  to  his  nurse.  I  find  that  John  becomes  fidgeted 
if  Miss  Thirkleby  is  long  absent  from  his  room,  and  he  always 
hails  her  return  with  manifest  pleasure.  Of  course,  she  is  very 
good  and  attentive,  and  all  that,  and  one  would  encourage  this 
sort  of  thing  if  one  knew  exactly  that  she  is  what  she  is 
represented  to  be.  But,  if  not,  then  a  great  danger  may 
ensue.  If  she  be  not  what  has  been  supposed,  I  would  reward 
her  generously  for  the  pains  she  has  taken,  and  give  her  a 
pretty  Lowestoft  cup  and  saucer.  But  I  would  most  assuredly 
intervene  and  not  allow  her  to  be  so  much  about  my  nephew, 
and  perhaps  exert  undue  influence  over  him." 

"  I  can  quite  see  this,"  said  Miss  Bilbie,  greatly  interested. 

"You  see,"  continued  Miss  Chevalier,  "unhappily  John's 
father  died,  a  distinguished  officer  indeed,  but  without  having 
done   anything   particular   to    distinguish   him.     He   got   an 
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attack  of  measles  at  Torres  Vedras,  and  they  were  neglected, 
and  he  died.  The  late  baronet  had  no  brothers,  and  I  was  his 
only  sister.  He  was  a  somewhat  reserved  man  and  did  not 
make  many  friends,  and  although  a  distinguished  officer — 
indeed,  he  distinguished  himself  by  being  the  only  officer  who 
did  die  of  measles  in  the  lines  of  Torres  Vedras — still,  that 
does  not  constitute  such  a  claim  on  the  Government  that  it 
will  do  anything  for  his  son  to  advance  him  in  his  profession." 

"  I  see,  and  yet " — 

"And  yet,"  interrupted  Miss  Chevalier,  "as  you  were  going 
to  observe,  a  man  who  dies  of  measles  gives  his  life  for  his 
country  just  as  truly  as  if  he  fell  on  the  battlefield.  However, 
that  is  not  the  light  in  which  it  is  regarded  at  the  Horse 
Guards.  Unfortunately,  the  family  estate  is  not  large,  and 
the  baronetcy  is  really  an  encumbrance.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances it  is  most  important,  indeed  it  is  essential,  that 
John  should  marry  well,  marry  into  a  family  that  has  influence, 
and  help  to  obtain  for  him  promotion  and  position  in  which 
he  can  distinguish  himself.  Now,  if  Miss  Thirkleby  really 
has  royal  blood  in  her  veins,  though  one  may  deplore  a  certain 
irregularity  in  the  manner  in  which  it  got  there,  yet  it  might 
be  worth  while  my  allowing  this  liking  to  ripen  into  something 
warmer.  Titles  are  not  now,  I  suppose,  given  in  the  same 
manner  as  they  were  by  Charles  the  Second ;  but  titles  are 
not  what  we  want.  There  are  a  thousand  covert  ways  in 
which  royalty  might  [)ush  into  notice  and  smooth  the  way 
for  the  husband  of  one  who  is  a  scion  of  the  house,  though 
perhaps  not  a  recognised  offshoot." 

"  Vou  are  not  convinced  that  she  is  this  ?  " 

"  No — it  is  most  awkward,  and  I  do  not  know  what  line  to 
adopt.  Miss  Thirkleby  turns  aside  my  questions,  and  will 
not  afford  me  that  information  by  which  to  regulate  my  con- 
duct. I  have  been  so  uneasy  about  this,  it  has  so  affected 
both  my  sleep  and  my  appetite,  that  at  last  I  resolved  on 
speaking  on  the  matter  to  my  nc])hew." 

"  Uo  you  consider,  my  dear,  that  this  was  altogether 
judicious?  Might  you  not  be  putting  the  idea  into  Sir  John's 
head  ?  " 

"  Make  yourself  easy  on  that  point.     Ideas  get  into  young 
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men's  heads  without  their  aunt's  putting  them  there.  Besides, 
I  approached  the  matter  with  the  utmost  deUcacy.  I  must 
protect  myself.  I  have  no  one  else  to  look  after  my  interests. 
As  it  is,  everyone  who  calls  inquires  about  Sir  John,  '  How 
is  poor  Sir  John?'  and  no  one  considers  what  a  serious 
sufferer  I  am.  It  is  the  same  with  these  young  people.  They 
do  not  consider  how  I  am  affected  by  this  illness ;  it  never 
occurs  to  them  to  consult  my  inclinations  and  comforts." 

"And  how  did  you  approach  this  delicate  topic?"  asked 
Miss  Bilbie,  seeing  that  the  lady  was  drifting  to  matter  less 
interesting  to  the  visitor. 

"  Oh,  well — of  course  I  did  not  let  him  suspect  that  I 
had  marked  an  incipient  liking  for  Miss  Thirkleby.  I  put 
the  matter  on  quite  another  footing.  I  told  him  that  I  was 
considering  how  adequately  to  remunerate  Miss  Thirkleby 
for  her  services  to  him,  and  that  the  amount  of  remunera- 
tion must  depend  mainly  on  her  social  position,  as  to  whether 
she  were  what  we  must  all  deplore — but  great  excuses  are  to 
be  made  for  members  of  the  royal  family  —  or  whether  she 
were  a  mere  nobody,  a  petty  parson's  niece." 
"And  what  did  he  say  to  that?" 

"  He  answered  somewhat  ironically.  If  there  be  one  thing, 
as  a  Christian,  I  detest,  it  is  irony.  I  told  him  how  I  was 
situated  about  that  Lowestoft  cup  and  saucer,  and  really  they 
are  very  pretty,  with  the  key  pattern,  you  know,  in  pink  round 
the  edge.  I  said  that  I  could  extract  nothing  from  her,  relative 
to  herself,  but  that  I  considered  that  he,  with  his  opportuni- 
ties, seeing  so  much  of  her,  might,  with  a  little  tact,  worm  the 
secret  out  of  her." 

"  And  how  did  he  receive  that  ?  " 

"  He  flared  up  and  was  quite  rude.  He  said  he  was  not 
going  in  an  underhand  manner  to  try  and  draw  from  Miss 
Thirkleby  what  she  was  reluctant  to  confide  to  me.  And  as  to 
the  Lowestoft  cup  and  saucer,  he  said  that  he  would  know 
how  to  acknowledge  his  indebtedness,  and  that  I  need  not 
trouble  about  the  sort  of  present  to  be  made." 

"  I  do  not  like  that." 

"  Nor  do  I  either.  And  now,  my  dear  Gratiana,  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  a  favour.     I  know  that  you  can  amuse  John, 
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you  have  such  a  fund  of  information,  and  you  will  sit  with 
him  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Meanwhile  send  up  Miss 
Thirkleby  to  me.  Inform  her  that  I  want  particularly  to 
consult  her  about  something.  I  will,  positively,  get  out 
of  her  what  I  require  to  know.  It  must  be  done,  and  I 
will  do  it." 


CHAPTER  XLIX 
THE  LAST  OF  THE  "REVELATIONS" 

"  ~\/'0U  desire  to  consult  me,  Miss  Chevalier  ?  " 

j[  "Well — consult  —  that  is  to  say,  have  a  few  words 
with  you  relative  to  matters  that  may  be  important.  I  sent 
Miss  Bilbie  down  to  sit  with  our  dear  invalid,  and  to  relieve 
you.  She  is  a  most  amusing  person,  and  a  great  gossip.  It 
is  a  vast  change  for  the  better  after  the  tension  of  the  last  few 
days,  to  know  that  Sir  John  is  convalescent.  What  I  now 
dread  is  a  relapse.  My  nerves  have  been  overstrained,  and  I 
know  by  experience  that  such  a  condition  leads  to  reaction 
and  nervous  prostration.  So  soon  as  my  own  doctor  returns 
he  shall  prescribe  for  me." 

"I  am  at  your  service  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  said 
Georgina.  "  May  I  ask  you  on  what  point  you  desire  to 
consult  me?" 

"  Let  us  say  converse  together.  It  is  a  subject  difficult  to 
approach,  and  yet  it  is  one  that  must  be  faced.  I  rely  on  you 
to  be  frank  with  me." 

"Certainly,  so  far  as  I  can,  without  compromise  to 
others." 

"  Do  sit  down,  my  dear  Miss  Thirkleby.  It  is  so  hard  to 
carry  on  a  conversation  satisfactorily  when  one  sits  and  the 
other  stands." 

Georgie  took  a  place  on  a  settee  over  against  Miss 
Chevalier,  who  occupied  an  easy-chair.  That  lady  was 
clearly  embarrassed.  She  took  up  a  folded  fan  and  balanced 
it  between  the  palm  of  one  hand  and  the  forefinger  of  the 
other. 

21* 
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"  You  see,  my  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,"  she  pursued,  after 
some  consideration,  "  that  now  I  shall  have  a  host  of  callers 
to  inquire  after  my  health  and  that  of  my  nephew.  Hitherto 
I  have  seen  almost  no  one,  and  the  solitude  has  been  more 
than  I  could  bear.  However,  the  darkness  is  lightening ; 
Miss  Bilbie  has  been  admitted.  But  she  has  made  me 
anxious.  She  tells  me  that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  talk  in 
the  best  circles  about  you,  and  I  am  sure  to  be  asked  a 
thousand  questions  relative  to  you.  And  that  will  be  most 
awkward  for  me.  I  should  so  like  to  be  able,  if  the  matter 
is  raised,  to  be  able  to  give  an  answer  as  to  who  you  really  are. 
I  mean,  you  know  " — 

''Nothing  is  simpler,"  replied  Georgina.  "You  can  say 
with  truth  that  you  know  nothing." 

"Ah,  but  that  would  hardly  answer.  You  do  not  under- 
stand w'hat  cathedral  circles  are  Uke.  You  see,  they  are 
made  up  not  of  common  but  of  eminently  inquiring  minds, 
and  they  will  not  rest  satisfied  without  knowing  more." 

"  Then  let  them  turn  their  activities  to  finding  out,  but  not 
through  me." 

Miss  Chevalier  was  silenced  and  disconcerted. 
She  turned  and  turned  the  fan  as  though  it  were  a  spit  and 
she  were  roasting  a  joint  on  it. 

Presently  she  began  again  :  "  Let  us  be  frank  and  pertinent. 
There  is  really  nothing  more  delicious  than  openness." 

"  Except  in  a  nut  or  an  oyster — in  which  case  it  is  all  give 
and  no  take." 

"  I  really,  as  between  bosom  friends,  desire  perfect  clear- 
ness and  precision.     I  am  frankly  anxious  about  yourself." 

"  How  very  good  of  you.  1  believed  that  all  your  anxiety 
concerned  the  welfare  of  a  much  more  important  personage 
than  myself." 

"  You  hardly  know.  Miss  Thirkleby,  to  what  extremities  you 
drive  me,  and  how  painful  it  is  to  me  to — to  " — 
"  To  be  frank  and  explicit  ? " 

"  Not  exactly  that ;  but  to  be  delicate  in  my  treatment  of  a 
topic  that  hardly  endures  touching  with  a  feather." 

"  I  am  all  attention.  I  have  but  five  minutes  more,  and  we 
have  not  as  yet  reached  the  subject." 
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"  We  all  know,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  colouring  and  twirling 
the  fan  rapidly,  "  we  all  are  well  aware,  that  you  have  taken  a 
lively  interest  in  our  dear  patient.  Indeed,  it  has  been  much 
commented  on  in  our  best,  our  cathedral,  circle.  Now 
interest  is  so  liable,  unless  rigidly  held  in  check  by  principle, 
to  develop  into — what  shall  I  say? — attachment,  which  may 
or  may  not  be  reciprocated.  If  not — then  there  lies  a  worm 
in  the  bud,  blighting  the  life.  But  it  is  also  possible  that 
interest  ripening  into  a  warmer  sentiment  may  be  directed 
towards  an  unsuitable  object.  It  is  to  caution  you  against 
this,  Miss  Thirkleby,  that  I  have  ventured  to  trench  on  your 
valuable  time." 

"You  are  very  kind — your  kindness  is  on  a  match  with  your 
frankness,"  replied  Georgie,  with  imperturbable  countenance. 

"  Of  course,  if  it  had  not  been  for  Lucy's  illness,  I  would 
not  have  allowed  you  to  run  the  risk;  I  am  in  a  measure 
responsible  for  you.  Then,  on  the  other  hand,  excuse  me  for 
saying  it,  I  must  think  of  my  nephew.  There  is  no  saying  but 
that  in  an  excess  of  delirium  he  might " — 
"  Throw  himself  away  upon  me  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  put  things  so  broadly.     But — of  course  we  must 
be  prepared  for  contingencies." 

"And  these  contingencies  are? —     Let  us    be  frank  and 
precise." 

"  Precise  and  frank  I  desire  to  be,  but  not  rude  and  brutal. 
Let  me  place  the  matter  plainly  before  you.  Sir  John  has  got 
his  baronetcy,  and  an  estate  inadequate  to  maintain  him  in 
the  position  he  ought  to  occupy,  having  his  title.  He  has  to 
make  his  way  in  the  army,  and  must  look  out  to  obtain  the 
interest  of  those  who  can  advance  him.  The  best,  if  not  the 
only  way — now  there  are  no  wars — is  for  him  to  marry  well, 
with  this  end  in  view.  To  marry  otherwise  would  be  quite 
fatal.  I — and  now  I  will  be  precise  and  frank  as  you  desire — 
I  must  take  steps  to  prevent  him  committing  himself  rashly  to 
anyone,  unless  I  know  fully  who  that  person  is,  and  whether 
she  can  be  of  use  to  him  by  the  exercise  of  her  family  interest. 
Of  course  I  know,  my  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,  whom  you  are 
supposed  to  be,  and  far  be  it  from  me  to  stand  in  your  way,  if 
you  are  what  is  pretended.     I  presume  that  you  are  able  to 
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furnish  information  relative  to  your  father  and  mother,  who 
they  were,  and  that  this  information  can  be  substantiated  by 
documentary  evidence." 

"  Certainly  I  have  all  the  requisite  documents." 

"  Then,  my  dear  young  friend,  will  you  allow  me  a  sight  of 
them,  to  content  my  mind,  and  to  enable  me  to  fashion  my 
conduct." 

"  No,  Miss  Chevalier,  I  said  that  I  was  able  to  produce  the 
documents,  but  I  did  not  hint  that  I  was  willing  to  do  so." 

"  But  this  places  me  in  a  most  awkward  situation.  I  must 
either  countenance  your  continued  attendance  on  my  nephew, 
with  its  concomitant  risks,  or  I  must  bring  it  to  a  termination, 
as  precipitate  as  may  be." 

The  door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  maid  announced — 

"Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt." 

Georgie  leaped  to  her  feet. 

The  old  knight  entered,  bowing  first  with  old  -  fashioned 
courtesy  and  a  wave  of  his  white  beaver  to  Miss  Chevalier, 
then  wheeling,  he  did  a  similar  obeisance  to  Georgie. 

"  I  permit  myself  the  honour,  madam,"  said  he,  addressing 
the  lady  of  the  house,  "  to  call  on  you  and  to  congratulate  you 
on  what  I  have  just  learned — the  convalescence  of  Sir  John 
Chevalier.  I  rejoice,  moreover,  to  be  able  to  announce  to 
you  that  Mrs.  Weldon  is  much  better,  and  sends  the  old 
woman,  Alse  Grylls,  to  assist  in  the  nursing  of  her  brother. 
Madam,  you,  as  a  second  Cleopatra,  as  far  as  charm  of  manner 
goes  along  with  personal  beauty — you  might  now  say  to  me — 

'  Give  to  us  a  gracious  message, 
An  host  of  tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt.'" 

"  Ah,  Sir  Thomas,  a  Cleopatra  without  an  Antony." 
"  But  not  safis  Charmian,"  and  the  knight  bowed  to  Georgie. 
"  Miss  Chevalier,  I  come  to  your  footstool  as  a  suppliant,  to 
ask  to  be  allowed    presently,  j)resently  only,  to  have  a  brief 
private  conversation  with  Miss  Thirkleby  about  business." 
"When  you  like.  Sir  Thomas.     At  once  if  it  please  you." 
"  Nay,  not  now.     Not   to   break    on    this    delightful  inter- 
course.    l!y  and  by,  by  and  by." 
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"  Is  this  business  the  same  as  that  on  which  we  had  some 
words  a  while  ago  ?  "  asked  the  girl. 

"The  same." 

"Then,"  said  she,  "I  would  request  that  Miss  Chevalier  be 
allowed  to  be  present.  The  business  is,  I  presume,  no  other 
than  the  offer  made  me  for  the  surrender  of  a  certain  document 
that  is  in  my  possession,  the  same,  Miss  Chevalier,  about 
which  we  spoke  just  now." 

"  If  you  desire  it,  j\Iiss  Thirkleby." 

"  I  do  desire  that  what  has  to  be  said  shall  be  spoken  in 
the  presence  of  Miss  Chevalier." 

Sir  Thomas  looked  chagrined  and  disconcerted. 

"The  matter  is  one  of  peculiar  delicacy,"  said  he.  "It 
affects  more  persons  than  yourself." 

"  It  may  be  so.  But  as  it  does  affect  myself  I  have  a  right 
to  demand  the  presence  of  this  lady." 

"Really,  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  the  knight,  "it  is  a  matter 
of  the  utmost  privacy,  and  it  touches  the  honour  and  affects 
the  interest  of  persons  of  importance." 

"  Of  importance  !  "  echoed  the  lady  of  the  house,  kindling, 
tingling  with  curiosity. 

"  You  may  either  make  the  communication  before  her,  or 
not  at  all.     I  do  not  desire  to  hear  it,"  said  Georgie  inflexibly. 

"  Quite  right,  my  dear,"  said  the  hostess.  "  Of  course 
business  transactions  should  not  be  conducted  without  the 
presence  of  a  witness.     Most  proper." 

"The  case  is  this,"  said  Georgie.  She  approached  the  table 
and  stood  before  the  knight  and  the  lady,  who  had  likemse 
risen.  "  I  am  possessed  of  a  certain  manuscript  written  by 
my  uncle,  entitled  '  Revelations  of  a  Man  about  Court.' 
It  is  accompanied  with  what  the  French  would  term  pikes 
Jusfificatives,  autograph  letters — a  correspondence  that,  I  can 
well  understand,  it  is  to  the  interest  of  the  persons  concerned, 
or  such  of  them  as  are  still  alive,  to  get  hold  of." 

"And  this  document,"  threw  in  Sir  Thomas,  "I  was  led 
to  suppose  had  been  placed  in  the  hands  of  unscrupulous 
publishers." 

"  You  were  not  led  to  suppose  that  by  me — at  least  wit- 
tingly,"  retorted   Georgie.     "  If  any  words  of  mine  were  so 
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interpreted  by  you,  then  it  shows  me  that  you  had  formed  a 
much  lower  opinion  of  my  character  than  I  could  have  sup- 
posed possible,  knowing  me  as  you  have.  You  have  spoken 
of  certain  persons,  whereby  you  veil  a  single  person,  who  is 
concerned  at  these  incriminating  papers  being  in  my  hands." 

"  I  have  done  so.  I  have  made  a  liberal  offer  to  induce 
you  to  surrender  them." 

"  And  you  have  come  with  fresh  proposals." 

"  I  am  not  empowered  to  undertake  that  a  larger  sum  shall 
be  paid  ;  under  existing  circumstances  that  is  not  possible, 
but  indirectly  much  may  be  done  to  advantage  you.  You 
will  not  always  remain  Miss  Thirkleby.  At  some  time  or 
other,  with  your  attractive  exterior  and  your  ready  wit,  you  are 
almost  certain  to  marry." 

Miss  Chevalier  pricked  up  her  ears,  and  sparkles  came  into 
her  eyes. 

"  I  will  venture  to  assure  you  that  whomsoever  you  marry, 
be  he  in  the  church,  in  the  law,  in  the  diplomatic  service,  in 
army  or  navy — shall  not  be  forgotten.  He  shall  be  pushed 
on  in  his  career  as  speedily  as  may  be,  without  arousing 
criticism  and  unduly  drawing  attention  to  the  favour  exercised. 
If  he  be  in  the  church,  a  fat  living  and  a  canonry  shall  be 
the  first  stage  in  his  progress.  To  a  lawyer  there  are  a  hun- 
dred lucrative  positions  open.  In  the  army  or  navy  his 
promotion  shall  be  rapid  and  certain." 

"My  dear  Miss  Thirkleby,  what  more  can  you  desire?" 
asked  Miss  Chevalier,  pressing  on  her  eagerly.  "  Close  with 
the  offer  immediately." 

Georgie  stood  motionless,  considering.  Then  with  a  wave 
of  her  hand  she  signed  to  both  to  stand  back,  and,  passing 
l)etween  them,  left  the  room.  Miss  Chevalier  picked  up  her 
fan,  tapped  Sir  Thomas  on  the  sleeve,  and  winked. 

"  I  think  that  I  may  confide  in  you  that  there  is  a  prospect 
of  a  marriage.      You   have   made  her   an  offer  which,  by  a 
happy  coincidence,  exactly  meets  the  case." 
.  "  And  you  are  confident  that  she  will  accept  ?  " 

"  Certain.  She  is  not  a  fool.  Your  offer  supplies  the  one 
consideration  which  would  remove  my  objection  to  the 
match." 
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"  Indeed,  is  it  so,  madam  ?  " 

Georgie  entered.  She  was  composed  and  pale.  In  her 
right  hand  she  held  a  bundle  of  manuscript. 

"This  is  it,"  she  said,  and  showed  the  docket  to  Sir 
Thomas. 

"Precisely." 

"You  have  stated  that  the  possession  of  this  budget  is 
material  to  the  honour  of  one  of  the  parties  concerned  by  it. 
You  forgot  to  refer  to  the  other — that  other  who  cannot  now 
protect  herself,  and  whose  life-story  is  placed  in  my  hands  to 
publish,  to  proclaim  upon  the  house-tops,  or  " — she  walked  to 
the  fireplace  and  thrust  the  manuscript  among  the  coals — "or 
to  extinguish  for  ever." 

Sir  Thomas  started  forward. 

Miss  Chevalier  fell  back  in  her  chair. 

Georgie  put  the  tongs  upon  the  burning  heap,  and  held  it 
there  till  it  was  consumed,  looking  all  the  while  steadily  at 
the  glowing  mass  and  the  lambent  blue  flames  that  danced 
above  it. 

Then,  gently,  Sir  Thomas  approached  her,  took  the  dis- 
engaged hand  and  kissed  it,  saying — 

"  '  Give  me  grace  to  lay 

My  duty  on  your  hand.'" 

There  was  a  tremor  in  his  voice  as  he  said  it. 


CHAPTER  L 

DISMISSAL 

WHAT  !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier,  lifting  her  hands, 
when  she  realised  what  Georgia  had  done.  "  De- 
stroyed the  evidence  ! — the  proofs  as  to  who  you  are  and  who 
your  parents  were  ! " 

"  I  have  done  so." 

"And  cast  away  the  splendid  future  offered  !  " 

"  I  have  refused  to  give  up  my  mother's  story." 

"  And  now — no  one  is  able  to  say  who  you  are  ?  Not  even 
who  your  father  is  ?  " 

"None." 

"  Then  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  are  a  nobody  ?  " 

"  A  nobody ! " 

"  You  have  no  other  proofs  ?  " 

"  Not  another  particle  of  e\idencc." 

"  If  that  be  so,"  said  Miss  Chevalier,  "  my  duty  is  clear.  I 
decline,  I  most  emphatically  decline,  to  entertain  you  any 
further  under  my  roof.  Good  heavens  !  A  nobody  !  of  whom 
none  can  say  who  and  what  her  parents  were.  Thank  you, 
no.  It  is  my  duty  to  protect  my  poor  dear  nephew  from 
the  insidiousness  of  a  nobody,  from  the  machinations  of  a 
nobody.  Not  again  shall  you  penetrate  to  his  presence.  I 
shall  take  measures  to  secure  a  proper  nurse.  We  are  not 
penniless.  We  can  command  the  best  attentions.  When  I 
see  my  duty  clear,  I  am  inexorable  in  the  pursuit.  Will  you 
favour  me,  Miss  Thirklehy,  by  packing  up  your  boxes  and 
making  the  necessary  arrangements  for  leaving  here — at  once." 

"  I  am  quite  willing   to   go — at   once,"  answered   Georgie 
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coldly.     "  As  to  my  portmanteau  and  trunk,  I  leave  them  to 
Sarah  Jane  to  pack,  and  send  after  me." 

"Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  with  distress  in  his 
tone  and  on  his  face,  "  let  me  place  myself  absolutely  at  your 
disposal.     I  will  conduct  you  where  you  like." 

"Thank  you.  Sir  Thomas.  I  shall  engage  a  coach  and 
return  immediately  to  Wellcombe.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Weldon 
will  receive  me  without  question,  whether  I  be  somebody  or 
a  nobody." 

"  I  am  reasonable,  Miss  Thirkleby,"  said  Miss  Chevalier, 
"  but  duty  sits  enthroned  above  every  other  consideration. 
I  may  seem  harsh,  peremptory,  but  my  religious  principles 
govern  all  my  acts." 

"  I  wish  you  good-day.  Miss  Chevalier,  and  thank  you  for 
such  favours  as  your  religious  principles  allowed  you  to  show 
me  when  you  regarded  me  as  somebody,  and  prompted  you 
to  withdraw  from  me,  when  you  discovered  me  to  be  a  nobody." 

She  left  the  room. 

Sir  Thomas  looked  on  the  floor.  His  withered  old  face, 
that  usually  wore  an  artificial  smile,  had  fallen,  and  assumed 
a  very  real  expression  of  distress. 

"Miss  Chevalier,"  he  said,  "this  is  hard,  very  hard." 

"  My  dear  sir,"  she  replied,  opening  the  fan  and  waft- 
ing it,  "there  are  two  sides  to  every  question.  I  feel 
deeply  and  with  a  sharp  pang  having  to  thus  appear 
harsh,  but  I  have  a  paramount  duty  to  perform— the  safe- 
guarding of  the  interests  of  my  nephew.  Sir  John.  Think  ! 
if  he  were  to  propose  to  her ! — and  he  regards  her  very 
highly." 

"Miss  Chevalier,"  said  the  old  knight  gravely,  "I  have 
known  her  since  she  was  a  child.  She  has  had  a  detestable 
bringing  up,  but  has  a  fine,  generous,  and  noble  nature,  that 
needs  but  kindness  and  forbearance  to  expand  into  something 
great,  lovable,  and,  as  I  said,  noble." 

"I  am  no  judge  of  nobility  where  the  parentage  is 
unknown,"  said  Miss  Chevalier.  "Conceive!  If  John  were 
to  propose,  she  might  become  Lady  Chevalier.  How  could 
he  make  his  way  in  the  army  with  a  wife  who  was  a  nobody  ? 
How   could   she   take   her   place   in   society   if  she   were   a 
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nobody  ?  How  would  the  servants  regard  a  mistress  who  was  a 
nobody  ?  I  regret  extremely  if  my  conduct  do  not  meet  with 
your  approval,  with  the  views  of  the  world.  I  must  act  upon 
principle.  Good  gracious  me  !  I  have  not  paid  her.  She 
will  expect  her  salary  a  month  in  advance  and  board  wages. 
I  am  prepared  to  act  liberally,  and  there  is  a  little  Lowestoft 
cup  and  saucer  I  purpose  giving  her  as  a  recognition  of  her 
attention  in  nursing  John.  Excuse  me,  dear  sir,  if  I  have 
to  leave  the  room,  but  I  must  bar  the  way  to  Sir  John's 
chamber.  I  can  suffer  no  sentimentalities  there  over  a  leave- 
taking." 

"  And  I,"  said  the  knight,  "  I  must  make  my  humble 
apologies  and  take  my  leave.  She  must  have  a  carriage  to 
receive  her." 

"  I  will  ring  and  despatch  a  boy  for  one." 

"  I  wish  you  good-day,  madam — 

'  Herod  of  Jewry  dare  nut  look  upon  you 
But  when  you  are  well  pleased.'" 

He  bowed  profoundly  and  backed  from  the  room. 

Miss  Chevalier  tossed  her  chin,  muttered  to  herself,  then 
went  to  the  hearth  to  rake  among  the  light  ashes  of  the  burnt 
paper,  in  hopes  of  discovering  some  leaves  or  scraps  that  had 
not  been  consumed,  and  that  might  tell  some  fragments  of  the 
lost  story  of  a  wrecked  life.  Disappointed  at  being  able  to 
recover  nothing  she  put  down  the  tongs,  left  the  room,  and 
descending  the  staircase  took  up  her  position  in  the  hall  before 
the  door  to  the  captain's  cabin. 

Three  of  the  domestics  were  there,  whispering.  It 
was  obvious  that  already  the  fact  was  known  that  Miss 
Thirklcby's  reign  was  at  an  end,  and  that  she  was  leaving. 

Now  that  she  was  in  disgrace  they  were  prepared  to  range 
themselves  ostensibly  on  the  side  of  their  mistress.  The  only 
one  who  did  not  do  this  was  the  cook,  who,  with  faltering 
nether  members  had  fluttered  into  the  patient's  apartment 
to  communicate  to  him  the  information  that  Miss  Thirkleby 
had  been  ordered  to  leave. 

A   few    moments   later   Georgie   appeared,    dressed  for  de- 
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parture,  carrying  a  little  bag,  followed  by  two  maids  with  her 
trunk. 

She  was  cool,  and  was  drawing  on  her  glove  with 
leisureliness. 

An  exclamation !  and  an  old  woman,  Alse  Grylls,  whom 
Miss  Chevalier  had  overlooked,  ran  forward  to  embrace  her 
darling. 

"  Miss  Chevalier,"  said  Georgie,  "  if  I  be  allowed  to  make 
a  request  that  might  be  favourably  considered,  I  would  ask 
that  this  dear  old  woman,  who  has  nursed  Mrs.  Weldon,  may 
be  allowed  to  attend  to  Sir  John." 

"I  will  see  to  that  presently,"  answered  the  lady  of  the 
house.  "At  present  I  must  consider  and  discharge  a  little 
debt.  I  believe  that  I  owe  you  a  salary  for  six  weeks,  and 
board  wages,  as  I  do  not  dismiss  you  for  any  fault,  but  for 
my  own  convenience.  Let  me  see — this  comes  to  three  times 
eight  and  five  over." 

Georgie  waved  her  aside. 

"  But  I  insist  on  discharging  a  debt." 

"  Give  it  to  your  servants — to  anything  but  the  repatriation 
of  the  Jews." 

The  bell  was  rung. 

Eliza  hastened  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  Sir  Thomas 
appeared,  and  without  was  a  carriage  drawn  by  a  pair  of  silver- 
grey  horses. 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,"  asked  the  knight,  "  are  you  ready  ?  " 

"  Why,  why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  incjuired  Dean 
Hedges,  mounting  the  steps  to  the  front  door  at  the  same 
moment.  He  removed  his  laced  hat,  and  rubbed  his  fore- 
head. "  My  dear  Miss  Chevalier  !  —  Miss  Thirkleby  — 
all  in  the  hall !  Trunk  and  portmanteau  also !  —  what 
is  the  meaning  of  this — but  yet  I  admit  I  have  no  right  to 
inquire." 

"  Miss  Thirkleby  is  returning  to  Wellcombe,"  said  the  lady 
of  the  house.  "Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt  has  kindly  offered  to 
escort  her,  and  it  has  seemed  to  me  undesirable  not  to  seize 
on  such  an  opportunity." 

"  But — but — what  will  our  friend  Sir  John  do  without  his 
nurse  ?     Surely,  Miss  Thirkleby,  you  cannot  be  so  cruel  as  to 
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desert  your  charge.  Not  but  what  I  suppose  there  is  some 
cogent  reason." 

"The  best  and  most  cogent  of  reasons,  Mr.  Dean,"  said 
Georgina.     "  I  am  no  longer  required  here." 

"  Miss  Thirkleby,  if  you  are  ready,  the  carriage  waits,"  said 
Sir  Thomas. 

"  There  is  yet  another  to  be  consulted,"  said  a  voice  from 
behind — and,  turning,  all  saw  Sir  John  Chevalier,  who  had 
hastily  dressed  himself,  and  who  stood  pale,  half  clothed, 
holding  the  door-jamb,  with  Miss  Bilbie  and  the  cook  peering 
from  behind. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  allow  my  nurse  to  leave,"  said  the  invalid. 
"  Come  here,  Miss  Thirkleby." 

She  went  to  him  at  once. 

Detaching  his  one  hand  from  the  jamb,  he  placed  it  on  her 
shoulder,  and  stayed  himself  by  resting  upon  her. 

"Aunt,  Mr.  Dean,  Sir  Thomas  Tyrwhitt,  Alse  Grylls — all 
here  present — and  I  rejoice  that  there  are  so  many  witnesses 
— hear  me.  Before  you  all  I  ask  Miss  Thirkleby  to  claim  a 
right,  such  as  none  can  dispute,  to  nurse  me — the  right,  the 
unassailable  right  as  my  wife." 

"  John  !  for  heaven's  sake ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Chevalier. 
"She  is  a  mere  nobody.  She  is  no  good  in  the  least.  She 
has  destroyed  the  evidence." 

"She  is  the  somebody  without  whom  I  care  not  to  live. 
Georgina,  will  you  nurse  me  till  I  am  well  ?  (Hve  me  your  hand, 
and,  when  strong  enough,  Mr.  Dean,  you  shall  unite  us. 
Georgie  !  give  me  your  hand." 

But  he  did  not  wait  for  her  to  extend  her  hand.    He  seized  it. 

"  Aunt,"  said  he,  "  if  you  turn  her  out,  you  turn  me  out  of 
doors  as  well." 

"Miss  Chevalier,"  said  the  dean,  "this  really  seems  to  be  a 
very  practical  arrangement — but  yet,  be  it  far  from  me  " — 

Then  said  Sir  Thomas  in  a  low  tone — 

"  '  I  do  not  like  "  but  yet  "  ;  it  does  alloy 
The  good  precedence:  fie  upon  but  yet.'"' 

He  broke  off;  he  went  to  the  baronet  with  his  formal  old 
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face  softened  and  brightened  with  real  feeling,  and  with  tears  in 
his  withered  eyes  he  held  out  his  hand  and  said — 

"  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Georgia  !  and  you,  Sir  John.  I 
wish  you  every  happiness  and  advancement.  As  to  the  former, 
it  is  in  the  hands  of  a  noble  girl,  and  sure.  As  to  the  latter,  it 
is  in  mine,  and  I  guarantee  it.  I  wish  you  joy.  You  have  got 
a  true  and  royal  woman." 


THE   END 
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MERCE OF  NATIONS.  Fourth  Ed. 
Cr.  ivc.     2J.  6d.  ^  „  f- 

Ba8tian(H.  Charlton),  M.A..M.D.,  F.R.S. 
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Zvo.     15^'.  net. 
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Bennett(VV.  H.).  M.A.      A  PRIMER  Ol' 

THE  BIBLE.     Fi/th   Edition.     Cr.  Zvo. 
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Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Archibald  G. 
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Demv  Zvo.    ys.  6d.  net. 
1LLU.STRATIONS   OF   THE   BOOK  OF 

{OB.        With     General     Introduction    by 
iAURENCE  Binyon.     Quarto.    i\s.  net. 
See  also  I.  P.  L.,  and  Little  Library. 


General  Literature 


5 


Bloom  (J.  Harvey),  M.A.    See  Antiquary's 
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Demy  i6»tc.     is.  6ti. 
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woRTH  Davis,  M.A.  With  135  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     t,s.  6d. 

Botting(C.  O.),  B.A.     EASY  GREEK 
EXERCISES.     Cr.  S-JO.     2s. 
See  also  Junior  E.xamination  Series. 

Boulting(\V.)  TASSO  AND  HIS  TIMES. 
With  24  Illustrations.  Demy  Sz'O.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Boulton  (E.  S.),  M.A.  GEOMETRY  ON 
MODERN  LINES.     Cr.  Zvo.     2s. 

Boulton  (WilUam  B.).  SIR  JOSHUA 
REYNOLDS,  P.R.A.  With  49  Illustra- 
tions. Second  Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  js.  6d. 
net. 

Bovill  (\V.  B.  Forster).  HUNGARY 
AND  THE  HUNGARIANS.  With  16 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  William  Pascoe, 
12  other  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Demy 
Svo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Bowden(E.  M.).  THE  IMITATION  OF 
BUDDHA:  Being  Quotations  from 
Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the 
Year.    Ei/th  Edition.    Cr.  \(smo.    2s.  6d. 

Bower    (E.),     B.A.       See    New    Historical 

Boyle  (W.).   CHRISTMAS  AT  THE  ZOO. 

With  Verses  by  W.  Boyle  and  24  Coloured 
Pictures  by  H.  B.  Neilson.  Super  Royal 
i6;«c.     2S. 

Brabant  (P.  G.),  M.A.  RAMBLES  IN 
SUSSEX.  With  30  Illustrations.  Cro^vn 
%vo.     ts.     See  al^o  Little  Guides. 

Bradley  (A.  G.).  ROUND  ABOUT  WILT- 
SHIRK.  With  14  Illustrations,  in  Colour 
by  T.  C.  GoTCH,  16  other  Illustrations,  and 
a  Map.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Sto.     6s. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  NORTHUMBER- 
LAND. With  16  Illustrations  in  Colour  by 
Frank  Southgate,  R.B.A.,  and  12  from 
Photographs.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
ys.  6d  net. 

Bradley  (John  VV.).  See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Braid  (James),  Open  Champion,  1901,  1905 
and  1906.  ADVANCED  GOLF.  With 
88  Photographs  and  Diagrams.  Fifth 
Edition.     Detiiy  tvo.     \os.  6d.  net. 

Braid  (James) '  and  Others.  GREAT 
GOLFERS  IN  THE  MAKING.      Edited 


by  Henry  Leach.      With  24  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 
Brailsford   (H.    N.).      MACEDONIA: 

ITS     RACES     AND     THEIR     FUTURE.        With 

32  Illustrations  and  2  Maps.  Demy  Zvo. 
I2S.  6d.  net. 

Brentano  (C).  See  Simplified  German 
Te.xts. 

Brightman  (F.  E.),  M.A.  See  Andrewes 
(Lancelot). 

Brodrick  (Mary)  and  Morton  (A.  Ander= 
son).  A  CONCISE  DICTIONARY  OF 
EGYPTIAN  ARCH^'.OLOGY.  A  Hand- 
Book  for  Students  and  Travellers.  With  So 
Illustrations  and  many  Cartouches.  Cr.  Zvo. 
3^.  6d. 

Brooks  (E.  E.),  B.Sc.  (Lond. ),  Leicester 
Municipal  Technical  School,  and  James 
(W.H.  N.),  A.M.I. E.E.,A.R.C.Sc.,  Muni- 
cipal School  of  Technologj^  Manchester. 
See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Brown  (S.  E.),  M.A.,  B.Sc,  Senior  Science 
Master  at  Uppingham.  A  PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY  NOTE  -  BOOK  FOR 
MATRICULATION  AND  ARMY  CAN- 
DIDATES. Easy  Experiments  on  the 
Commoner  Substances.    Cr.i,to.    iS.6d.net. 

Brown(J.  Wood),  M.A.  THE  BUILDERS 
OF  FLORENCE.  With  74  Illustrations 
by  Herbert  Railton.  Demy  4to.   iSs.  net. 

Browne  (Sir  Thomas).  See  Standard 
Library. 

Brownell  (C.  L.).  THE  HEART  OF 
JAPAN.  Illustrated.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Zro.     6s.     Also  Medium  Zvo.    6d. 

Browning  (Robert).  BROWNING'S 
PARACELSUS.  The  Text  of  Browning's 
Poem,  edited  with  Introduction,  Footnotes, 
and  Bibliography,  by  M.^rgaret  L.  Lee, 
Lecturer  in  English  I  iterature  to  the 
Women's  Department,  King's  College,  and 
Kathrine  B.  Locock.  Fcap.  Svo.  y.  6d. 
net.     See  also  Little  Library. 

Bryant  (Walter  W.),  B.A.,  F.R.A.S.,  F.R. 
^Iet.  Soc,  of  the  Royal  Observatory,  Green- 
wich. A  HISTORY  OF  ASTRONOMY. 
With  47  Illustrations.  DctnySvo.  ys.6d.Het. 

Buckland  (Francis  T.).  CURIOSITIES 
OF  NATURAL  HISTORY.  Illustrated 
by  H.  B.  Neilson.     Cr.  Svo.     v.  6d. 

Buckton  (A.  M.)  THE  BURDEN  OF 
ENGELA.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  3^. 
6d.  net. 

EAGER  HEART  :  A  Mystery  Play.  Eighth 
Edition.     Cr.  Sr'O.     is.  net. 

KINGS  IN  BABYLON  :  A  Drama.    Cr.  Svo. 

SONGS  OF  JOY.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  net. 
Budge  (E.  A,  Wallis).     THE  GODS  OF 

THE     EGYPTIANS.        With    over    100 

Coloured    Plates    and    many   Illustrations. 

T^uo  Volumes.     Royal  Svo.     £2,  v.  net. 
*Buist(H.  Massac).     THE  COMPLETE 

AERONAUT.     With  many  Illustrations. 

DemvSvo.     12s.  6d.  net. 
Bull  (Paul),   .A.rmy  Chaplain.      GOD  AND 

OUR     SOLDIERS.        Second     Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
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Bulley  (Miss).    See  Dilke  (Lady). 
IJunyan  (John).    THE  PILGRIM'S  PRO- 

GRlCiiS.  KJited,  with  an  Introduction  by 
C  H.  Firth,  iM.A.  With  39  Illustrations 
by  R.  Amning  Uei.i..  Crtnvn  Z"'o.  6s. 
See  also  Standard  Library  and  Library  of 
iJcvotion. 

Burch(U.  J.),  M.A..  F.R.S.  A  MANUAL 
OF  KLKCTRICAL  SCIENCE.  Illus- 
trated.    Cr.  Src.     '^s. 

liurjiess(Qelett).  GOOPS  AND  HOW  TO 
I'K  THEM.    Illu.str.-ited.     Small i.tc.     6i. 

(iiirke  (Edmund).     Sec  St.indard  Library. 

iJurn  (A.  E.),  D.  D.,  Rector  of  Handsworth 
and  Pre1)enciary  of  Lichfield.  See  Hand- 
books of  'J'heoloRy. 

Burn  (J.  H.),  B.  D.,  F.  R.  S.  E.  THE 
CHURCHMAN'S  TREASURY  OF 
SONG:  Gathered  from  the  Christian 
poetry  of  all  ages.  Edited  by.  Fcap.  Svo. 
3^.  6J.  net.     See  also  Library  of  Devotion. 

Burnet  (Jolin>,  M.A.     Sec  Aristotle. 

Burn«(Robert),  THE  POEMS.  Edited  by 
.'\NDRnw  Lang  and  W.  A.  Craicie.  Witli 
Portrait.  Third  Edition.  Wide  Demy  Zvo, 
silt  ti?p.     6!. 

.See  also  Standard  Library. 

Burnslde  (W.  F.),  M.A.  OLD  TESTA- 
.MKXT  HISTORY  FOR  USE  I\ 
SCHOOLS.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Srv. 
3^.  6d. 

Burton  (Alfred).     See  I.  P.  L. 

Bury  (J.  B.),  M.A.,  Litt.  D.  See  Gibbon 
(I';d«ard). 

Bussell  (F.  W.).  D.D.  CHRISTIAN 
THEOLOGYAND SOCIAL  PROGRESS 
(The  Bampton  Lectures  of  1903).  Demy 
Zvo.      10s.  61/.  t:ft, 

Butler  (Joseph),  D.D.  See  Standard 
L-.hrarj-. 

Butlin  (F.  M.).  AMONG  THE  DANES. 
With  12  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  Ei.le.n 
Wilkinson,  and  15  from  Photographs. 
Demy  Svo.     ^s.  6d.  net. 

Cain  (Qeorges),  Curator  of  the  Carn.av.tlet 
Museum,  Paris.  WALKS  IN  PARIS. 
Translated  by  A.  R.  Ai.linson,  M..'\. 
Witha  Frontispiece  in  Colour  by  Mawvell 
Ar.mfif.i  n,  and  ii3  other  Illustrations. 
Demy  8iv.     -js.  6d.  net. 

Caldecott  (Alfred),  D.D.  See  Handbooks 
of  Theology. 

Calderwood  (D.  S.),  Headmasterof  the  Nor- 
mal School.  Edinburch.  TEST  CARDS 
IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  In  three 
packets  of  40,  with  Answers,  is.  each.  Or 
in  three  Books,  price  ?</. ,  7d.,  and  id. 

Canieron(Mary  Lovett).  OLDEtRURIA 
AND  MODERN  TUSCANY.  With  32 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Crozvni-'o. 
Cs.  net. 

Cannan  (Edwin),  M..\.     See  Smith  (.-Xdam). 

Canninjf  (George).     See  Little  Library. 

Capey  (E.  F.  H.).     See  Oxford  Biosraphics. 

Cardan  (Robert  W.).  THE  CITY  OF 
GENOA.  With  12  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  William  Parkinson,  and  70  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  Zvo.     10s.  Cd.  net. 


Careless  (John).     See  LP. L. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Edited  by  C.  R.  I.. 
Flktcher,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford.     Three  I'olumes.    Cr.  ffo.     iSs. 

THE  LETTERS  AND  SPEECHES  OF 
OLIVER  CROMWELL.  With  an  In- 
troduction by  C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.,  and 
Notes  and  Appendices  by  Mrs.  S.  C.  LoMAS. 
Three  Volumes.     Demr  Si'c.     \Zs.  net. 

Carlyle  (R.  M.  and  A.  J.),  .M.A.  See 
Leaders  of  Reli<;ioTi. 

Carmlchael  (Philip).  ALL  ABOUT 
IMIII.IPPINI".  Willi  3  lihi'-tr.-itions. 
Cr.  Sr'C.     2^.  61/. 

Carpenter(MarjraretBoyd).  THECHILD 
1 54  ART.  With  50  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.     Large  Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

Carter  (George),  M.A.  THE  STORY  OF 
MILTON.S  'PARADISE  LOST.'  Crown 
Zt'O.     is.  6d. 

Cavanagh  (Francis),  M.D.  (Edin.).  See 
New  Libr.iry  of  Medicine. 

Celano(BrotherThoma8of).  THE  LIVES 
OF  FR-\KCIS  OF  ASSISE  Transl.-ited 
by  A.  G.  Ferrers  Howell.  With  a 
P'rontispiece.      Cr.  S-'O.     51.  tet. 

Chambers  (A.  M.).  A  CONSTITU- 
TIONAL HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 
Crc.i'n  Zvn.     6s. 

Chamisso  (A.  von).  See  Simplified  German 
'I'exts. 

Chandler  (Arthur),  Bishop  of  Bloemfontein. 
.\RA  CCELl  :  .'\n  Essay  i.v  Mystical 
Theology.  Third  Edition.  Cro^vn  Srv. 
3^.  6d.  net. 

Channer  (C.  C.)  and  Roberts  (M.  E.). 
L.VCE.MARING  IN  THE  .MIDLANDS, 
P.-VST  AND  PRESENT.  With  17  full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cr.  Zro.     2J.  6d. 

Chapman  (S.  J.).     Soe  Books  on  Busines.s. 

Chattcrton     (Thomas).        See      Standard 

Chesterfield  (Lord),  THE  LETTERS  OF 
THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD 
TO  HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Introduc- 
lion  by  C.  Strachev,  with  Notes  by  A. 
Calthroi'.     T2V0  I'i'iumes.     Cr.Zz'o.     xis. 

Chesterton(a.  K.).  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Withtwo  pcirtruits  in  Photogr.'»vure.  .Si.rth 
Edition.     Cr   Sz'O.     6s. 

ALL  THINGS  CONSIDERED.  Fi/th 
Edition.     Fcaf>.  Sr'O.     ^.s. 

TREMENDOUS  TRIFLES.  Fourth  Edi- 
tioH.      Fcaft.  ir-o.     z,s. 

Childe  (Charles  P."),  B.A.,  F.R.C.S.  See 
NVw  Library  of  Medicine. 

Cicero.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Clapham(J.  H.),  Professor  of  Economics  in 
the  University  of  Leeds.  THE  WOOL- 
LEN AND  WORSTED  INDUSTRIES. 
With  21  Illustrations  and  Diagrams.  Cr. 
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GaIton(Slr  Francis).  F.R.S.;  D.C.L..  Oxf.; 
Hon.  Sc.D.,  Camb.  ;  Hon.   L'cllov.-  Trinitv 
CoUeKC,   Cambridge.      MEMORIES    OF 
MY  LIFE.     With  8  Illustr.itions.     Third 
Edition.     Deii'v  Srv>.     10s.  Cid.  net. 
Gambado  (Geoffrey,  Esq.).   Sec  I. P. L. 
Garnett(Lucy  M.  J.).     THE  TU'.iKISII 
PEOPLE  :  Tm-.iR  Social  Lifi:,  Remciol-s 
Beliefs  AND  Institutions, AND DoMUSTic 
Life.     With  zi   Illustrations.     Demy  %vo. 
10s.  td.  net. 
Gaskell  (Mrs.).     See  Little   Library,  Stan- 
dard Library  and  Sixpenny  Novels. 
Gasquet,  the  Ripht  Rev.  Abbot  O.S.B.     See 

Antiquary's  Books. 
Gee  (Henry),  D.D.,  F.S.A.    See  Handbooks 

of  English  Church  History. 
aeorjre(H.B.),  M. A.,  Fellow ofNewCollese, 
Oxford.     BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HIS- 
TORY.     With   numerous   Plans.      Fourth 
Edition  Revise  i.      Cr.  Zvo.      ■>,!.  fid. 
A  HISTORICAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 
BRITISH   EMPIRE.       Fcurlh  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  3^.  6d. 
Oibbins  (H.    de    B.),    Litt.D.,    M.A.    IN- 
DUSTRY IN  ENGLAND  :   HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES.     With  s  Maps.     Sixth 
Edition.     Dettiy  %vo.     xos.  6d. 
THE      INDUSTRIAL       HISTORY      OF 
ENGLAND.       With     Maps    and    Plans. 
Fifteenth  Edition,  Revised.    Cr.  Zvo.    31. 
ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     zs.  6d. 

See  also  Hadfield  (R.  A.).,  and  Commer- 
cial Series. 
Gibbon  (Edward).     MEMOIRS  OF   MY 
LIFE    AND     WRITINGS.      Edited   by 
G.  BiRKDF-CK  Hill,  LL.D    Cr.  Z7'o.    6s. 
*THE   DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE 
ROMAN  E.MPIRE.     Edited,  with  Notes, 
Appendices,    and   Maps,    by   J.    B.    lU'RV. 
M.A.,  Litt.l3.,  Regius  Professor  of  Modern 
History  .It  Cnmbridqe.     In  Seven  Volumes. 
With  many  Illustrations  and  Maps.     Demy 
Zvo.     cat  top.    Each  10s.  6d.  net. 
Gibbs   (Philip).      THE    ROMANCE    OF 
GEORGF.  ViLT.IERS:    FIRST  DUKE 
OF  BUCKINGHAM.  AND  SOME  MEN 
AND    WOMEN     OF    THE    STUART 
COURT.     With   20  Illustrations.     Second 
Edition.     VenivZvo.     I'^s.  net. 
Gibson  (E.  C.  S.),    D.D.,  Lord  Bi.shop  of 
Gloucastar.  See  Westminster  Commentaries 


Handbooks  of  Theology-,  and  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

Gilbert  (A.  R.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Gloag  (M.  K.)  and  Wyatt  (Kate  M.).  A 
BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  GARDENS. 
With  24  Illustrations  in  Colour.  Demy 
Z-.'o.     I  of.  6d.  net. 

Glover  (T.  R.),  M.A.,  FellowandClassic.il 
Lecturer  of  .St.  John's  Collecc,  CambridRe. 
THE  CONFLICT  OF  RELK.IONS  IN 
THE  EARLY  ROMAN  E.MPIRE. 
Third  Ed: Hon.     Demy  Zvo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

Godfrey  (Elizabetli).  A  BOOK  OF  RE- 
MEMBKANCE.  Being  Lyrical  Selections 
for  every  day  in  the  Yf-ar.  Arranged  by. 
Second  Edition.    Fcaf.  Zvo.     is   M.  net. 

ENGLISH  CHILDREN  IN  THE  OLDEN 
TIME.  Wiih  32  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition,   Demy  Zvo.     "js.  6d.  net. 

GodieyfA.  D.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magd.-ilen 
;  Collecc.  0.x-ford.  OXFORD  IN  THE 
;  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY.  With  16 
j       Illustrations.     Second  Edition.    Demy  Zvo. 

•js.  6d.  net. 
I  Also  published  in  a  Colonial  Edition, 

i  LYRA  FRIVOLA.    Fourth  Edition.    Fcap. 
Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

VERSES    TO  ORDER.     Second   Edition. 
i       Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
I  SECOND  STRINGS.     Fcap.      Zvo.     us.  6d. 

Goldsmith  (Oliver).  See  I.P.L.  and  Stan- 
dard Library. 

Goll  (August).  CRIMINAL  TYPES  IN 
SHAKESPEARE.  Authorised  Transla- 
tion from  the  Danish  by  Mrs.  Charles 
Wbekes.     Cr.  Zvo.     iS.  net. 

Gommo  (G.  L.).    See  Antiquarj-'s  Books. 

aordon(Lina  Duff)  (Mrs.  Aubrey  Waterfield). 
HOME  LIKE  IN  ITALY:  Letters 
FROM  THE  Apennmnes.  With  13  Illustra- 
tions by  AvBREV  Waterfield  and  15  Illus- 
trations from  Photographs.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Demv  Zvo.     jos.  6d.  net. 

Gorst  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  John).  See  New 
Library  nf  Medicine. 

Gostline  (Frances  M.).  THE  BRETONS 
AT  HO.ME.  With  12  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  Gaston  Fanty  Lescure,  and 
32  from  Photographs.  Demy  Zvo.  los.  6d. 
net. 

Goudge  (H.  L.).  M.A.,  Principril  of  Wells 
Theolopical  College.  See  Westminster  Com- 
mentariis. 

Graham  (Harry).  A  GROUP  OF  SCOT- 
TISH  WOMEN.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     jos.  6d.  net. 

Graham  (P.  Anderson).  THE  RURAL 
EXODUS.  The  Problem  of  the  Village 
and  the  Town.     Cr.  8r'<7.     2.f.  6d. 

Grahame  (Kenneth).  THE  WIND  IN 
THE  WILLOWS.  With  a  Frontispiece 
by  Graham  Robertson.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

Granjrer  (F.  S.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.  PSYCH- 
01.0(;V.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.  7.t.  6d. 

THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN. 
Cr.  Bvo.    fix. 
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Qray (E.  M'Queen).  GERMAN  PASSAGES 
FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Cr. 
Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

Gray  (P.  L.),  B.Sc.  THE  PRINCIPLES  OF 
MAGNETISM  AND  ELECTRICITY. 
With  i8i  Diagrams.     Cr.  ?,7io.     3J.  dd. 

Green  (Q.  Buckland),  M.A.,  late  Fellow 
of  St.  John's  College,  Oxon.  NOTES  ON 
GREEK  AND  LATIN  SYNTAX. 
Second  Ed.  revised.     Crown  Zvc.     ^s.  6d. 

Greenidge  (A.H.  J.),M.A.,  D.Litt.  A  HIS- 
TORY OF  ROME  :  From  the  Tribunate  of 
Tiberius  Gracchus  to  the  end  of  the  Jugur- 


thine     War, 
10s.  6d.  net. 
Gregory  (Misa 
Devotion. 
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Demy    &vo. 
See    Library    of 


Grubb(H.  C.)-  See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Gwynn  (Stephen),  M.P.  A  HOLIDAY  IN 
CONNEMARA.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Demy  %vc.     10s.  6d.  net. 

Hadfield  (R.  A.)  and  GibbJns  (H.  de  B.). 
A  SHORTER  WORKING  DAY.  Cr. 
6vo.     2s.  6d. 

Hall  (Cyril).  THE  YOUNG  CARPEN- 
TER. With  many  Diagrams,  and  15 
Photographic  Illustrations.  Cr.  Zvo.     5s. 

Hall  (Hammond).  THE  YOUNG  EN- 
GINEER: OR  JIoDERN  Engines  and 
THEIR  Models.  With  85  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Src     5J. 

Hall(Mary).  AWOINIAN'S  TREK  FROM 
THE  CAPE  TO  CAIRO.  With  64  Illus- 
trations and  2  Maps.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.     16^.  net. 

Hamel  (Frank).  FAMOUS  FRENCH 
SALONS.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     DemyZz'o.     12s.6d.net. 

Hannay  (D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY.  Vol.  I.,  i2i7-i6SS. 
Vol.  II.,  1689-1815.  DemyZvo.  Eachjs.6d. 
net. 

Hannay  (James  O.),  M.A.  THE  SPIRIT 
AND  ORIGIN  OF  CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM.     Cr.  Zvo.      6s. 

THE  WISDOM  OF  THE  DESERT.  Fca/. 
Zvo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Hardie(lVIartin).    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Hare  (A.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CONSTRUC- 
TION OFLARGEINDUCTION  COILS. 
With  35  Illustrations.     Demy  Zz'O.     6s. 

Harker  (Alfred),  M.A.,  F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St. 
John's  College,  and  Lecturer  in  Petrology'  in 
the  University  of  Cambridge.  THE 
NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  IGNEOUS 
ROCKS.  With  112  Diagrams  and  2  Plates. 
Demy  Se.'<7.     12s.  6d.  net. 

Harper  (Charles  G.).     'THE  AUTOCAR' 
ROAD-BOOK.     In  four  Volumes.    Crown 
Zvo.     Each  -js.  6d.  net. 
Vol.  I. — South  of  the  Thames. 

Harvey  (Alfred),  M.B.  See  Ancient  Cities 
and  .\ntiquary's  Books. 

Hawthorne(Nathaniel).    See  Little  Library. 

Headley  (F.  W.).  DARWINISM  AND 
MODERN  SOCIALISM.  Second  Edi- 
tion.   Cr.  Svo.     is.  net 


Heath  (Frank  R.).     See  Little  Guides, 

Heath  (Dudley).    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Henderson  (B.  W.),  Fellow  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.  THE  LIFE  AND 
PRINCIPATE  OF  THE  EMPEROR 
NERO.  Illustrated.  New  and  cheaper 
issue.     De»iv  Zvo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

AT  INTERVALS.     FcapZvo.    -is.  6d.  iiet. 

Henderson  (M.  Sturge).  GEORGE 
MEREDITH  :  NOVELIST,  POET, 
REFORMER.  With  a  Portrait  in  Photo- 
gravure.   Second  Edition.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Henderson  (T.  F.).  See  Little  Library  and 
Oxford  Biographies. 

Henderson  (T.  F.),  and  Watt  (Francis). 
SCOTLAND  OF  TO-DAY.  With  20 
Illustrations  in  colour  and  24  other  Illus- 
trations.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Henley  (VV.  E.).  ENGLISH  LYRICS. 
CHAUCER  TO  POE,  1340-1S49.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     2S.  6d.  net. 

Henley  (W.E.)andWhibley(C.)  A  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  PROSE,  CHARACTER, 
AND  INCIDENT,  1387-1649.  Cr.  Zvo. 
7S.  6d.  net. 

Herbert  (George).    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Herbert  of  Cherbury  (Lord).  See  Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hett  (Walter  S.),  B.A.  A  SHORT  HIS- 
TORY OF  GREECE  TO  THE  DE.'VTH 
OF  ALEXANDER  THE  GRE.A.T.  With 
3  Maps  and  4  Plans.     Cr.  Svo.     3^-.  6d. 

Hewins  (W.  A.  S.),  B.A.  ENGLISH 
TRADE  AND  FINANCE  IN  THE 
SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.  Cr.  Svo. 
2S.  6d. 

Hewitt  (Ethel  M.)  A  GOLDEN  DIAL. 
A  Day  Book  of  Prose  and  Verse.  Fcap. 
Svo.     2S.  6d.  net. 

Hey(H.),  Inspector,  Surrey  Education  Com- 
mittee, and  Rose  (Q.  H.),  City  and  Guilds 
Woodwork  Teacher.  A  WOODWORK 
CLASS-BOOK.     Pt.  I.     Illustrated,     ^to. 

2S. 

Heywood  (W.).     See  St.  Francis  of  Assisi. 

Hill  (Clare).     See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Hill  (George  Francis).  ONE  HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES  OF  SCULPTURE, 
v.ith  loi  Illustrations.  Do/ty  Svo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Hill  (Henry),  B.A.,  Headmaster  of  the  Boy's 
High  School,  Worcester,  Cape  Colony.  A 
SOUTH  AFRICAN  ARITHMETIC. 
Cr.  Svo.     -IS.  6d. 

Hind(C.  Lewis).  DAYS  IN  CORNWALL. 
With  16  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  William 
Pascoe,  and  20  other  Illustrations  and  a 
Map.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Hirst  (F.  W.)     See  Books  on  Business. 

Hobhouse  (L.  T.),  late  Fellow  of  C.C.C, 
Oxford.  THE  THEORY  OF  KNOW- 
LEDGE.    Demy  Svo.     jos.  6d.  net. 

Hobson(J.  A.),  M.A.  INTERNATIONAL 
TR.'^DE  :  A  Study  of  Economic  Principles. 
Cr.  Svo.     2S.  6d.  net. 

PROBLEMS    OF   POVERTY.   An  Inquiry 
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into  the  Industrial  Condition  of  the  Poor. 
Seventh  Edition.     Cr.  &Z'0.     2S.  (yd. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UNEM- 
I'LOYED.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.%vo.  3s.6d. 

HodKetts  (E.  A.  Braylcy).  THE  COURT 
OK  RUSSIA  IN'  THE  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY.  Witli  20  Illustrations.  Two 
yo/umM.     Demy  %vo.     ■z\s.  net. 

Hod^kin  (T.),  D.C.L.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Hodgson  (Mrs.  W.)  HOW  TO  IDENTIFY 
OLD  CHINESE  PORCELAIN.  With  40 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  PostSz'o.  6s. 

Holden-Stone    (Q.     de).      See    Books    on 

Moldich  (Sir  T.  H.).  K.C.I.E.,  C.B.,  F.S.A. 

THE    INDIAN   liORDKRLAND,    iS8o- 

iQoo.      With  22  Illustrations  and  a   Map. 

Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
Holdsworth  (W.  S.).  D.C.L.    A  HISTORY 

OF  ENGLISH  LAW.     In  Four  Volumes. 

Vols.     I.,    II.,    III.      Dewy    Zvo.      Each 

\0S.  6d.  mt. 

Holland  (Clive).  TYROL  AND  ITS 
PEOPLE.  With  16  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  Adri.\n  Stokes,  31  other  Illustrations 
and  a  Map.     Detny  Zvo.     los.  6d.  net. 

Holland  (H.  Scott),  Canon  of  St.  Paul's. 
See  Newman  (J.  H.). 

Holllngs  (JM.  A.)i  MA.  Sec  Six  Ages  of 
European  Hi.itory. 

Hollway-Calthrop  (H.  C).  late  of  Balliol 
Colle;;e,  Oxford  ;  Hllr^.^r  of  Eton  College. 
PETRARCH  :  HIS  LIFE,  WORK,  AND 
TIMES.  With  24  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo.     I7S.  6d.  nrt. 

Holmes  (T.  Scott).     See  Ancient  Cities. 

Holyoake(a.  J.).  THE  C(J-OPER.\TIVE 
MOVEMENT  OF  TO-DAY.  Fourth  Ed. 
Cr.  8t'£).     2i.  6d. 

Hone  (Nathaniel  J.).  See  .^ntic^uary's  Books. 

Hook  (A.)  HUMANITY  AND  ITS 
PROBLEMS.     Cr.  Zvo.    ss.  net. 

Hoppner.     See  Little  Galleries. 

Horace.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Horsbiirgh  (E.  L.  S.).  M.A.  LORENZO 
THE  MAGNIFICENT:  and  Flokenci: 
IN  HER  Golden*  Age.  With  24  Illustrations 
and  3  Maps.  Second  Edition.  Demy  ivo. 
1 5 J.  net. 

WATERLOO:  With  Plans.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.    s^- 

See  also  Oxford  Biographies. 

Horth(A.  C).  See  Textbooks  of  Technolopy. 

Horton(R.  F.),  D.D.  SccLeaHersof  Relijrion. 

Hosie (Alexander).  MANCHURIA.  With 
30  lUustraiionsand  a  Map.  Second  Edition 
Demv  Zvo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

How  (F.  D.).  SIX  GREAT  SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With  13  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.     Dent  y  Zz'O.    js.  6d. 

Howell  (A.  (i.  Ferrers).  FRANCISCAN 
DAYS.  Being  .Selections  for  every  day  in 
the  year  from  ancient  Franciscan  writings. 
Cr.  Zvo.    -jj-.  6d.  net. 

HowelKQ.).  TRADE  UNIONISM— New 
AND  Olu.  Fourth  Edition,  Cr.  Svo. 
as.  M. 


HuiFfrlns  (Sir  William),  K.C.B.,  O.M., 
D.C.L,  F.R.S.  THE  ROVALSOCIETY  ; 

OR,    SCIENXE    IN    THE    SxATEAND    IN    THE 

Schools.  With  25  Illustrations.  IVidt 
Royal  Zvo.     4J.  6</.  net. 

Hughes  (C.  E.).  THE  PRAISE  OF 
SHAKESPEARE.  An  English  Antho- 
logy. With  a  Preface  by  Sidney  Lee. 
Demy  Zvo.     y.  6d.  net. 

Hugo  (Victor).    See  Simplified  French  Texts. 

Hulton  (Samuel  F.).  THE  CLERK  OF 
OXFORD  IN  FICTION.  With  la 
Illustrations.     Demy  Z-'O.     lor.  dd.  net. 

Hume  (Martin),  M.A.  See  Romantic  His- 
t'.ry. 

Hutchinson    (Horace   G.)      THE    NEW 

FOREST.  Illustrated  in  colour  with 
50  Pictures  by  Walter  Tyndale  and  4 
by  Lucy  Kemp-Welch.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Hutton  (A.  W.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion  and  Library  of  Devotion. 

Hutton  (Edward).  THE  CITIES  OF 
U.MBRI.V  With  20  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  A.  I'lSA, and  izotber  Illustrations.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  CITIES  OF  SPAIN.  With  24  Illus- 
trations  in  Colour,  by  A.  W.  Rimingtcin, 
30  other  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

FLORENCE  AND  THE  CITIES  OF 
NORTHERN  TUSCANY,  WITH 
GENOA.  With  16  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  Willia.m  Pakkinso.v,  and  16  other 
Illustrations.    .Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 

ENGLISH  LOVE  POEMS.  Edited  with 
an  Introduction.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3^.  6d.  net. 

COUNTRY  WALKS  A  BOUT  FLORENCE. 
With  32  Drawings  by  .•\uel.\idb  Marchi 
and  20  other  Illustrations.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
SJ.  net. 

IN  UNKNOWN  TUSCANY.  With  an 
.■\ppendix  by  Willia.m  Hevwood.  With  8 
Illustrations  in  Colour  and  200thers.  Second 
Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     -js.  6d.  net. 

ROME.  With  16  Illustrations  in  Colour  by 
Maxwell  Armfield,  and  12  other  Illustra- 
tions.    .Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zt'o.     6s. 

Hutton  (R.  ff.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (W.  H.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE  OF 
SIR  THO.MAS  MORE.  With  Portraits 
after  Drawings  by  Holbein.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     $s. 

Sec  also  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hyde  (A.  0.)  f;EORGE  HERBERT  AND 
HIS  TI.MES.  With  32  Illustrations. 
Demy  Z-'O.     io.t.  6d.  net. 

Hyett(F.  A.).  FLORENCE  :  Her  History 
and  Art  to  the  Fall  of  the  Republic 
Demy  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

Ibsen  (Henrik).  BRAND.  A  Dramx 
Translated  by  William  \\'ilson.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Zz-o.     y.  6d. 

Inge  (W.   R.),    M.A.,    Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Hertford   College,    O.xford.     CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM.    (The  Bampton  Lectures  of 
1809.)    Dem^'Zvo.     i7s.  6d.  net. 
See  also  Library  of  Devotion. 
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lanes  (A.  D.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  TUDORS. 
With  Maps.  Second  Edition.  Demy  ivc. 
10s.  6d.  net. 

Innes  (Mary).  SCHOOLS  OF  PAINT- 
ING.  With  76  Illustrations.  Cr.  Zvo. 
SJ.  net. 

Isaiah.     See  Churchman's  Bible. 

Jackson  (C.  E.),  B.A.  See  Textbooks  of 
Science. 

Jackson  {S.),  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

Jackson  (F.  Hamilton).     See  Little  Guides. 

Jacob  (F.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examination 
Series. 

Jeans  (J.  Stephen).  TRUSTS,  POOLS, 
AND  CORNERS  AS  AFFECTING 
COMMERCE  AND  INDUSTRY.  Cr. 
Svo.     2S.  6d. 

See  also  Books  on  Business. 

Jebb  (Camilla).  A  STAR  OF  THE 
S.\LONS  :  Julie  de  Lespinasse.  With 
20  Illustrations.     Denzy  "ivo.     loj.  td.  net. 

Jeffery  (Reginald  W.),  M.A.  THE 
HISTORY  OF  THE  THIRTEEN 
COLONIES  OF  NORTH  AMERICA 
1497-1763.  With  8  Illustrations  and  a 
M  ap.     Demy  Zvo.    ys.  dd.  net. 

Jeffreys  (D.  Qwyn).  DOLLY'S  THEATRI- 
CALS.    Super  Royal  j6»io.     ■zs.dd. 

Jenks(E.),  M.A.,B.C.L.  AN  OUTLINE 
OF  ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOYERNMENT. 
Second  Ed.  Revised  by  R.  C.  K.  Ensor, 
M.A.     Cr.  %vo.     IS.  dd. 

Jenner  (Mrs.  H.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Jennings  (A.  C),  M.A.  See  Handbooks  of 
English  Church  History. 

Jennings  (Oscar),  M.D.  EARLY  WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS.     Demy  nio.     ixs.  net. 

Jerningbam  (Charles  Edward).  THE 
MAXIMS  OF  MARMADUKE.  Third 
Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     zs. 

Jessopp  (Augustus),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Jevons  (F.   B.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Principal  of 
Hatfield     Hall,     Durham.        RELIGION 
IN   EVOLUTION.     Cr.?,vo.    3^.  6d.  net. 
See  also  Churchman's  Library  and  Hand- 
books of  Theology. 

Johnson  (A.  H.),  M.A.  See  Six  Ag«6  of 
European  History. 

Johnston  (Sir  H.  H.),  K.C.B.  BRITISH 
CENTRAL  AFRICA.  With  nearly  200 
Illustrations  and  Six  Maps.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  ^to.     iSj.  net. 

Jones  (H.).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Jones  (H.  F.).     See  Textbooks  of  Science. 

Jones  (L.  A.  Atherley),  K.C.,  M.P.,  and 
Bellot  (Hugh  H.  L.),  M.A.,  D.C.L. 
THE  MINER'S  GUIDE  TO  THE  COAL 
MINES  REGULATION  ACTS  AND 
THE  LAW  OF  EMPLOYERS  AND 
WORKMEN.     Cr.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

COMMERCE  IN  WAR.  Royal%vo.  iis.net. 

Jones  (R.  Compton),  M.A.  POEMS  OF 
THEINNERLIFE.  Selectedby.  Thir- 
teenth Edition.   Fca/>.  Svo.    is.  6d.  net. 


Jonson  (Ben).     See  Standard  Library. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA- 
TIONS OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Ed.  by  Grace 
Warrack.   Third  Ed.     Cr.  %vo.     3.^.  dd. 

Juvenal.     See  Classical  Translations. 

'Kappa.'  LET  YOUTH  BUT  KNOW: 
A  Plea  for  Reason  in  Education.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zto.     3J.  dd.  net. 

Kaufmann  (Al.),  M.A.  SOCIALISM  AND 
MODERN  THOUGHT.  Second  Edition 
Revised  and  Enlarged.  Cr.  ivo.  zs.  6d, 
net 

Keats  (John).  THE  POEMS.  Edited 
with  Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  de  S^lin- 
COURT,  M.A.  With  a  Frontispiece  in 
Photogra\Tire.  Second  Edition  Revised. 
Demy  8vo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

REALMS  OF  GOLD.  Selections  from  the 
Works  of.    Fcap.  ?,vo.     j,s.  6d.  net. 

See   also    Little  Libran--    and    Standard 
Library. 

Keble  (John;.  THE  CHRISTI.A.N  YEAR. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.  Illustrated 
by  R.  Anning  Bell.  ThirdEdition  ^'cat. 
Svo.  3^.  6d.  ;  padded  morocco,  ^s 
See  also  Library  of  Devotion. 

Kelynack  (T.  N.),  M.D.,  M.R.C.P.  See 
New  Library  of  Medicine. 

Kempis  (Thomas  S).  THE  IMITATION 
OF  CHRIST.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M.  Gere. 
ThirdEdition.  Fcap.Zvo.  y.6d.;  padded 
morocco.     5^. 

Also  Translated  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.    Cr. 
Zvo.     3^.  6d. 

See  also  Montmorency  (J.    E.   G.   de)., 
Libraryof  Devotion,  and  Standard  Library'. 

Kennedy  (James  Houghton),  D.D.,  .Assist- 
ant Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University  of 
Dublin.      See  St.  Paul. 

Kerr  (S.  Parnell).  GEORGE  SELWYN 
AND  THE  WITS.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.     lis.  6d.  net. 

Kimmins  (C.  W.),  M.A.  THE  CHEMIS- 
TRY OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.  Illus- 
trated.    Cr.  &zto.     is.  6d. 

Kin^Iake  (A.  W.).     See  Little  Library. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).  BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS.  94//i  Thousand.  Twenty- 
se-Jenth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  Also  Ecap. 
Svo,  Leather,     ^s. 

THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  ygih  Thousand. 
Fifteenth  Edition.  Cr.  bvo.  6s.  Also 
Fcap.  Svo,  Leather,     ^s. 

THE  FIVE  NATIONS.  6Sth  Thousand. 
Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  Also 
Fcap.  Svo.  Leather,     ^s. 

DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.  Eighteenth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  Also  Fcap.  Sz'O, 
Leather.     5^-. 

Knight  (Albert  E.).  THE  COMPLETE 
CRICKETER.  With  50  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Knowling  (R.  J.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  New 
Testament  Exegesis  at  King's  College, 
London.     See  Westminster  Commentaries. 
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Knox  (Winifred  F.).    THE  COURT  OF  A 

JbAINT.    With  i6  Illustrations.    Demy  Zvo. 

\os.  dd.  net. 
Kropotkin  (Prince).     THE  TERROR  IN 

KUS.S1.'\.        An    Appt;.-il    to    the    Nation. 

Se-.entk  Editicn        C'.  Svo.     21/.  net. 
Laboulaye    (lidouard).       See     Simplified 

I'rench  Texts. 
Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary),  THE  WORKS. 

Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.     Illustrated.      In 

Seven  Volumes.   Demy  Zvo.   js.  6d.  each. 
See  also  Little  Library  and  Lucas  (E.  V.) 
Lambert  (F.  A.  H.).     See  Little  Guides. 
Lambros  (Professor  S.  P.).    Sec  Ijyzanline 

Lan". Poole  (Stanley).    A  HISTORY  OF 

EGYPT  IN  THE  .MIDDLE  AGES.   With 

loi  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Cr.%vo.     ds. 
LanKbridge(F.),M.A.  BALLADSOFTHE 

BRAVE  :  Poems   of  Chivalry,   Enterprise, 

Courage,  and  Constancy.     Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  %vci.     IS.  6d. 
Lankester  (Sir  E.  Ray).    K.C.B.,  F.R.S. 

SCIENCE   FRO.M   AN  EASY  CHAIR. 

With  many  Illustrations,  of  which  2  are  in 

Colour.     Cr.  i,vo.     6.v. 
Law  (William).    See  Library  of  Devotion 

and  Standard  Libr.ary. 
Leach  (Henry).    THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE 

LINKS.    Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
See  also  Braid  (James). 
Le    Braz    (Anatoie).     THE  LAND  OF 

P.MiDONS.     Translated  by  Fkances  I\I. 

GosTLiNG.     With  12  Illustrations  in  Colour 

by  T.  C.  GoTCn,  and  40  other  Illustrations. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Z-'o.     6s. 
Lee  (.'Margaret  L.).    See  Browning  (Robert). 
Lees  (Beatrice).    See  Six  Ages  of  European 

History. 
Lees     (Frederick).      A     SUMMER     IN 

TOUR.\INE.      With    12    Illustrations    in 

Colour  by  Maxwell   Ar.mfikld,   and   87 

from   Photographs.     Also  a  Map.   Second 

Edition.     Demy  St'o.     jos.  6d.  net. 
Lehmann(R.C.),  M.P.  THE  COMPLETE 

OARSMAN.    With 59 Illustrations.    Demy 

Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
Lewes  (V.  B.),  M.A.    AIR  AND  WATER. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  B7J0.     as.  6d. 
Lewis    (B.  M.    Gwyn).      A  CONCISE 

HANDKOOIC  OF  GARDEN  SHRUBS. 

With 20 Illustrations.  Ecaf>.ivo.  -^s.Cd.nft. 
Lindsay  (Lady  Mabel).    ANNI  DO.MINI  : 

A    Gosi'KL    Sti'uy.      In    Two    Voluvies. 

.Su/>fr  KoyalZvo.     ios.net. 
Lindsay  (W.  M.),  Fellow  of  Jesus  College, 

Oxford.     .'^t:c  Plautus. 
Lisle  (Fortun^ede).   See  Little Bookson  An. 
Littleliales  (H.).     Sec  Antiquary's  Boolis. 
Llewellyn  (Owen)  and   Raven-Hill  (L.). 

THE  .SOUTH-BOUND  CAR.      With  85 

Illustrations.     CrownZz'O.     6s. 
Lock    (Walter),    D.D.,    Warden   of  Kcblo 

College.      ST.    PAUL,   THE    MASTER- 
BUILDER.    Second  Ed.     r»-.  Swo.  -,     Cd. 
THE   BIBLE  AND  CHRISTIAN   LIFE. 

Cr,  %ve.     6s. 

See  also  Keble  (J.)  and  Leaders  of  Religion. 


Locker  (F.).     See  Little  Library. 

Locock(Katherine  B.).  See  Browning  (Rt). 

Lodge  (Sir  Oliver),  F.R.S.  THE  SUB- 
SI  ANCE  OF  FAITH,  ALLIED  WITH 
SCIENCFl:  A  Catechism  for  Parents 
and  Teachers.   Tenth  Ed.    Cr.  8vo.   vs   net. 

MAN  AND  THE  UNIVERSE:  A  Study 
OK  THE  Influence  of  the  Advance  in 
Scientific  Knowledge  i  ton  our  un- 
derstanding OF  Christian iTV.  Seventh 
Edition.     Demy  Z-'O.     ts.  6d.  net. 

THE  SURVIVAL  OF  MAN:  A  Study  of 
Unrecognised  Human  Faculty.  Third 
Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     js.  6d.  net. 

Lodge  (Eleanor  C).  See  Six  Ages  of 
European  History. 

Lofthouse(W.  F.),  M.A.  ETHICS  AND 
ATONEMENT.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Di-my  Zvo.     ^s.  net. 

Longfellow  (H.  VV.),     See  Little  Library. 

Lorimer  (George  Horace).  LETTERS 
FROM  A  SELF-MADE  MERCHANT 
TO  HIS. SON.     Seventeenth  Edition.     Cr. 

OLD  GORGON  GRAHAM.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8r'0.     6j. 

"Lorimer  (Norma).  BY  THE  WATERS 
OF  EGYPT.  With  16  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  Benton  Fletcher,  and  32  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  Zvo.     16s.  net. 

Lover  (Samuel).     SecI.P.L. 

Lucas(E.  v.).  THELIFEOFCHARLES 
LAMB.  With  28  Illustrations.  E>/th 
and  Kez'ised  Edition  in  One  Volume, 
Demy  Zvo.     "js.  6d.  net. 

A  WANDERER  IN  HOLLAND.  With 
20  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  Herbert 
Marshall,  34  Illustrations  after  old  Dutch 
Masters,    and    a    Map.       Tenth   Edition, 

A  WANDERER  IN  LONDON.  With  16 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  Nelson  Dawson, 
36  other  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Eighth 
Edition.     Cr.  Z7>o.     6s. 

A  W.\NDERER  IN  PARIS.  With  16 Illus- 
trations in  Colour  by  Walti-r  Dexter, 
and  32  from  Photographs  after  Old  Masters. 
Eourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zt'o.     6s. 

THE  OPEN  ROAD  :  a  Little  Book  for  Way- 
farers. Fifteenth  Edition.  Fcap,  %vo.  %s. ; 
India  Paper,  ys.  6d. 

THE  FRIENDLY  TOWN  :  a  Little 
for  the  Urbane.     Fourth  Edition 
Zto.     5^  ;    India  Paper,  js.  6d. 

FIRESIDE    AND    SUNSHINE. 
Edition.     Fcap.  Z710.     5^. 

CH.VRACTER    AND    COMEDY. 
Edition.     Fcap.  Zto,     jj. 

THE  GENTLEST  ART. 
Letters  by  Entertaining 
Edition.    Fcap.  Zto.     c,s. 

A  SWAN  AND  HER  FRIENDS.  With  24 
Illustrations.     Demy  St'O.    i-:s.  6d.  net. 

HER  INFINITE  VARIETY:  A  Fkminine 
Portrait  Gallery.  Fourth  Edition, 
Feat.  Zvo.     5^. 

LISTENER'S  LURE:  An  Oblique  Nar- 
ration.    Sixth  Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     ^s. 
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GOOD  COMPANY:  A  Rally  of  Men. 
Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Zz-o.     ^s. 

ONE  DAY  AND  ANOTHER:  A  Volume 
OF  Essays.     Third  Ed.    Fcap.  Zvo.     si. 

OVER    BEMERTON'S:    An    Easv-Goi.ng 
Chronicle.    Seventh  Ed.    Fcap.  Zvo.     s^- 
See  also  Lamb  (Charles). 

Lucian.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Lyde(L.  W.),  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

Lydon   (Noel    S.).      A    PRELIMINARY 
GEOMETRY.    With  numerous  Diagrams. 
Cr.  Zvo.    IS. 
See  also  Junior  School  Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.  Mrs.  A.).  WOMEN  AND 
THEIR  WORK.     Cr.  8z'o.     2s.  6d. 

m.  (R.).  THE  THOUGHTS  OF  LUCIA 
HALIDAY.  With  some  of  her  Letters. 
Edited  by  R.  M.     Fcap.  Bz'O.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Macaulay  (Lord).  CRITICAL  AND  HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F.  C.  Mon- 
tague, M.-iV.   Three  Volumes.    Cr.  Zvo.  iS.f. 

M'Allen(J.  E.  B.),  M.A.  See  Commercial 
Series. 

McCabe  (Joseph)  (formerly  Very  Rev.  F. 
Antony,  O.S.F.).  THE  DECAY  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ROME.  Second  Editioti. 
Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.     net. 

MacCunn      (Florence      A.).        MARY 

STUART.     With    44    Illustrations,    in 

chiding    a    Frontispiece    in    Photogravure. 

New  and  Cheaper  Ed.     Large  Cr.  Zvo,  iis. 

See  also  Leaders  of  Religion. 

iVlcDermott(E.  R.).    See  Books  on  Business. 

McDougall  (William),  M.A.  (Oxon.,  M.B. 
(Cantab.).  AN  INTRODUCTION  TO 
SOCIAL  PSYCHOLOGY.  Second  Ed. 
Cr.  Zvo.    5s.  net. 

M'Dowall(A.  S.).    See  Oxford  Biographies. 

MacFie  (Ronald  C),  M.A.,  M.B.  See  New 
Library  of  Medicine. 

Mackay   (A.  M.),  B.A.      See  Churchman's 

Mackenzie  (VV.  Leslie),  M.A.,  M.D., 
D.P.H.,  etc.  THE  HEALTH  OF  THE 
SCHOOL  CHILD.     Cr.  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

Aiacklin  (Herbert  W.),  M.A.  See  Anti- 
quary's Books. 

M'Neile  (A.  H.),  B.D.  See  Westminster 
Commentaries. 

'  Mdlle  Mori '  (Author  of).  ST.  CATHER- 
INE OF  SIENA  AND  HER  TIMES. 
With  28  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Maeterlinck  (Maurice).  THE  BLUE 
BIRD:  A  Fairy  Play  in  Five  Acts. 
Translated  by  Alexander  Teixera  de 
Mattos.  Ninth  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
Deckle  Edges.  3^.  6rf.  net.  Also  in  Paper 
Covers.     T'cap  Zvo.     \s.  net. 

Magnus  (Laurie),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
WORDSWORTH.     Cr.  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

Mahaffy  (J.  P.),  Liit.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 
With  79  Illustrations.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Maitland(F.  W.),  M.A.,  LL.D.  ROMAN 
CANON  LAW  IN  THE  CHURCH  OF 
ENGLAND.     RoyalZvo.     7s.  6d. 

Major(H.),  B.A.,  B.Sc.  A  HEALTH  AND 


TEMPERANCE  READER.  Cr.    Zvo. 

Maiden  (H.  E.),  M.A.  .ENGLISH  RE- 
CORDS. A  Companion  to  the  History  of 
England.     Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 

THE  RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES  OF  A 
CITIZEN.     Seventh  Edition.      Cr.    Zvo. 

IS.  6d. 

See  also  School  Histories. 
Marchant  (E.  C),   M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peter- 
house,  Cambridge.     A  GREEK  ANTHO- 
LOGY     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    2^.  6d. 
See  also  Cook  (A.  M.). 
Marett(R.  R.),  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Exeter   College,  Oxford.     THE  THRES- 
HOLD OF  RELIGION.    Cr.  Zvo.   31.  6d 

Mark's  (JeannetteX  M.A.  ENGLISH 
PASTORAL  DRAMA  from  the  Restora- 
tion to  the  date  of  the  publication  of  the 
'Lyrical  Ballads'  (1660-1798).  C?:  Zvo. 
SS.  net. 

Marr(J.  E.),  F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St  John's  Col- 
lege, Cambridge.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Third  Edition. 
Revised.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.     ts. 

AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.  Illustrated. 

MarrioU (Charles).  A  SPANISH  HOLI- 
DAY. With  8  Illustrations  by  A.  M. 
FowERAKER,  R.B.A.,  and  22  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Marriott  (J.  A.  R.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE 
AND  TIMES  OF  LORD  FALKLAND 
With  23  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

See  also  Six  Ages  of  European  History. 

Marvell  (Andrew).     See  Little  Library. 

Masefield  (John).  SEA  LIFE  IN  NEL- 
SON'S TIME.  With  16  Illustrations.  Cr. 
Zvo.     3i.  6d.  net. 

ON  THE  SPANISH  MAIN:  or.  Some 
English  Forays  in  the  Isthhius  of 
Darikn.  With  22  Illustrations  and  a  Map. 
Demv  Zvo.      \os.  6d.  net. 

A  SAILOR'S  GARLAND.  Selected  and 
Edited  by.   .Second Ed.  Cr.  Zvo.    3s.6d.net. 

AN  ENGLISH  PROSE  MISCELLANY. 
Selected  and  Edited  by.  _  Cr.  Zvo._    6s. 

Maskell  (A.).     See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Ma80n(A.  J.),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Masterman  (C.  F.  G.),  M.A.,  M.P. 
TENNYSON  AS  A  RELIGIOUS 
TEACHER.      Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  CONDITION  OF  ENGLAND. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Masterman  (J.  H.  B.),  M.A.  See  Six  Ages 
of  European  History. 

Matheson  (E.  F.).  COUNSELS  OF 
LIFE.     Fcap.  Zvo.    2s.  6d.  net. 

Maude  (J.  H.),  M.A.  See  Handbooks  of 
English  Church  History. 

May  (Phil).  THE  PHIL  MAY  ALBUM. 
Second  Edition.     i,to.     is.  net. 

Mayne  (Ethel  Colburn).  ENCHANTERS 
OF  MEN.  With  24  IHustrations.  Demy 
Zvo.     101.  6d.  net. 
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Mcakln  (Annette  M.  B.),  Kcllow  of  the 
Anthropological  Institute.  WOMAN  IN 
TRANSITION.    C>.  &vo.    6s. 

GALICIA :  The  Switzerlano  of  Stain. 
With  105  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Demy 

iVO.       17S.  6d.  Hit. 

*Medley  (D.  J.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  History 
in  the  University  of  (jl.isgow.  ORIGINAI/ 
ILLUSTRATIONSOF  ENGLISH  CON- 
STITUTIONAL HISTORY,  Comprising 
A  Selected  Number  of  the  Chief 
Charters  and  Statutes.  Cr.  Zvo.  js.  6J. 
net. 

Mellows  (Emma  S.).     A  SHORT  STORY 

or   enc;lish    literature,    o. 

M^rimee  (P.).  See  Simplified  French  Texts. 

Methuen  (A.  M.  S.),  M.A.  T  H  E 
TRAGEDY  OV  SOUTH  AFRICA. 
Cr.  Sz'o.    2S.  net.     Also  Cr.  %vo.     ■^d.  net. 

ENGLAND'S  RUIN  :  Discussed  in  Four- 
teen Lettrrs  to  a  Protectionist. 
Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     ■\d.  net. 

Meynell  (Everard).  COROT  AND  HIS 
FRIENDS.  With  28  Illustrations.  Demy 
Zvo    los.  6d.  net. 

Miles  (Eustace),  M.A.  LIFE  AFTER 
LIFE:  OK,  The  Theory  of  Reincarna- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     2S.  6d.  net. 

THE  POWER  OF  CONCENTRATION  : 
How  to  Acquire  it.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Z-'O.     35.  dd.  net. 

Millais  (J.  d.).  THE  LIFE  AND  LET- 
TERS OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS,  Presidentofthe  Royal  Academy. 
With  many  Illustrations,  of  which  2  are  in 
Photogravure.  Nciv  Edition.  Demy  Zvo. 
TS.  6d.  net. 
See  also  Little  Galleries. 

Millln  (Q.  F.).  PICTORIAL  GARDEN- 
ING.     With  21  Illustrations.     Cro^vn  Zvo. 

Minis  (C.  t!),  M.I.M.E.     See  Textbooks  of 

Technology. 
Mllne  (J.  a.),   M.A.      A     HISTORY    OF 

EGYPT     UNDER     ROMAN     RULE. 

With  143  Illustrations.    Cr.Zvo.    ds. 
Milton  (John).     A  D.\V  BOOK  OF  MIL- 

TON.    Edited  by  R.  F.  TowNDROw.  Fca/<. 

ivo.    2S.  6d.  net. 
See    also   Little    Library    and    Standard 

Minchi'nfH.  C.),M,A.     See  Peel  (R). 
MitchelUP.  Chalmers).  .M..\.  OUTLINES 

OF    mOLOGV.       With     74    Illustrations. 

Second  Kditifn.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Mitton  (a.   E.).      JANE  AUSTEN  AND 

HER     TIMES.        With    21    Illustr.itions. 

Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.      Large  Cr. 

Moffat  (Mury  M.).  QUEEN  LOUISA  OF 
i'KUSSIA.  With  20 Illustrations.  Fourth 
Edition.     Cro^vn  Zvo.     6s. 

Moll  (A.).     See  RooUs  on  Husiness. 

Molr(I).  AL).     Sre  Little  l.ibr.iry. 

Mollnos  (Dr.  Michael  de).  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Money  (L.  Q.  Chiozza),   M.P.     RICHES 


AND  POVERTY.    Ninth  Edition    Demy 

8r'<i.     5J.  net.  Also  Cr.     Z^'O.    is.  net. 
Montagu  (Henry),  Earl  of  Manchester.   See 

Library  of  Devotion. 
Montaifrne.    A  DAY  BOOK   OF.     Edited 

liy  C.  F.  Pond.     Fcap.  Zvo.    2s.  6d.  net. 
Montgomery  (H.  B.)    THE  EMPIRE  OF 

THE  EAST.  With  a  Frontispiece  in  Colour 

and  18  other  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 

Demy  Zvo.     js.  Cd.  net. 
Montmorency  (J.  E.  0.  dc),  B.A.,  LL.I!. 

THOMAS  A  KE.MIMS,  HIS  AGE  AND 

BOOK.      \Vith    22    Illustrations.      Second 

Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 
Moore  (H.  E.).     BACK  TO  THE   LAND. 

Cr.  Zvo.     ss.  (d. 
Moore  (T.  Slurge).       ART  AND  LIFE. 

Whh   8  Illustrations.     Cr.  Zvo.     $s.  net. 
Moorhouse    (E.     Hallam).       NELSON'S 

LADY  HAMILTON.     With  st  Portraits. 

Second  Edition.     Dctny  Z'jo.     qs.  6d.  net. 
Moran(CIarenceQ.).  See  Bookson  Business. 
More  (Sir  Thomas).    See  Standard  Library. 
Morfill  (W.  R.),  Oriel  College,  Oxford.     A 

HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA  FROM  PETER 

THE    GREAT    TO    ALEXANDER   II. 

With  12  Mapsand  Plans.     Cr.  Zvo.     31.  6d. 
Morich  (R.   J,).      See  School  Examination 

Series. 
Morley  (Margaret  W.).  Founded  on.   THE 

BEE    PEOPLE.      With   74    Illusuations. 

.5"^.  Croivn  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
LITTLE    MITCHELL:   The  Storv  of  a 

Mountain  Squirrel  told  by  Himself. 

With  26  Illustrations.    Sq. Cr.Zvo.    ■is.  6d. 
Morris  (J.).     THE  MAKERS  OF  JAPAN. 

With  24  Illustrations.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.  6cL 

net. 
Morris  (Joseph  E.).     See  Little  Guides. 
Morton  (A.  Anderson).     See  Brodrick(M.). 
Moule(H.  CO.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Dur- 

ham.     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 
Muir   (M.    M.    Pattlson),     M.A.       THE 

CHEMISTRY    OF    FIRE.       Illustrated. 

Cr.  Zvo.     2s.  td. 
Mundella  (V.  A.),  M.A.    See  Dunn  (J.  T.). 
Munro(R.),  M..\.,  LL.D.      See  Antiquary's 

Books. 
Musset  (Alfred  dc).     See  Simplified  French 

Te.xt. 
Myers  (A.   Wallls),      THE    COMPLETE 

LAWN    TENNIS    PLAYER.     With    90 

Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo. 

los.  6d.  net. 
Naval  Officer  (A).     See  I.  P.  L. 
Newman  (Ernest).      See   New   Library  of 

Music. 

Newman  (Qeorge),  M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E. 

.See  New  Library  of  Medicine. 
Newman  (J.  H.)  and  others.     See  Library 

of  1  'cvotion. 
Newsholme  (Arthur),  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.    See 

Now  Library  of  Medicine. 
Nichols  (Bowyer).     See  Little  Library. 
NIcklln     (T.),     M.A.        EXAMINATION 

PAPERS  IN THUCYDIDES.  Cr.  Zvo.  2S. 
Nimrod.     See  I.  P.  L. 
Norgate  (Q.  Le  Grya).    THE  LIFE  OF 


General  Literature 


17 


SIR  WALTER  SCOTT.    With  53  Illustra- 
tions by  Jen  nyWvlie.  DeniyZvo.  ■js.6d.nei. 

Norway  (A.  H.).  NAPLES.  Past  and 
Present.  With  25  Coloured  Illustrations 
by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Novalis.  THE  DISCIPLES  AT  SATS  and 
OTHER  Fragments.  Edited  by  Miss  Una 
Birch.     Fcap.  Zz'o.     -^s.  6d.  net. 

Officer  (An).     See  I.  P.  L. 

Oldfield  (W.  J.),  M.A.,  Prebendary  of 
Lincoln.  A  PRIMER  OF  RELIGION. 
Based  ok  the  Catechism  of  the  Church 
OF  England.     Crown  Zvo.     2^.  6d. 

Oldham  (F.  M.),  B.A.  See  Te.xtbooks  of 
Science. 

Oliphant  (Airs.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Oliver,  Thomas,  M.D.  See  New  Library  of 
Medicine. 

Oman(C.  W.C.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART 
OF  WAR  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 
Illustrated.     Demy  8vo.     los.  6d.  net. 

ENGLAND  BEFORE  THE  CONQUEST. 
With  Maps.    Detny  Svo.    10s.  6d.  net. 

Opp^(A.  P.).     See  Classics  of  Art. 

Ottley  (R.  L.).  D-D.  See  Handbooks  of 
Theology  and  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Overton  (J.  H.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Owen  (Douglas).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Oxford  (M.N.).  of  Guy's  Hospital.  A  HAND- 
BOOK OF  NURSING.  Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zz'O.     V.  6d. 

Pakes  (W.  C.  C).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
HYGIENE.    Illustrated.    Demy  Zvo.    is^. 

Parker  (Eric).  A  BOOK  OF  THE 
ZOO ;  By  Day  and  Night.  With  24 
Illustrations  from  Photographs  by  Henry 
Irv-ing.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

Parker  (Gilbert),  M.  P.  A  LOVER'S 
DIARY.     Fca/>.  Sz'o.    5s. 

Parkes  (A.  K.).  SMALL  LESSONS  ON 
GREAT  TRUTHS.     Eca/'.  Sto.     is.  6d. 

Parkinson  (John).  PARADISI  IN  SOLE 
TARADISUS  TERRESTRIS,  OR  A 
GARDEN  OF  ALL  SORTS  OF  PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS.     Eoiio.     £3,  -.s.  net. 

Parsons  (Mrs.  C).  GARRICK  AND  HIS 
CIRCLE.  With  36  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.  6d.  net. 

THE  INCOMPARABLE  SIDDONS.  With 
20  Illustrations.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.6d.net. 

Pascal.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Paston     (George).      SOCIAL     CARICA- 
TURE      IN       THE      EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY.    With  214  Illustrations.     Im- 
perialQuarto.    £2,  Z2S.  6d.  net. 
LADY    MARY    WORTLEY     MONTAGU 
AND    HER   TIMES      With   24   Illustra- 
tions. Second  Edition.  Demy  %vo.  1 5^.  net. 
See  also  Little  Books  on  Art  and  I.P.L. 
Patmore    (K.     A.).      THE    COURT    OF 
LOUIS  XIII.  With  ID  Illustrations.  TJiird 
Edition.     Detny  Zvo.    10s.  6d.  net. 
Patterson  (A.  H.).   NOTES  OF  AN  EAST 
COAST    NATURALIST.      Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  F.  Southgate,  R.B.A.     Second 
Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 


NATURE  IN  EASTERN  NORFOLK. 
With  12  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  Frank 
Southgate,  R.B.A.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
Zvo.     6s. 

WILD  LIFE  ON  A  NORFOLK  ESTU- 
ARY. With  40  Illustrations  by  the  Author, 
and  a  Prefatory  Note  by  Her  Grace  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford.  Detny  Zvo. 
JOS.  6d.  net. 

MAN  AND  NATURE  ON  TIDAL 
WATERS.  With  Illustrations  by  the 
Author.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Peacock  (Netta).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Peake  (C.  M.  A.),  F.R.H.S.  A  CON- 
CISE HANDBOOK  OF  GARDEN 
ANNUAL  AND  BIENNIAL  PLANTS. 
With  24  Illustrations.  Fcap.  Zz'O.  ^s.6d.  net. 

Peel  (Robert),  and  Minchin  (H.C.),  M.A. 
OXFORD.  With  100  Illustrations  in 
Colour.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

Peel  (Sidney),  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Oxford,  and  Secretary  to  the  Royal  Com- 
mission  on  the  Licensing  Laws.  PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING  REFORM.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zzio.     is.  6d. 

Pentin  (Herbert),  M.A.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Petrie  (W.  M.  Flinders),  D.  C.  L. ,  LL.  D. ,  Pro- 
fessor of  Egyptology  at  University  College. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT.  Fully  Illus- 
trated.   In  six  volumes.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s.  each. 

Vol.  i.  From  the  Earliest  Kings  to 
XVIth  Dynasty.     Sixth  Edition. 

Vol.  II.  The  XVIIth  and  XVIIIth 
Dynasties.     Fourth  Edition. 

Vol.  III.    XIXth  to  XXXth  Dynasties. 

Vol.  IV.  Egyi't  under  the  Ptolemaic 
Dynasty.     J.  P.  Mahaffy,  Litt.D. 

Vol.  v.  Egypt  under  Ro.man  Rule.  J.  G. 
Milne,  M.A. 

Vol.  VI.  Egypt  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
Stanley  Lane-Poole,  M.A. 

RELIGION  AND  CONSCIENCE  IN 
ANCIEN-r  EGYPT.  Lectures  delivered 
at  University  College,  London.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 
ELAMARNALETTERS.  Cr.Zzo.  2s.6d. 

EGYPTIAN  TALES.  Translated  from  the 
Papyri.  First  Series,  ivth  to  xiith  Dynasty. 
Edited  by  W.  INI.  Flinders  Petrie.  Illus- 
trated by  Tristram  Ellis.  .Second Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     IS.  6d. 

EGYPTIAN  TALES.  Translated  from  the 
Papyri.  Second  Series,  xviiith  to  xixth 
Dynasty.  Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis. 
Crozun  Zvo.     3^.  6d. 

EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  A 
Course  of  Lectures  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution.      Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.    3^.  6d. 

Phillips  (W.  A.).       See  Oxford  liiographies. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).  MY  DEVON  YEAR. 
With  3S  Illustrations  by  J.  Ley  Pethy- 
bridge.  Second  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
Large  Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

UP -ALONG  AND  DOWN  -  ALONG, 
Illustrated  by  Claude  Shepperson. 
Cr.  i,to.     5?.  net. 
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Phythlan  (J.  Ernest).  TREES  IN  NA- 
TURE, MYTH,  .AND  ART.  With  24 
Illustrations.     Cratvn  Zzo.     6s. 

Plarr  (Victor  O.).  M.A.  See  School  His- 
lories. 

Plato.     See  Stand.-ird  I.ibrarj-. 

I'lautus.  THE  CAPTIVI.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and  a  Com- 
mentary, by  W.  M.  Lindsay,  Fellow  of 
JfSusCoIle!;e, Oxford.  Demvivo.  \os.6ii.net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw  (J.  t.),  H.-\.  See 
School  Examination  Scries. 

Podmore  (Frank).  MODERN  SPIRI- 
TUALIS.M.       T-u'O   Volumes.      Demy  tvo. 

MESMERISM  AND  CHRISTIAN 
SCIENCE:  A  Short  History  of  Mental 
Healing.  Secofui  Ed.  Demy  %vo.  \os.  M. 
net. 

Pollard  (Alice).     See  Little  Booits  on  Art. 

Pollard  (Alfred  W.).  THE  SHAKE- 
SPEARE FOLIOS  AND  QUARTOS. 
With  numerous  Facsimiles.  Folio.  One 
Guinea  net. 

Pollard(E;lizaF.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Pollock  (David),  M.I.N. A.  See  Books  on 
Business. 

Potter  (M.  C),  M.A.,  F.L..S.  A  N 
ELEMENTARY  TEXT  -  BOOK  OF 
AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY.  Illus- 
trated.    Third  Edition.    Cf.    ?,fo.    4s.  6d. 

PowelKA.  E.).  LIEUTENANT  ROYAL 
E.XGINEERS.     Cro^vnZv:^.    2^.  6d.net. 

Power  (J.  O'Connor).  THE  MAKING 
OF  AN  ORA'l  OR.     C>.  Zvo.     6s. 

Price  (Eleanor  C).  A  PRINCESS  OF 
THE  OLD  WORLD.  With  21  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Zvo.     its.  6d.  net. 

Price  (L.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College. 
Oxon.  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY  FRO.M  ADAM 
SMITH  TO  ARNOLD  TOYNBEE. 
Sixth  Edition,     Cr.  Zvo.     ■2s.  6d. 

Protheroe  (Ernest).  THE  DOMINION 
OF  M.\N.  Gbocraphy  in  its  Human 
AsPKCT.  With  32  full-page  Illustrations. 
.Second  Edit  inn.     Cr.  Svo.     2s. 

Pselius.     See  By/.Tntine  Texts. 

Pullen-Burry  (B.I.  IN  A  GERMAN 
COLONY;  or,  Foir  Weeks  in  Nnw 
Britain.  With  8  Illustrations  and  2  Maps. 
Cr.  S7'0.     5i.  net. 

Pycraft  (W.  P.).  BIRD  LIFE.  With  2 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  G.  E.  Lodgf, 
and  m.Miy  from  Drawings  and  PhotOErapli--- 
Demy  ivo.     \ts.  6d.  net. 

•Q*  (A.  T.  Quiller  Couch).  THE 
GOLDEN  P(5.MP.  A  I'koces.';ion  up 
English  Lyrics  from  Surrey  to  Shirlky. 
SecondattdChenper  Ed.  Cr.  Sto.  is.  6d.  «<■.'. 

a.  R.  and  E.  S.       MR.     WOODHOUSE'S 
CORRESPONDENCE.     Cr.  Sr-o.    6s. 
.\Ur>  published  in  a  Colonial  I'.dition. 

Rackham  (R.  B.),  M.A.  See  Westminsier 
ConiTOTitrfties. 

Ragtr  (Laura  M.).  THE  WOMEN  ART- 
ISTS OF  BOLOGNA.  With  so  Illu'^- 
trations.     Demy  Svo.     -js.  6d.  net. 


RauK   (Lonsdale).   B.D.,  Oxon.     DANTE 

AND     HIS     ITALY.      With   32  lUusUa- 

tions.      Deiny&vo,     12s.6d.net. 
Rahtz    (F.    J.),   M.A.,    B.Sc.      HIGHER 

ENGLISH.      Ei/th    Edition.       Cr.    ivo. 

■^s.  6d. 
JUNIOR  ENGLISH.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr. 

Randolph  (b!  W.),  D.D.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Rannie  (D.  W.).  M.A.  A  STUDENTS 
HISTORY OFSCOTLAND.  C>.8t'<».  V.  W. 

WORDSWORTH  AND  HIS  CIRCLE. 
With  2o  Illustrations.  Demy  ivo.  izs.  6d. 
net. 

Rashdaii  (MastingB),  M.A.,  Fellow  and 
Tutor  of  New  Collepe,  Oxford.  DOC- 
TRINE AND  DEYELOPMENT.  Cr. 
S7'0.     6s. 

Raven  (J.  J.),  D.D  ,  F.S.A.  See  Antiquary's 
Books. 

Raven-Hill  (L.).     See  Llewellyn  (Owen). 

Rawlings  (Gertrude  Burford).  COINS 
AND  HOW  TO  KNOW  THEM.  With 
206  Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Sva. 
6s. 

Rawstorne  (Lawrence,  Esq.).    See  LP. L. 

Raymond  (Walter).     See  School  Histories. 

Rea  (Lilian).  THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES 
OF  .MARIE  MADELEINE  COUNTESS 
OF  LA  FAYETTE.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Demy  ivo.     10s.  6d.  mrt. 

Read (C. Stanford), M  B. (Lond.),M.R.C.S. , 
L.R.C.P.  FADS  AND  FEEDING.  Cr. 
8e'<?.     2s.  6d. 

Real  Paddy  (A).     See  I. P. L. 

Reason  (\V.).  M.A.  UNIVERSITY  AND 
SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS.  Edited  by 
Cr.  Bvo.     2S.  6d. 

Redpath  (H.  A.),  M..\.,  D.Litt.  See  West- 
niuislcr  Commentaries. 

Rees  (J.  D.),  CLE.,  M.I'.  THE  REAL 
INDIA.  .Second  Ldition.  DtvtyZvo.  loj. 
6d.  net. 

Reich  (Emil),  Doctor  luris.  WOMAN 
THROUGH  THE  AGES.  With  36  Illus- 
trations. T'.vo  Volumes.  DetitySvo.  21s.  net. 

Reynolds  (Sir  Joshua).  See  Little  Galleries. 

Rhodes  (W.  E. ).     See  School  Histories. 

Rickctts  (CharlesK     See  Classics  of  Art. 

Richardson  (Charles).  THECOMPLETE 
FOXHUNTER.  With  46  Illustr,-xtion.s,  of 
which  4  are  in  Colour.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  8r'(5.     12^.  6d.  net. 

Richmond  (Wilfrid),  Chaplain  of  Lincoln's 
Inn.  THE  CREED  IN  THE 
EPISTLES.     Cr.Sr.-o.     2s.6d.net. 

Riehl(VV.  H.l.   See  Simplified  German  Texts. 

Roberts  (Al.  E.).     See  Channer  (C.  C). 

Robertson  (A.),  D. D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Exeter.  RLGNUM  DEL  (The  Bamplon 
Lectures  of  1901).  A  Xcv  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Demv  ^to.     ys.  Od.  net. 

Robertson  (C.  Grant).  M..\.,  Fellow  of 
All  Souls'  Collcqe,  Oxford.  SELECT 
.STATUTES,  CASES,  AND  CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL DOCU.MENTS,  i66o-x832. 
DemvZfo.     los,  6d.  net. 
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Robertson  (C.  Qrant)  and  Bartholomew 
(J.  a.),  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.G.S.  A  HIS- 
TORICAL AND  MODERN  ATLAS  OF 
THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE.  DemyQuarto. 
i,$.  6d.  net. 

Robertson(SirG.  S.).  K.C.S.I.  CHITRAL: 
The  Story  of  a  ^Iinor  Siege.  With  S 
Illustrations.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Zvo. 
\os.  6d.  net. 

Robinson  (Cecilia).  THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  the  Kite  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Cr.  Zto.     y.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  S.).  See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Rochefoucauld  (La).     See  Little  Librarj'. 

Rodwell  (G.),  B.A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  With 
a  Preface  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden 
of  Keble  College.     Fcap.  8va.     i,s.  6d. 

Roe  (Fred).  OLD  OAK  FURNITURE.  With 
many  Illustrations  by  the  Author,  including 
a  frontispiece  in  colour.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  %vo.   1  oz.  fid.  net. 

Rogers  (A.  G.  L.),  M.A.  See  Books  on 
Business. 

Roland.     See  Simplified  French  Texts. 

Romney  (George).     See  Little  Galleries. 

Roscoe  (E.  S.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Rose  (Edward).  THE  ROSE  READER. 
Illustrated.  Cn  Zvo.  is.  6d.  Also  in  4 
Pajts.  Parts  I.  and  11.  6d.  each  ;  Part 
in.  %d. ;  Part  IV.  lod. 

Rose(Q.  H.).  See  Hey  (H.)  and  Baring- 
Gould  (S). 

Rowntree  (Joshua).  THE  IMPERIAL 
DRUG  TRADE.  A  Rk-Statement  of 
THE  Opium  Question.  Third  Edition 
Revised.     Cr.  Zvo.     is.  net. 

Royde=Smith  (N.  G.).  THE  PILLOW 
BOOK :  A  (Jarnek  of  Many  Moods. 
Collected  by.  Sccottd  Edition.  Cr.  ivo. 
4^.  €d.  net. 

POETS  OF  OUR  DAY.  Selected, 
with  an  Introduction,  by.     Fcap.  Zvo.     5^. 

Rubie  (A.  E.),  D.D.  See  Junior  Schoci 
Books. 

Rumbold  (The  Right  Hon.  Sir  Horace). 
Bart.,  G.  C.  B.,  G.  C.  M.  G.  THE 
AUSTRIAN  COURT  IN  THE  NINE- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  With  16  Illus- 
trations.    Second  Ed.    DemyZvo.   iSs.net. 

Russell  (Archibald  G.  B.).  See  Blake 
(William.) 

Russell  (W.  Clark).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL  LORD  COLLINGWOOD. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn. 
Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  ?iVo.     6s. 

Ryley  (M.  Beresford).  QUEENS  OF 
THE  RENAISSANCE.  With  24  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Zvo.     zos.  6d.  net. 

Sainsbury  (Harrington),  M.D.,  F.R.C.P. 
PRINCIPIA  THERAPEUTICA. 
Demy  Zvo.     js.  6d.  net. 
See  also  New  Library  01  Medicine. 

St.  Anselm.    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

St.  Aujjustine.     Sec  Library  of  Devotion. 

St.  Bernard.     See  Library  cf  Devotion. 


St.  Cyres  (Viscount).  See  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

St.  Francis  of  Assisi.  THE  LITTLE 
FLOWERS  OF  THE  GLORIOUS 
MESSER,  AND  OF  HIS  FRIARS. 
Done  into  English,  v-ith  Notes  by  William 
Heywood.  With  40  Illustrations  from 
Italian  Painters      Demy  Zvo.     $s.  net. 

See     also     Library     of    Devotion     and 
Standard  Library. 

St.  Francis  de  Sales.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

St.  James.  See  Churchman's  Bible  and 
Westminster  Commentaries. 

St.  Luke.     See  Junior  School  Books. 

St.    Mark.      See  Junior  School  Books  and 
1        Churchman's  Bible. 
I  St.  Matthew.     See  Junior  School  Books. 

St.  Paul.  SECOND  AND  THIRD 
EPISTLES  OF  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE 
TO  THE  CORINTHIANS.  Edited  by 
James  Houghton  Kennedy,  D.D.,  Assis- 
tant Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University 
of  Dublin.  With  Introduction,  Dissertations, 
and  Notesby  J.  ScHMiTT.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s.  See 
also  Churchman's  Bible  and  Westminster 
Commentaries. 

'  Saki  •  (H.  Rlunro).  REGINALD.  Second 
Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

Salmon  (A.  L.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Sanders  (Lloyd).  THE  HOLLAND 
HOUSE  CIRCLE.  With  24  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     iis.6d.net. 

Sathas  (C).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Schmitt  (John).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Schofield  (A.  T.),  M.D.,  Hon.  Phys.  Freiden- 
ham  Hospital.  See  New  Library  of 
Medicine. 

Scudamore  (Cyril).     See  Little  Guides. 

Scupoli  (Dom.  L.).  See  Library  of  De- 
votion. 

Segur  (Madame  de).    See  Simplified  French 
Texts. 
)  S6Iincourt  (E.  de.)    See  Keats  (John). 

Se'lincourt(Hugh  de).  GREAT  RALEGH. 
With  16  Illustrations.  Demy  Zvo.  los.  6d. 
net. 

Sells  (V,  P.),  M.A.  THE  MECHANICS 
OF  DAILY  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo. 
IS.  6d. 

Selous  (Edmund).      TOMMY    SMITH'S 
ANIMALS.      Illustrated  by  G.  W.    Ord. 
Eleventh  Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
School  Edition,  is.  6d. 

TOMMY  SMITH'S    OTHER   ANIMALS. 
Illustrated   by  Al'gusta    Guest.       Fifth 
Edition.    Fcap.  Zvo.     is  6d. 
School  Editio7t,  is.  6d. 

Senter  (George),  B.Sc.  (Lond.),  Ph.D. 
See  Textbooks  of  Science. 

Shakespeare  (William). 

THE  FOUR  FOLIOS,  1623  ;  1632  ;  1664  ; 
16S5.  Each  £j^,  4^.  net,  or  a  complete  set, 
£11,  i2S.  net. 

Folios  fi,  -i,  and  4  are  ready. 

THE  POEM'S  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKE-' 
SPEARE.    With  an  Introduction  and  Notes 
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by  Georgb  Wvndham.    Dttny  ovo.     Buck- 
•■am,  f^ilt  topy  los.  6ti. 

See    also  Arden    Shal£e<;peare,    SlandarJ 
Library  anJ  Little  Quarto  .Shakespeare. 
Sharp    (A.).    VICTORIAN    POETS.    Cr. 

Srv.     2J.  6</. 
Sharp  (Cecil).     See  Harins-Gould  (S.). 
Sharp  (Elizabeth).    See  Little  Hooks  on  Ail. 
Shedlock  (J.    S.)      THE  I'lANOFOKTK 

SONATA.    Cr.  Sro.     ss. 
Shelley  (Percy  li.).     See  Standard  Libr.ary. 
Sheppard    (H.     F.),     M.A.        See   Baring- 

Gould  (S.). 
Sherwell  (Arthur),  M.A.  LIFE  IN  WEST 
LONDON.  TAird  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo. 
2j.  (>d. 
Shipley  (Mary  E.).  AN  ENGLISH 
CHURCH  HISTORY  FOR  CHILD- 
RKN.  With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of 
Gibraltar.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Cr.  Zvo.     Each  part  qs.  6d.  net. 

Part    L— To  the  Norman  Conquest. 
Part  11.— To  the  Reformation. 
Sichel  (Walter).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Sidgwick,(Mrs.    Alfred).     HOME    LIFI". 
IN    GERM.A.NY.      With    16   Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Veiny  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
Sime  (John).     See  Little  P.ooks  on  .\rt 
SImonson    (G.     A.). 
GUARD  1.      Will 
j^to.     JC2,  Qx.  net. 
Sketchley  (R.  U.  D.). 

Art. 
Skipton  (H.   P.    K.). 

Alt. 
Sladen   (Douglas).      SICILY:    The   New 
Winter  Resort.    With  over  200  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Z-ro.     5.?.  net. 
Smallwood  (AL  G.).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 

Smedley(F.  E.).     Seel.P.L. 

Smith    (Adam).       THE    WEALTH     OF 

NATIONS.     Edited  with  an  Introduction 

and  numerous  Notts  by  EuwiN  Cannan, 

M.A.     Two  volumes.    Demy  Zvo.    21s.net. 

Smith    (H.    Bompas),    M.A.      A    NEW 

JUNIOR   ARITH.METIC      Cro7v»  Svo. 

Without  Answers,  2s.   With  Answers,  2S.  Cd. 

Smith    (H.    Clifford).      See    Connoisseur's 

Library. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).      See  Little 

Library. 
Smith  (R.  Mudie).      THOUGHTS  FOR 
THE     DAY.       Edited    by.       Ecap.    Svo. 
2S.  (id.  net. 
Smith  (Nowell  C).     See  Wordsworth  (W). 
Smith  (John   Thomas).     A   BOOK   FOR 
A    R.MNY  DAY:  Or,  Recollections  of  the 
Events  of  the  Years   1766-1833.     Edited  by 
WiLiKED    WiiiTTEN.      Illustrated.     Wide 
Demy  Zvo.    \is.  6d.  net. 
Snell  (F.  J.).     A  BOOK   OF   EXMOOR. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Sr'O.     6s. 
Snowden(C.  E.).  A  HANDY  DIGEST  OF 
r.KllISH  HISTORY.   Demy  Zvo.  ^i.  6d. 
Sophocles.     See  Classical  Tran.slations. 
Soruet  (L.  A.),   and  Acatos  (IW.  J.)    See 
Junior  School  Books. 


FRANCESCO 
41  Plates.      Imperial 

Sec  Little  Books  on 

See  Little  Books  on 


Southey    (R.).      ENGLISH      SEAMEN 
Edited  by  David  Hannav. 

Vol.  I.  (Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins, 
Drake,  Cavendish).  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
8vo.    6s. 

Vol.    11.     (Richard    Hawkins,    Grenville, 
Essex,  and  Raleigh).     Cr.  &vo.     6s. 
See  also  Standard  Library. 
Souvestre(E.).  .See  Simplified  French  Texts. 

Spence(C.  H.),  M.A.  See  School  Examina- 
tion Series. 

Splcer  (A.  Dykes),  M.A.  THE  PAPER 
TRADM  A  Descriptive  and  Historical 
Survey.  With  Diagrams  and  Plans.  Demy 
S:o.     12s.  6d.  net. 

Spooner  (W.  A.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Spragjfe  (W.  Horton),  M.A.  See  Junior 
School  Books. 

Staley  (Edgcumbe).  THE  GUILDS  OF 
FLORENCE  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
KoyalBz'O.     i6.c.  net. 

Stanbridgre  (J.  W.),  B.D.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

' Stanclif fe.'  GOLF  DO'S  AN  D  DONT'S. 
•Second  Edition.     J^'cap.  Z-'O.     is. 

Stead  (D.  W.).     Sec  Gallaher  (D.). 

Stedman(A.  M.  At.),  M.A. 

I N  U'LV  L.\ri  N.\  :  ICasy  Lessons  on  Elemen- 
tary Accidence.  Eleventh  Edition.  Ecap. 
Zvo.     \s. 

FIRST  L.\TIN  LESSONS.  Eleventh  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     2S. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes 
adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin  Primer  and 
Vocabulary.       Seventh    Edition.        iZnio. 

EASY '  SELECTIONS  FROM  C/ESAR. 
The    Helvetian    War.      Eourth    Edition. 

18  wo.       IS. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  The 
Kings  of  Rome.     Second  Edition.      iZmo. 

E.\.SY  LATIN  PASS.\GES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Thirteenth  Ed.  Ecap. 
Zz'o.     IS.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATIN.\.  First  Exercises 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Eourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     is. 

EASY  L.\TIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER  AND 
REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With 
Vocabulary.  Thirteenth  Ed.  Cr.  Zvo. 
II.  6d.     Kf.v,  31.  net. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE: 
Rules  anil  I'xercises.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     is.  6d.     With  Vocabulary.     2s. 

NOT.\NDA  gUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous 
Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules  and 
Idioms.  Eifth  Edition.  Ecap.  Zvo.  is.  6d. 
With  Vocabulary.    2J.     Kkv,  ii.  net. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPE- 
TITION :  Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects. Sixteenth  Edition.  Ecap.  Zvo. 
IS.  f>d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS. 
iZmo.     Eourth  Edition,     is. 
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STEPS  TO  GREEK.  Fourth  Edition. 
iSmo.     IS. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER.  T/tird 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION,  Fourth  Edition,  re- 
vised.    Fcaf.  ?,vo.     IS.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION. Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects.   Fourth  Edition.    Fcap.  Zvo.    \s  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS. 
For  the  use  of  Schools.  With  Introduc- 
tion, Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition.     Fcap.  87'0.     2s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH,  m'nth  Edition. 
iSwo.     Zd. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  AUnth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr,  Z7'0.     IS. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION.  Sixth  Edi- 
tion.    Fcap.  Z710.     IS.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX.  With  Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo,  2S,  6d. 
Key.     3^.  net. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects. Fourteenth  Edition.  Fcap.  8-'<7.  is. 
See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Steel  (R.  Elliott),  M.A.,  F.C.S.  THE 
WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.  With  147 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  is.  6d. 
See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Stephenson  (C),  of  the  Technical  College, 
Bradford,  and  Suddards  (F.)  of  the 
Yorkshire  College,  Leeds.  A  TEXTBOOK 
DEALING  WITH  ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS.  With 
66  full-page  Plates  and  numerous  Diagrams 
in  the  Text.  Third  Edition,  Demy  Zvo, 
•;s.  6d. 

Sterne  (Laurence).     See  Little  Librarj-. 

Steuart  (Katherine).  BY  ALLAN 
WATER.  Second  Edition.   Cr.  Zz;^.  6s. 

RICHARD  KENNOWAY  AND  HIS 
FRIENDS.  A  Sequel  to  'By  Allan 
Water. '    Denty  Zz'o,    js.  6d.  net. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.)  THE  LETTERS  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  Sidney  Colvin. 
Eighth  Edition.    2  Z'ols.     Cr.  Zto.    i2S. 

VAILIMA  LETTERS.  With  an  Etched 
Portrait  by  William  Strang.  Seventh 
Edition.     Cr.  Sz'O.     BucArani.     6s. 

THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  See 
Balfour  (G.). 

Stevenson  (M.  I.).  FROM  SARANAC 
TO  THE  MARQUESAS.  Being  Letters 
wTitten  by  Mrs.  M.  I.  Stevenson  during 
18S7-88.      Cr.  Z~'o.     6s.  net. 

LETTERS  FROM  SAMOA,  1891-95.  Edited 
and  arranged  by  M.  C.  Balfour  With 
many  Illustrations.  Second  Edition  Cr. 
Zvo.     6s.  net. 

Stoddart  (Anna  M.).  See  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

Stokes   (P.    a.),    B.A.     HOURS    WITH 


RABELAIS.     From  the  translation  of  Sir 
T.  Urquhart  and  P.  A.  Motteux.    With 
a  Portrait  in  Photogravure.  Cr.  %z-o.  y.  6d. 
net. 
Stone  (S.  J.).      POExMS   AND   IIYiMNS. 
With    a    Memoir    by    F.    G.    Ellerton, 
M.A.     With  Portrait.     Cr.  '&vo.     6s, 
Storr  (Vernon   F.).  M.A.,    Canon  of  Win- 
chester.    DEVELOPMENT     AND 
DIVINE  PURPOSE     Cr.  %vo.     ss.  net. 
Story     (Alfred     T.).       AMERICAN 
SHRINES   IN  ENGLAND.     With  4  Il- 
lustrations in  Colour,  and  19  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  %z'0.  6s. 
See  also  Little  Guides. 
Straker  (F.)*     See  Books  on  Business. 
Streane(  A.  W. ),  D.  D.  See  Churchman's  Bible. 
Streatfeild  (R.  A.).     MODERN   MUSIC 
AND   IMUSICIANS.      With   24    Illustra- 
tions.     Second  Ed.     DetnyZvo.     ys.6d.net. 
See  also  New  Library  of  Music. 
Stroud  (Henry),  D.Sc,  M.A.    ELEMEN- 
TARY PRACTICAL  PHYSICS.      With 
115  Diagrams.     Second  Edit.,  revised,     Cr. 
Zvo.     4i.  6d. 
5turch   (F.),  Staff  Instructor  to  the  Surrey 
County  Council.    MANUAL  TRAINING 
DRAWING    (WOODWORK).      With 
Solutions  to  Examination  Questions,  Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric  and  Oblique  Projection. 
j       With  50  Plates  and  140  Figures.     Foolscap, 
1       5^.  net. 

Suddards  (F.).     See  Stephenson  (C). 
I  Surtees(R.  S.).     See  I. P.  L. 

Sutherland  (William).    OLD  AGE  PEN- 

I      SIGNS  IN  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE, 

!       WITH  SOME  Foreign  Examples.     Cr,  Zvo, 

I        3J.  6d.  net. 

Swanton  (E.  W.),  Member  of  the  British 

Mycological  Societj'.  FUNGI  AND  HOW 

,       TO  KNOW  THEM.     With   16  Coloured 

;       Plates  by  M.   K.   Spittal,  and  32  Mono- 

i       tone  Plates.     Cr,  Zvo,     ss.  net. 

Symes    (J.    E.),    M.A.      THE   FRENCH 

REVOLUTION.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Zvo. 

'         2.T.  6d. 

\  Sympson  (E.  Mansel),  M.A.,  M.D.    See 

i        .'Ancient  Cities. 
Tabor  (Margaret  E.)-    THE  SAINTS  IN 

ART.     With  20  Illustrations.      Fcap.  Zvo. 

3^.  6d.  net. 
Tacitus.     AGRICOLA.    Edited  by  R.  F. 

Davis,  M.A.     Cr.  Zvo.     2s, 
GERMAN  I  A.     By  the  same  Editor.       Cr. 

Zvo.       2S. 

See  al'^o  Classical  Translations. 
Tallack(W.).   HOWARD  LETTERS  AND 

MEMORIES.     Demy  Zz'o.     10s.  6d.  net. 
Tatham  (Frederick).     See  Blake  (William). 
Tauler  (J.).     See  Library  of  Devotion. 
Taylor  (A.  E.).      THE   ELE.MENTS  OF 

METAPHYSICS.  Second  Edition.  Demy 

Zvo.     los.  6d.  net. 
Taylor  (F.Q.),  M.A.    See  Commercial  Series. 
Taylor  (1.  A.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Taylor  (John  W.).     THE   C(5MING  OF 

THE    SAINTS.      With  26   Illustrations. 

Demy  Zvo,     -js.  6d.  net. 
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Taylor  (T.  M.).  M.A.,  Fellow  of  GonviUe 
and  Caiu';  CoUegi',  Camliridce.  A  CON- 
STITUTIOXAl-  AND  POLITICAL 
HISTORY  OF  ROMK.  To  the  Reign  of 
Uomilian.  Sccon,i  i-.tiiii.n.  Cr.  Hvo.  js.  6d. 

Teasdale-Buckell  (0.  T.)-  THE  COM- 
PLETK  SHOT.  With  53  lllustration^. 
Third  Edition.      Deiny  ivo.      j2S.tid.tui. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  EARLY 
POEMS.  EdituJ,  with  Notes  and  an 
Introduction,  by  J.  CiiURTON  Collins, 
M.A.     Cr.  Sz'fl.     bi. 

IN     MEMORIAL,    .MAUD,    AND    THE 
PRINCESS.      Edited   by   J.    Ciiurton 
Collins,  M.A.     C>-.  ivo.     6s. 
See  aUo  Little  Library. 

Terry  (C.  S.).     See  Oxford  liiocraphics. 

Terry  (F.  J.),  B.A.  ELEMENTAR^ 
LATIN.     Cr.Zvo.     2S. 

TE.VCHEKS  HANDBOOK  TO  ELEMEN- 
TARY L.\  TIN.  Containing  the  necessary 
supplementary  matter  to  Pupil's  edition. 
Cr.  Srv.     3^.  6d.  net. 

Thackeray  (W.  M.).     Sec  Little  Library. 

Theobald  (F.  v.),  M.A.  INSECT  LIFE. 
Illustrated.     Second  Edition  Revised.     Cr. 

Thibaudeau(A.  C).  nONAPARTE  AND 
THE  CONSULATE.  Translated  and 
Edited  by  G.  K.  Fortksque,  LL.D.  \Vith 
12  Illustrations.     Dony  Zvo.     \os.  td.  net. 

Thompson  (A.  H.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Thompson  (Francis).  SELECTED 
POK.MS  OF  FRANCIS  THOMPSON. 
With  a  liiographical  Note  by  WiLFian 
Meynell.  With  a  Portrait  in  Photo- 
gravure.   ."Second  Ed.    Fcap.  8r'o.  5J.  net. 

Thompson  (A.  I*.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Thompson  (J.  M.),  Fellow  and  Dean  of 
iJivinity  of  M.iL;daIcn  College,  Oxford. 
JESUS  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MARK. 
Cr.  Sz'O.     ^s.  net. 

Tne8ton(MaryW.),  DAILY  STRENGTH 
FOR  DAILY  NEEDS.  .'Sixteenth  Edi- 
tion. Medium  idino.  2s.6d.net.  Also  an 
edition  in  superior  binding.  6s, 

Tompkins  (H.  VV.),  F.U.H..S.  See  Little 
Hooks  on  Art  antl  Little  Guides. 

Toynbee  (Paget),  M.A.,  D.Litt.  IN  THE 
FOOTPRINTS  OF  DANTE.  A  Trea- 
sury of  Verse  and  Prose  from  the  works  of 
Dante.     .Small  Cr.  3t\>.     4.?.  6d.  net. 

DANTIC  IN   ENGLISH    LITERATURE: 
FRO.M  CHAUCER    TO    GARY.      'E-wo 
vols.     DemyZi'o.     21s.net. 
See  also  Oxford  P.iographies  and  Dante. 

Tozer  (Basil).  THE  HORSE  IN  HIS- 
TORY.   With  25  Illustrations.   Cr.  5vo.  6s. 

Tremayne  (Eleanor  E.).  See  Romantic 
History. 

Treach  (Herbert).  DEIRDRE  WEDDED, 
AND  OTHER  PoK.MS.  Sccond  and  Revised 
Edition.     Large  Post  iz'O.     6s. 

NEW  POEMS.  Second  Edition.  Large 
Post  3-'(?.     6s. 

APOLLO  AND  THE  SEAMAN.  Larc  ' 
Pott Svo.  Paper,  i s.  6d.  net ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. net.  I 


Trevelyan(a.  M.),  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
CarabridRe.  ENGLAND  UNDER  THE 
STUARTS.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  Third 
Edition.     Demy  8:'C     io.f.  6d.  net. 

ENGLISH  LIFE  THREE  HUNDRED 
YEARS  AGO  :  Eeint;  the  first  two  chapters 
of  England  under  the  Stuarts.  Isditod  by 
J.  Turk  A  l.  HA.    Cr.  8rv.     \s. 

Triggs  (H.  Iniffo),  A.R.I. H.A.  TOWN 
P  L  A  N  N  I  N  G  :  Past,  Present,  and 
Possible.  With  173  Illustrations.  IVidt 
Royal  Zvo.     1 3J.  net. 

Troutbeck  (Q.  E.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Tyler  (E.  A.),  B.A.,  F.C.S.  See  Junior 
-School  P.ooks. 

Tyrrell-Gill  (Frances).  See  Little  Books 
on  Art. 

I'nwin  (Qcorjje).     See  .Antiquary's  Books. 

Vardon  (Harry).  THE  COMPLETE 
GOLFER.  W'ith  63  Illustrations.  Tenth 
Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

Vnughan  (Henry).     See  Little  Library. 

Vaughan (Herbert M.),  H.A.(Oxan.).  THE 
LASl'  OF  THE  ROYAL  STUARTS, 
HENRY  STUART,  CARDINAL, 
DUKE  OF  YORK.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Sr'<7.      io.f.  6d.  net. 

THE  MEDICI  POPES  (LEO  X.  and 
CLEMENT  VII.  With  20  Illustrations. 
Demy  Sr-o.     z~,s.  net. 

THE  NAPLES  RIVIERA.  With  25  IIIus- 
trations  in  Colour  by  Maurice  Gkeiffe.n- 
iiagen.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Sz'o.     6s. 

Vernon  (Hon.  VV.  Warren\  M.A.  READ- 
INGS ON  THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE. 
With  an  Introduction  by  ilie  Rev.  Dr. 
Moouf:.  In  T^vo  Volumes.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  S710.     1 5J.  net. 

READINGS  ON  THE  PURGATORIO 
OF  DANTE.  With  an  Introduction  by 
the  late  Dean  Church.  In  Two  I'olumes. 
Tliird  Edition.     Cr.%vo.      i$s.  net. 

READINGS  ON  THE  PARADISO  OF 
DANTE.  With  an  Introduction  by  the 
Bishop  ok  RiroN.  [n  Two  I'olumes. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.      i^s.  net. 

Vincent  (J.  E.).  THROU(;H  EAST 
ANGLIA  IN  A  MOTOR  CAR.  With 
16  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  Frank  South- 
CATi.;,  R.B..\..  and  a  Map.     Cr.  Zro.    6s. 

Voegelin  (A.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examina- 
tion Si.-ries. 

WaddclKCol.  L.  A.),  LL.D.,C.r>.  LHASA 
AND  ITS  MYSTERIES.  WithaRecord 
of  the  Expedition  of  1903-190.1.  With  155 
Illustrations  and  Maps.  Third  and 
Cheaper  Edition.    Medium  Zvo.  js.  6d.  net. 

\Vade(a.  W.),  D.D.  OLDTESTAMENT 
HISTORY.     With  .Maps.     Sixth  Edition. 

Wade  (O.  w".),  D.D.,  and  Wade  (J.  H.), 
.M.A.     See  Little  Guides. 

Wagner  (Richard).  RICHARD  WAG- 
NER'S MUSIC  DRAMAS:  Interpreta- 
tions, embodying  Wagner's  own  explana- 
tions. By  Alice  Leighton  Ci.eatiier 
and  Basil  Crump.  In  Thret  Volumes. 
Fcap  ivo.     2S.  6d.  each. 
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Vol.  I.— The  Ring  of  the  Nibelung. 

Third  Edition. 
Vol.    II. — Paksifal,    Lohengrin-    and 

The  Holy  Grail. 

Vol.  hi. — Tristan  and  Isolde. 

Waineman  (Paul).    A  SUMMER  TOUR 

IN  FIXL.\ND.     With  16  Illustrations  in 

Colour  by  Alexander  Federley,  16  other 

Illustrations    and    a    Map.       Detny    ivo. 


los.  6d.  net. 
Walkley  (A. 

Cr.  Sve.     6s. 
Wall  (J.  C). 


B.).    DRAMA  AND  LIFE. 


See  Antiquary's  Books. 

Wallace- HadrUI  (F.),  Second  Master  at 
Heme  Bay  College.  REVISION  NOTES 
ON  ENGLISH  HISTORY.   Cr.  8vo.    is. 

Walters  (H.  B.).  See  Little  Books  on  Art 
and  Classics  of  Art. 

^^'alton  (F.  W.),  M.A.    See  School  Histories. 

Walton  (Izaak)  and  Cotton  (Charles). 
See  I.P.L.  and  Little  Library. 

Waterhouse  (Elizabeth).  WITH  THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED:  Little  Homilies  to 
Women  in  Countrj' Places.  Secojui  Edition. 
Small PottZvo.     -is.  net. 

COMPANIONS  OF  THE  WAY.  Being 
Selections  for  Jlorning  and  Evening  Read- 
ing. Chosen  and  arranged  by  Elizabeth 
Waterhouse.    Large  Cr.  Zvo.     ^s.  net. 

THOUGHTS  OF  A   TERTIARY.      Poit 
%vo.     \s.  net. 
See  also  Little  Library. 

Watt  (Francis).    See  Henderson  (T.  F.). 

Weatherhead  (T.  C),  M.A.    EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS  IN  HORACE.  Cr.  %vo.  is. 
See  also  Junior  Examination  Series. 

Webb  (George  W."),  B.A.  A  SYSTEM- 
ATICGEOGRAPHY  OFTHE  BRITISH 
ISLES.  With  Maps  and  Diagrams.  Cr. 
Zz'o.     IS. 

Webber  (F.  C).  See  Textbooks  of  Techno- 
logy. 

*Welgall  (Arthur  E.  P.).  A  GUIDE  TO 
THE  ANTIQUITIES  OF  UPPER 
EGYPT  :  From  Abydos  to  the  Sudan 
Frontier.  With  67  Maps,  and  Plans. 
Cr.  &V0.     -js.  6d.  net. 

Weir  (Archibald),  M.A.  AN  INTRO- 
DUCTION TO  THE  HISTORY  OF 
MODERN  EUROPE.     Cr.  Sva.     6s. 

Welch  (Catharine).  THE  LITTLE 
D.\UPHIN.  With  16  Illustrations.  Cr. 
Svt>.     6s. 

Wells  (Sidney  H.)  See  Textbooks  of  Science. 

Wells(J.),M.A..FellowandTutorofWadham 
College.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     -xs.M. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.       Ninth 
Edition.     With  3  Maps.     Cr.  Svo.      2^.  6d. 
See  also  Little  Guides. 

Wesley  (John).     See  Library-  of  Devotion. 

Westell  (W.  Percival).  THE  YOUNG 
NATURALIST.  A  Guide  to  British 
Ani.mal  Life  With  8  Coloured  Plates  by 
C.  F.  New  ALL,  and  240  specially  selected 
Photographs  from  the  collections  of  well- 
known  amateur  photographers.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Westell  (W.  Percival),  F.L.S.,  M.B.O.U., 


and  Cooper  (C.  S.),  F.R.H.S.  THE 
YOUNG  BOTANIST.  With  8  Coloured 
and  63  Black  and  White  Plates  drawn  from 
Nature,  by  C.  F.  Newall.  Cr.  Si'O.  ^s.  6d. 
net. 

Whibley  (C).     See  Henley  (W.  E.). 

Whibley  (L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge.  GREEK  OLIGAR- 
CHIES :  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHAR.\CTER.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

White  (Eustace  E.I.  THE  COMPLETE 
HOCKEY  PL.A.YER.  With  32  Illustra- 
tions.   Second  Edition.    De7i!yZvo.  5s.net. 

White  (George  F.),  Lieut.-Col.  A  CEN- 
TURY OF  SPAIN  AND  PORTUGAL. 
Detity  Zvo.     \is.  6d.  net. 

White  (Gilbert).     See  Standard  Library. 

Whitfield  (E.  E.),  M.A.  See  Commercial 
Series. 

Whitehead  (A.  W.).  GASPARDDE 
C  O  L  I  G  N  Y,  Admiral  of  France. 
With  26  Illustrations  and  10  Maps  and 
Plans.     Detny  Se'^;.     I2.r.  6d.  net. 

\Vhiteley  (R.  Lloyd),  F.I.C.,  Principal  of 
the  Municipal  Science  School,  West  Brom- 
wich.  AN  ELEMENTARY  TEXT- 
BOOK OF  INORGANIC  CHEMISTRY. 
Cr.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

Whitley  (Miss).    See  Dilke  (Lady). 

Whitling  (Miss  L.),  late  StalT  Teacher  of 
the  National  Training  School  of  Cookery. 
THE  COMPLETE  COOK.  With  42 
Illustrations.     Demy  Zz/o.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Whitten  (W.).     See  Smith  (John  Thomas). 

Whyte(A.  Q.),  B.Sc.   See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilberforce  (Wilfrid).  See  Little  Books 
on  Art. 

Wilde  (Oscar).  DE  PROFUNDIS. 
Tivelftk  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     ^s.  net. 

THE  WORKS  OF  OSCAR  WILDE.  In 
12  Volumes.  Fcap.  Svo.  Gilt  tcp.  Deckle 
edge.     Si.  net  each  voiutne. 

I.  Lord  Arthur  Savile's  Crime  and 
the  Portrait  ok  Mr.  W.  H.  ii.  The 
Duchess  of  Padua,  hi.  Poe.ms  (includ- 
ing '  The  Sphinx,'  '  The  Ballad  of  Reading 
Gaol,'  and  '  Uncollected  Pieces ')  iv.  Lady 
Windermere's  F.-\n.  v.  A  Woman  of  No 
Importan'ce.     VI.  An  Ideal  Husband. 

VII.  The  Importance  of  being  Earnest. 

VIII.  A  House  of  Pomegran.\te3.  ix. 
Intentions.  x.  De  Profundis  and 
Prison  Letters,  xi.  Essays ('  Historical 
Criticism,' '  English  Renaissance,' '  London 
Models,' '  Poems  in  Prose'),  xii.  Salo.m^, 
A  Florentine  Tragedy,  L.\  Sainte 
Courtisane. 

WilkJns  (VV,  H.),  B.A.  THE  ALIEN 
INVASION.     Cr.  %vo.     ■zs.  6d. 

Williams  (H.  Noel).  THE  WOMEN 
BONA  PARTES.  The  Mother  and  three 
Sisters  of  Napoleon.  With  36  Illustrations. 
In  Two  Volumes    Demy  Zz'o.     24^  net. 

A  ROSE  OF  SAVOY  :  Marie  Adelaide  of 
Savoy,  DuchessedeBourgogne.Moi  her 
of  Louis  xv.  With  a  Frontispiece  in 
Photogtavure  and  16  other  lUustratians. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     isj.  net 
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Williams    (A.).      PETROL    PETER:    or 

I'retty  Stories  ami  Funny  Pictures.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  \>y  A.  W.  Mills.  Demy 
^(0.     y.  6d.  net. 

Williamson  (M.  U.).i  M.A.  See  Ancient 
Cities. 

Williamson  (VV.),  B..\.  Sec  Junior  Ex- 
amination Scries,  Junior  School  Hooks,  and 
Beginner's  l^ooks. 

Wilmot-Buxton  (E.  M.),  F.  R.  Hist.  S. 
MAKERS  OF  EUROPE.  Outlines  of 
European  History  for  the  Middle  Forms  of 
Schools.  With  12  Maps.  Tenth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     3^.  6(i. 

THE  ANCIENT  WORLD.  With  Maps  and 
Illustr.itions.     Cr.ivo.     3s.  6ti. 

A  BOOK.  OF  NOBLE  WOMEN.  With 
16  Illustrations.     Cr.  Si'o.     3^.  61/. 

A  HISTORY  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN  : 
FROM  THE  Coming  of  the  Anglhs  to 
THE  Year  1870.  With  20  Maps.  Secoui 
Etiition.     Cr.  '&vo.     3J.  dd. 

BY  ROAD  AND  RIVER.  A  Descriptive 
Geography  of  the  British  Isles.  With  12 
Illustrations  and  12  Maps.  Cr.  8i'<7.  2^. 
See  also  Beginner's  Books  and  New  His- 
torical Series. 

Wilson(Bishop.)>    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Wilson  (A.  J.)>     See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilson  (H.  A.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilton  (Richard),  M.A.  LYRA  P  A S- 
TOR-ALIS  :  Songs  of  Nature,  Church,  and 
Home.     Pctt  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

WInbolt  (S.  E.),  M.-'V-  EXERCISES  IN 
LATIN  ACCIDENCE.     Cr.  ?,vo.     is.  6d. 

LATIN  HEXAMETER  VERSE  :  An  Aid  to 
Composition.    Cr.  Svo.  3^.  6tf.    Kkv,  5^.  net. 

WindIe(B.  C.  A.),  D.Sc.,F.R.S.,  F.S.  A.  See 
Antiquary's  Books,  Little  Guides,  Ancient 
Cities,  and  School  Histories. 

Wood  (Sir  Evelyn),  F.  .M..  V.C,  G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G.  FROM  MIDSHIPMAN  TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL.  With  Illustrations, 
and  29  Maps.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Demy  ?>vo.     js.  6d.  net. 

THE  REVOLT  IN  HINDUSTAN.  iSsy- 
59.  With  8  Illustrations  and  5  Maps. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Wood  (J.  A.  E.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Wood  (J.  Hickory).  DAN  LENO.  Illus- 
tratcd.      Tliird  JCdition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Wood  (VV.  Birkbeck),  M.  A.,  late  Scholar  of 
Worcester  College,  Oxford,  and  Edmonds 


(Major  J.  E.),  R.E.,  D.A.Q.-M.G.  A 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CIVIL  WAR  IN 
THE  UNITED  STATES.  With  an 
Introduction  by  H.  Si'enskr  Wilkinson. 
V/ith  14  Maps  and  Plans.  Second  Edition. 
Demy  Bt'O.     i  qs.  6d.  net. 

Wordsworth  (Christopher),  M.A.  See 
Antiquary  s  Books. 

Wordsworth  (W.).  THE  POEMS  OF. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
Nowell  C.  Smith,  late  I'ellow  of  New 
College,  Oxford.  In  Three  I'olumes. 
Demy  Zvo.     1 5^ .  net. 

POEMS  BY  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 
.Selected  with  an  Introduction  bySroPFOKD 
A.  Brooke.  With  40  Illustrations  by  E. 
H.  New,  including  a'  Frontispiece  in 
Photogravure.  Cr.  Zvo.  ^s.  6d.  net. 
.See  also  Little  Library. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
See  Little  Library. 

Wright  (Arthur),  D.D.,  Fellow  of  Queen's 
College,  Cambridge.  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

Wright  (C.  Gordon).    See  Dante. 

Wright  (J.  C).  TO-D.\Y.  Thoughts  on 
Life  for  every  day.   Deniy\6mo.   is.  6d.  net. 

Wright  (Sophie).  GERMAN  VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR  REPETITION.  Second 
JCdition.     J-ca/-.  Ri'o.      is.  6d. 

Wyatt  (Kate  M.).     See  Gloag  (M.  R.). 

Wylde(A.  B.).  MODERN  ABYSSINIA. 
With  a  Map  and  a  Portrait.  Demy  Zve. 
i^s.  net. 

Wyllie  (M.  A.).  NORWAY  AND  ITS 
FJORDS.  With  16  Illustrations,  in  Colour 
by  W.  L.  Wvi.i.iK,  R.A.,  and  17  other 
Illustrations.    .'Second  Ed.    Cr.Zr-o.     6s. 

Wyndham  (Geo.).    See  Shakespeare  (Wm.). 

Yeats  (W.  B.).  A  BOOK  OF  IRISH 
VERSJ'l.  Rern'sed and  Enlarged  Edition. 
Cr.  %vo.     3S.  6d. 

Young  (Filson).  THE  COMPLETE 
MOTORIST.  With  138  Illustrations. 
AV?i>  Edition  (Seventh),  with  many  addi- 
tions.    Detny.  ivo.     12s.  6d.  net. 

THE  JOY  OF  THE  ROAD:  An  Apprecia- 
tion of  the  Motor  Car.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece in  Photogravure.  .Sm.DemyZ^'o.^s.net. 

Zachariah  of  Mitylene.  See  Byzantine 
Texts. 

Zimmern  (Antonia).  WHAT  DO  WE 
KNOW  CONCERNING  ELECTRI- 
CITY?    Fcap.Zvo.     is.6d.net. 


Ancient  Cities 


General  Editor,  B.  C.  A. 

Cr.  8vo. 

Bristol.  By  .Mfred  Harvey,  M.B.  Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New. 

Canterbury.  By  J.  C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S. A. 
Illustrated  by  B.  C.  Boulter. 

Chestfr.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle.D.Sc.  F.R.S. 
Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

Dl'bli.m.  ByS.  a.  O.  Fitzpatrick.  Illustrated 
by  W.  C.  Green. 


WINDLE,  D.Sc,  F.R.S. 

4s.  6ti.  net. 

EmNBURGH.      By  M.    G.    Williamson,  M.A. 

Illustrated  by  Herbert  Railton. 
Lincoln.       By  E.    Manse!   Sympson,  M.A., 

M.D.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Shrewsbury.      By  T.  Auden,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

Illustrated  by  Katharine  M.  Roberts. 
Wells  .and  Glasto.vburv.    EyT.  S.  Holmes. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
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The  Antiquary's  Books 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 
Demy  %vo.     Ts.  6d.  net. 


Akch-IiOlogy     and     False     Antiquities. 

By  R.  Munro,  LL.D.    With  81  Illustrations. 
Bells  of  England,  The.     By  Canon  J.  J. 

Raven,  D.D.,  F.S.A.       With   60  Illustra- 
tions.    Second  Edition. 
Brasses   of   England,    The.     Bv   Herbert 

W.  Macklin,  M.A.     With  85   Illustrations. 

Second  Edition. 
Celtic    Art    in    Pagan    and    Christian 

Times.      By    J.     Romilly    Allen,    F.S.A. 

With  44  Plates  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Domesday   Inquest,   The.       By    Adolphus 

Ballard,  B.A.,  LL.B.    With  27  Illustrations. 
English  Church  Furniture.   By  J.  C.  Cox, 

LL.D.,    F.S.A.,     and    A.    Harvey,    M.B. 

With  121  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 
English  Costume.    From  Prehistoric  Times 

to  the  End  of  the  Eichteenth  Centurj-.     Bv 

George  Clinch,  F.G.S.     With  131  Illustra- 
tions. 
English  Monastic  Life. 

Abbot  Gasquet,  O.S.B. 

tions,  Maps  and  Plan::. 
English    Seals.        By   J. 

With  93  Illustrations. 


By  the  Right  Rev. 

With  50  Illustra- 
Fourth  Edition. 

Harvey    Bloom. 


Folk-Lore  as  an  Historical  Science.  By 
G.  L.  Gomme.     With  28  Illustrations. 

Gilds  and  Companies  of  London,  The. 
By  George  Unwin.     With  37  lUustr.itlons. 

Manor  and  Manorial  Records,  The. 
By  Nathaniel  J.  Hone.  With  54  Illustra- 
tions. 

Medi/eval  Hospitals  of  England,  The. 
By  Rotha  Mary  Clay.  With  many  Illus- 
trations. 

Old  Service  Books  of  the  English 
Church.  By  Christopher  Wordsworth, 
M.A.,  and  Henry  Littlehales.  With 
38  Coloured  and  other  Illustrations. 

Parish  Life  in  Medi-ev.^l  England.  By 
the  Right  Rev.  Abbott  Gasquet,  O.S.B. 
With  39  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 

Remains  of  the  Prehistoric  Age  i.n 
England.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc, 
F.R.  S.  With  94  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition. 

Royal  Forests  of  England,  The.  By  J. 
C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A.  With  23  Plates  and 
23  other  Illustrations. 

Shrines  of  British  Saints.  ByJ.  C.  WalL 
With  28  Plates  and  50  other  Illustrations. 


The  Arden  Shakespeare 

Demy  Svo.     2s.  dd.  net  each  volume. 

An  edition  of  Shakespeare  in  single  Plays.     Edited  with  a  full  Introduction,  Textual 
Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

*Macbeth.     Edited  by  H.  Cuningham. 
Measure  for  Measure.     Edited  by  H.  C. 

Hart. 
Merchant  of   Venice,    The.      Edited    by 

C.  K.  Pooler. 
Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  The.    Edited  by 

H.  C.  Hart. 
A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.     Edited  by 

H.   Cuningham. 
Othello.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 
Pericles.     Edited  by  K.  Deighton. 
Romeo    and    Juliet.     Edited    by    Edward 

Dowden. 
Tamlng  of   the  Shrew,  The.     Edited  by 

R.  Warwick  Bond. 
Tempest,  The.     Edited  by  M.  Luce. 
TiMON  OF  Athens.     Edited  by  K.  Deighton. 
Titus  Andronicus.  Edited  by  H.B.  Eaildon. 
Troilus    and    Crkssida.        Edited    by    K. 

Deighton. 
Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  The.     Edited 

by  R.  W.  Bond. 
Twelfth  Night.     Edited  by  M.  Luce. 


All's  Well  That  Ends  Well.     Edited  by 

W.  O.  Brigstoclce. 
Antony  and  Cleopatra.     Edited  by  R.  H. 

Case. 
Ctmbeline.     Edited  by  E.  Dowden. 
Comedy  of  Errors,  The.     Edited  by  Henry 

Cuningham. 
Hamlet.     Edited   by  E.  Dowden.      Second 
Edition. 

Edited  by  M.  Macmillan. 
Edited  by  H.  A.  Evans. 
Pt.  I.       Edited  by  H.  C. 


Julius  Caesar 
King  Henry  v. 
King  Henry  vi. 

Hart. 
King  Henry  vi. 

Hart  and  C.  K 


Edited  by  H.  C. 


H. 


Pt.  II. 
Pooler. 
King  Lear.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Craig. 
King    Richard    hi.        Edited    by    A. 

Thompson. 
Life  and  Death  of  King  John, The.  Edited 

by  Ivor  B.  John. 
Love's   Labour's   Lost.     Edited  by  H.  C. 
Hart. 
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Kasy  Dictation    and    Spelling.      By 

Williamson,  U. A.  .SiTr«//«A'</.  Fcap.%vo.   \s. 
Easy  Kxercises  in  Arithmei  ic.     Arranged 

l>y  W.  S.   Beard.     Thini  Edition.    I'cap. 

%vo.    Without  Answers,  is.    With  Answers. 

II.  3</. 
Easy  French  Rhymes.      By  Henri  Blouct. 

Second  Edition.    Illustrated.   Fcap.%vo.    is. 
An     Easy     Poetry    Book.       Selected    and 

arranged  by  W.  Williamson,  B.A.     Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Sr'c.     is. 


The  Beginner's  Books 

Edited  by  W.  WILLIAMSON.  B.A. 
W 


Easy  Stories  from  English  IIistotiy.  T!y 
E.  M.  Wilmot -Buxton,  F.K.Hi';t.S.  Fi/th 
Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    is. 

A  First  History  of  Greece.   By  E.  K,.  Finh. 

With  7  Maps.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  bd. 
Stories  from  Roman  History.     By  E.  M. 

Wilmot-Buxton.    Second  Edition.   Cr.  Bz'o. 

IS.  6d. 

Stories  from  thf.  Old  Testament.  By 
E.  M.  Wilmot-Buxton.     Cr.  Sto.     is.  M. 


Books  on  Business 

Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 


Automobile  Industry,  The 

Stone. 
Brewi.ng    Industry,    The. 

F.I.C.,  F.C.S.     With  28  Illus'trations. 
Business   of    Advkrtising,  Thk.      C. 

Moran,     With  11  Illustrations. 
Business  Sidk  of  Agriculture,  The. 

G.  L.  Rogers. 
Business  ok  Insurance,  Thf.    .\.  J.  Wilsun. 
Civil  Engineering.    C.  T.  Fidler.     With  15 

Illustrations. 
Cotton   Industry  and  Trade,  The 

Chapman.     With  8  Illustrations. 
The    Electrical    Industry  :     Lighting, 

Traction,  and  Power.    A.  G.  Whyte, 
Iron  Trade  of  Great  Britain,  The.     J. 

S.  Jeans.    With  12  Illustrations. 


G.  Holden- 
J.    I..    Baker, 
G. 
A. 


S.J. 


Law  in  Business.     II.  .\.  Wilson. 

Mining   and    Mining    Investments.       A. 
Moil. 

-Money  Market,  The.     F.  Straker. 

MoNoroi.iEs.  Trusts,   and  Kartflls.      F. 

W.  Hirst. 
Ports  and  Docks.     Douglas  Owen. 
Railways.     E.  R.  McDermott. 
Shipbuilding  Industry  The  :   Its  Historj-, 

Practice,    Science,   and    Finance.       David 

Pollock,  M.I.N.A. 

Stock  Exchange,  The.  C.  Duguid.  Second 
Edition. 

Trade  Unions.     G.  Drage. 


Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J,  B.  BURY.  M.A.,  Litt.D. 


The  Svriac  Chronicle  known  as  that  oi- 
Zachari.mi  ok  Mitvlene.  Traiisl.itcJ  by 
F.  J.  Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  E.  W.  Brooks. 
Demy  Zvo.     12s.  6d.  net. 

Evagrius.  Edited  by  L.  Bidez  and  Lion 
Parmentier.     Demy  S-'o.     10s.  6d.  tirt. 


Thf,  History  ok   Pselj-Us.     Edited  by  C. 

Sathas.     Deniyivp.     i$s.  net. 
Ecthesis  Chronica  and  Chronicon  Athen- 

arum.     Edited  by  Professor  S.  P.  Lainbro-;. 

Demy  Zz'O.     js.  6d.  net. 
The  Chronicle  of  Morea.    Edited  by  John 

Schmilt.     Demy  Svo.     iss.net. 


The  Churchman's  Bible 


General  Editor.  J.  II.  1 
/^ca/>.  Svo.     is 

The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  to 

the  Galatians.     Explained   by   A.    W. 

Robinson,  M.A.     Second  Edition. 
EccLESiASTES.    Explained  by  A.  W.  Streanc, 

D.D. 
The  Episti.r  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostlk  to 

THE  Philippians.    Explained  by  C.   K.  D. 

Biggs,  D.D.     Second  Edition. 


The  Epistlf.  of  St.  James. 
H.  W.  Fulford    M.A. 


Explained  by 


5URN,  H.D.,  F.R.S.K. 
6  J.  It  el  each. 

Isaiah.  Explained  by  W.  E.  Barnes,  D.D. 
Two  Volumes.    With  Map.     2s.  net  each. 

The  Epistle  ok  St.  Paul  the  Ai'osti.e  to 
THE  Ephesians.  Explained  by  G.  II.  Whita- 
ker,  M.A. 

The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Mark. 
Explained  by  J.  C.  Du  Buisson,  M.A. 
2.S.  6d.  net. 

The  Epistle  of  Paul  the  Apostle  to 
the  Colossians  and  Philemon.  Ex- 
plained by  H.  J.  C.  Kn!;jhf.    is.  net. 
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The  Churchman's  Library 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

^s.  Od.  each. 

Some    New    Testament    Phoelems. 

Arthur  Wright,  D.  D.    (>s. 
The  Workmanship  of  'i  me  Prayfr  Book  : 

Its  Literary  and  Liturgical  Aspects,     l^y  J. 

Dowden,  D.D.     Second  Edition,  Revised 

and  Enlarged. 


Crcnvn  Zvo. 

The  Beginnings  of  Knglisii  Christianity. 
By  W.  E.  Collins,  RLA.     With  Map. 

Introduction   to  the 
ByA.  M.  Mackay,  B.A. 


By 


The  Churchman's 

Old  Testament. 

Second  Edition. 
Evolution.     By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 


Classical  Translations 


Cro-d 

Aeschylus — The  Oresteian  Trilogy  (Agamem- 
non, Choephoroe,  Eumenides).  Translated 
by  Lewis  Campbell,  LL.D.     5^^. 

Cicero— De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N. 
P.  i\Ioor,  M.A.     Second  Edition.     3^.  6(f. 

Cicero — The  Speeches  against  Cataline  and 
Antony  and  for  iMurena  and  Milo.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  E.  D.  Elakiston,  ^LA.     5^. 

Cicero — De  Natura  Deorum.  Translated  by 
F.  Brooks,  I\I.A.     3^.  6d. 

Cicero— De  Officiis.  Translated  by  G.  B. 
Gardiner,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 


'ft  Svo. 

Horace— The  Odes  and  Epodes.    Translated 
byA.  D.  Godley,  M.A.     2;r. 

Lucian — Six  Dialogues    Translated  by  S.  T. 
Irwin,  M.A.     3^^.  6d. 

Sophocles — Ajax  and  Electra.     Translated  by 
E.  D.  Morshead,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 

Tacitus — Agricola    and    Germania.      Trans- 
lated by  R.  B.  Townshend.     2.r.  6d. 

Juvenal — Thirteen  Satires.      Translated  by 
S.  G.  Owen,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 


Classics  of  Art 


Edited  by  Dr.  J. 
IFide  Royal  %■ 

The  Art  of  the  Greeks.  By  H.  B.  Walters. 
With  112  Plates  and  i3  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.     \2S.  6d.  net. 

Florentine  Sculptors  of  the  Rennais- 
ANCE.  By  Wilhelm  Bode,  Ph.D.  Trans- 
lated by  Jessie  Haynes.  With  94  Plates. 
12s.  6d.  net. 

Ghirlandaio.  By  Gerald  S.  Davies,  Master 
of  the  Charterhouse.  With  50  Plates. 
Second  Edition.     10s.  6d. 

Michelangelo.  By  Gerald  S.  Davies,  Master 
of  the  Charterhouse.  With  126  Plates. 
i2s.  6d.  net. 


H.  W.  LAING 
I'o.     Gilt  top. 
Rubens.     By  Edward  Dillon,  M.A.     With  a 

Frontispiece  in  Photogravure  and  483  Plates. 

25^-.  net. 

Raphael.  By  A.  P.  Oppe.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece in  Photogravure  and  200  Illustra- 
tions.    i2j;.  dd.  net. 

*Titian.  By  Charles  Ricketts.  With  about 
200  Illustrations.     \2s.  6d.  net. 

Velazquez.  By  A.  de  Beruete.  With  94 
Plates.     10s.  6d.  net. 


Commercial  Series 


Crow 

British  Commerce  and  Colonies  from 
Elizabeth  to  Victoria.  By  H.  de  B. 
Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  Fourth  Edition.  2s. 

Commercial  Examination  Papers.    By  H. 

de  B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
The  Economics  of  Commerce,      By  H.  de 

B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 

IS.  6d. 
A  German  Commercial  Reader.     By  S.  E. 

Bally.     With  Vocabulary.     2s. 
A  Commercial  Geography  of  the  British 

Empire.     By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.     Eighth 

Edition.     2S. 

A  Commercial  Geography  of  Foreign 
Nations.     By  F.  C.  Boon,  B.A.     2s. 

A  Primer  of  Business.  By  S.  Jackson, 
M.A.     Fourth  Edition,     is.  hd. 


A  Short  Commekcial  Arithmetic.    By  F. 

G.  Taylor,  M.A.     Fourth  Edition.     \s.  6d. 
French  Commercial  Correspondence.    By 

S.   E.   Bally.     With  Vocabulary.     Fourth 

Edition.     2S. 
German  Commercial  Correspondence.   By 

S.    E.   Bally.      With  Vocabulary.     Second 

Edition.     2s.  6d. 
A  French  Commercial  Reader.    By  S.  E. 

Bally.  With  Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  2s. 
Precis  Writing  and  Office  Correspond- 
ence.    By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.     Second 

Edition.     2S. 
An  Entrance  Guide  to  Professions  and 

Business.     By  H.  Jones,     is.  6d. 
The  Principles  of  Book-keeping  by  Double 

Entry.     By  J.  E.  B.  M'AUen,  M.A.     2^. 
Commercial  Law.  By  W.  Douglas  Edwards. 

Second  Edition.     2S. 
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The  Connoisseur's  Library 

Wide  Royal  ivo.     2^s.  net. 


Mezzotints.     Py  Cyril  Davenport 

Plates  in  Photogravure. 
PoRCRLAiN.      )?y  Kiiw.irJ   Dillon.      With    19 

Plates  in  Colour,  20  in  Collotype,  and  5  in 

Photogravure. 
Miniatures.      Py  Dudley  Heath.      With  9 

Plates  in  Colour,  13  in  Collotype,  and  15  in 

Photogravure. 
Ivories.     By  .\.  Maskell.     With  80  Plates  in 

Collotype  and  Photogravure. 
English    Fuknituke.  "    By  F.  .S.   Robinson. 

With   160  Plates  in   Collotype  and  one  in 

Photogravure.     Second  Edition. 
English     Coloured     Books.       By    Martin 

Hardie.      With  28   Illustrations  in  Colour 

and  Collotype. 


With  40  I  European  Enamels.  By  Henry  II.  Cunyng- 
hame,  C.B.  With  S4  Plates  in  Collotype 
and  Half-tone  and  4  Plates  in  Colour. 

Goldsmiths'  and  .Silversmiths' Wokk.  By 
Nelson  Dawson.  With  51  Plates  in 
Collotype  and  a  Frontispiece  in  Photo- 
gravure.    Second  Edition. 

Glass.  By  Edward  Dillon.  With  37  Illus- 
trations in  Collotype  and  12  in  Colour. 

Seals.  By  Walter  de  Gray  Birch.  With  53 
Illustrations  in  Collotype  and  a  Frontispiece 
in  Photogravure. 

Jkwkllery.  By  H.  Clifford  Smith.  With  50 
Illustrations  in  Collotype,  and  4  in  Colour. 
Second  Edition. 


Handbooks  of  English  Church  History 

Editedby  J.   H.  BURN.  B.D.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.6d.fiet. 

The  Foundations  OK  thb  English  Church. 
J.  H.  Maude. 

The  Saxon  Church  and  the  Norman  Con- 
quest.    C.  T.  Cruttwell. 


The  Medijkval  Church  and  the  Papacy 

A.  C.  Jennings. 
The    Refor.mation    Period.      By    Henry 

Gee. 


The  Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books 

Fcap  ?ivo.     jS.  (>d.  }:et  each  volume. 


COLOUR 

Old  Coloured  Books.    By  George  P.iston. 

With  16  Coloured  Plates.  Fcap.Zvo.  is.  net. 
The  Like  and  Death  of  John  Mvtton,  Esq. 

By  Niinrod.     With  iS  Coloured  Plates  by 

Henry  Aiken  and  T.  J.  Kawlins.       l-'i/tli 

Edition. 
The  Life  of  a  Sportsman.      By  Nimrod. 

With  35  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Aiken. 
Handlev  Cross.     By  R.  S.  Surtees.     With 

17  Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts  in  the 

Text  by  John  Leech.      Third  Edition. 
Mr.   Sponge's  .Sporting  Tour.     By  R.  S. 

Surtees.     With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90 

Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John  Leech. 
JORROCKs'  Jaunts  and  Jollities.    By  R.  .S. 

Surtees.     With  !■;  Coloured  Plates  by  H. 

Aiken.     Seond  Edition. 
Ask  Mamma.     By  R.  S.  Surtees.     With  13 

Coloured   Plates  and   70  Woodcuts  in  the 

Text  by  John  Leech. 
The  .Analysis  of  tiik  Hunting  Field.     By 

R.  S.  Surtees.     With  7  Coloured  Plates  by 

Henry  Aiken,  and  43  Illustrations  on  Wood. 
Tub  Tour  of   Dr.  Syntax  in  .Search  of 

THE   Pictui;eS(1UE.      By   William   Combe. 

With  30  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
The  Tour  of  Doctor  Syntax  in  Search 

of    Consolation.      By   William    Combe. 

With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
The  Third  Tour   of  Doctor  Syntax  in 

Search  of  a  Wife.    By  William  Combe. 

With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  i 


ED    BOOKS 

TiiF,  History  of  Johnnv  Quae  Genus  :  the 
Little  Foundling  of  the  late  Dr.  Syntax. 
By  the  Author  of  The  Three  Tours.'  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  by  Rowlandson. 

The  English  Danck  of   Death,  from  the 
Designs  of  T.  Rowlandson,  with  Metrical 
Illustrations    by    the  Author    of    'Doctor 
Syntax.'     T'^vo  I'oluiiies. 
This  book  contains  76  Coloured  Plates. 

The  Dance  OF  Life:  A  Poem,  liy  the  Author 
of  'Doctor  Syntax.'  Illustrated  with  26 
Coloured  Engravings  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

Life  in  London:  or,  the  Day  and  Nipht 
.Scenes  of  Jerry  Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his 
Elegant  Friend,  Corinthian  Tom.  By 
Pierce  Egan.  With  36  Coloured  Plates  by 
I.  R.  and  O.  Cruikshank.  With  numerous 
Designs  on  Wood. 

Real  Life  in  London:  or,  the  Rambles 
and  Adventures  of  Bob  Tallyho,  Esq.,  and 
his  Cousin,  The  Hon.  Tom  D.ishall.  By  an 
Amateur  (Pierce  Egan).  With  31  Coloured 
Plates  by  Aiken  and  Rowlandson,  etc. 
Two  Volumes. 

The  Life  of  an  Actor.  By  Pierce  Egan. 
With  27  Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane, 
and  several  Designs  on  Wood. 

The  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  By  Oliver  Gold- 
smith. With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Row- 
landson. 

The  Military  Adventures  of  Johnny 
Newcome.  By  an  Officer.  With  15  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
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Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books — continued. 
The  National  Sports  of  Great  Britain. 

With  Descriptions  and  50  Coloured  Plates 

by  Henry  Aiken. 


The  Adventures  of  a  Post  Captain.  By 
A  Naval  Officer.  With  24  Coloured  Plates 
by  Mr.  Williams. 

Gamonia  :  or,  the  Art  of  Preserving  Game  ; 
and  an  Improved  Method  of  makinsc  Planta- 
tions and  Covers,  explained  and  illustrated 
by  Lawrence  Rawstorne,  Esq.  With  13 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rawlins. 

An  Academy  for  Grown  Horsemen  :  Con- 
taining the  completest  Instructions  for 
Walking,  Trotting,  Cantering,  Galloping, 
Stumbling,  and  Tumbling.  Illustrated  with 
27  Coloured  Plates,  and  adorned  with  a 
Portrait  of  the  Author.  By  Geoffrey 
Gambado,  Esq. 

PLAIN 

The  Grave  :  A  Poem.  By  Robert  Blair. 
Illustrated  by  12  Etchings  executed  by  Louis 
Schiavonetti  from  the  original  Inventions  of 
William  Blake.  With  an  Engraved  Title  Page 
and  a  Portrait  of  Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.A. 
The  illustrations  are  reproduced  in  photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations  of  the  Book  of  Job.  In- 
vented and  engraved  by  William  Blake. 

These  famous  Illustrations — 21  in  number 
— are  reproduced  in  photogravure. 

AViNDSOR  Castle  ByW.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
With  22  Plates  and  87  Woodcuts  in  the  Text 
by  George  Cruikshank. 


Real  Life  in  Ireland,  or,  the  Day  and 
Night  Scenes  of  Brian  Boru,  Esq.,  and  his 
Elegant  Friend,  Sir  Shawn  O'Dogherty. 
By  a  Real  Paddy.  With  19  Coloured  Plates 
by  Heath,  Marks,  etc. 

The  Adventures  of  Johnny  Newcome  in 
THE  Navy.  By  Alfred  Burton.  With  16 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

The  Old  English  Squire  :  A  Poem.  By 
John  Careless,  Esq.  With  20  Coloured 
Plates  after  the  style  of  T.  Rowlandson 

The  E.nglish  Spv.  By  Bernard  Blacks 
mantle.  An  original  Work,  Characteristic, 
Satirical,  Humorous,  comprising  scenes  and 
sketches  in  every  Rank  of  Society,  being 
Portraits  of  tlie  Illustrious,  Eminent,  Eccen- 
tric, and  Notorious.  With  72  Coloured 
Plates  by  R.  Cruikshank,  and  many 
Illustrations  on  wood.  Tzvo  Volumes. 
js.  net. 

BOOKS 

The  Tower  of  London.  By  W.  Harrison 
Ainsworth.  With  40  Plates  and  58  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank. 

Frank  Fairlegh.  By  F.  E.  Smedley.  With 
30  Plates  by  George  Cruikshank. 

Handy  Andy.  By  Samuel  Lover.  With  24 
Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

The  Compleat  Angler.  By  Izaak  Walton 
and  Charles  Cotton.  With  14  Plates  and  77 
Woodcuts  in  the  Text. 

The  Pickwick  Papers.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
With  the  43  Illustrations  by  Seymour  and 
Phiz,  the  two  Buss  Plates,  and  the  32  Con- 
temporary Onwhyn  Plates. 


Junior  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Fcap.  8vo.     is. 


Junior  Algebr.\  Examination  Papers.    By 

S.  W.  Finn,  M.A. 
Junior  Arithmetic  Examination  Papers. 

By  W.  S.  Beard.     J^ryt/i  Edition. 
Junior  English  Examination  Papers.     By 

W.  Williamson,  B.A.     Second  Edition. 
Junior  French  Examination  Papers.     By 

F.  Jacob,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 
Junior  General    Infor.mation    Examina- 

Tio.N   Papers.     By  W.   S.    Beard.     Key, 

%s.  dd.  net. 


Junior  Geography    Exami.nation   Papers. 

By  W.  G.  Baker,  M.A. 
Junior  German  Examination  Papers.    By 

A.  Voegelin,  M.A. 
Junior  Greek  Examination  Papers.  By  T. 

C.  Weatherhead,  M.A.     Key,  35.  6d.  net. 
Junior  Latin  Examination  Papers.     By  C. 

G.  Betting,  B.A.      Sixth  Edition.      Key, 

3s.  6d.  net. 
Junior  History  Examination  Papers.    By 

W.  O.  P.  Davies. 


Methuen's  Junior  School-Books 


Edited  by  O.  D.  INSKIP,  LL.D. 

A  Class-Book  of  Dictation  Passages.    By 

W.  Williamson,  B.A.     Fifteentli   Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     IS.  6d. 
The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Matthew. 

Edited  by  E.  Wilton  South,  M.A.     With 

Three  Maps.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  6d. 
The  Gospel  .^ccordingto  St.  Mark.   Edited 

by  A.  E.  Ruble,  D.D.     With  Three  Maps. 

Cr.  Zvo.     IS.  6d, 


,  .and  W.  WILLIAMSON,  B.A. 

A  Junior  English  Grammar.  By  W.  William- 
son, B..V.  With  numerous  passages  for  parsing 
and  analysis,  and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing. 
Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     2s. 

A  Junior  Chemistry.  By  E.  A.  Tyler,  B.A., 
F.C.S.  With  73  Illustrations.  Fifth  Edi- 
Hen.     Cr.  Z-jo.     -zs.  6d. 

Thk  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  Edited  by 
A.  E.  Rubie,  D.D      Cr.  Zvo.    is. 
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A  Junior  Frknch  Grammar.  By  L.  A. 
Sornet  and  M.  J.  AcatOb.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     ■2S. 

Elementary  Experimental  Science.  Phy- 
sics by  W.  T.  Clough,  A.R.C.Sc.  (Lond.), 
K.C.S.  Chemistry  by  A.  E.  Dunstan, 
B.Sc.  (Lend.),  K.C.S.  With  =  Plates  and 
154  Diagrams.  Eighth  Edition.  Cr.  Zto. 
IS.  6d. 

A  Junior  Gromktrv.  By  Noel  S.  Lydon. 
With  276  Diagrams.  Ser'tnth  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.   2S. 

Elementary     Experimental     Chemistry. 

Ry  A.   E.  Dunstan,   B.Sc.  (Lend.),   F.C.S. 

With  4  Plates  and   109  Diagrams.       Third 

Edition.      Cr.  8to.     7S. 
A    Junior    French    Prose.      By  R.  R.  N. 

Raron,  M.A.    Fourth  Edition.   Cr.Zvo.    -zs. 
The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Luke.    With 


an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  William 
Williamson,  B.  A.  With  Three  Maps.  Cr. 
Zvo.     2S. 

The  First  Book  op  Kings.  Edited  by  A.  E. 
RimiK,  D.D.     With  4  Maps.     Cr.  Zvo.    7j. 

.\  Junior  Greek  History.  By  W.  H. 
Spragge,  M..\.  With  4  Illustrations  and  5 
>iaps.     Cr.  Svo.     zs.  6d. 

.\  School  Latin  Grammar.  By  H.  G.  Ford, 
U.A.    Cr.  &V0.    2s.  6d. 

A  Junior  Latin  Prose.  By  H.  N.  Asman, 
^LA.,  B.D.     Cr.  Svo.     =1.  6d. 

'Elementary  Experimental  Electricity 
AND  Ma(;netism.  Bv  W.  T.  Clough, 
A.R.C.Sc.  (Lend.),  F.C.S.  With  aoo  Illus- 
trations and  Diagrams.     Cr.  Sz'o.     2s.  6d. 

English  Literature  for  Schools.  By 
Edith    E.    Firth.     With  4  IVIaps.     Cr.  B:.-o. 

2S.  6d. 


Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHIXG,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 

Cr,  8iw.     2S.  net. 


With  Portraits. 


Cardinal  Newman.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
John  Wesley.  By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 
Bishop   Wilbkrforce.     By  G.  W.  Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal  Manning.  By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M..\. 
Charles  Simeon.     By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  D.D. 
John  Knox.  ByF.  MacCunn.  Second  Edition. 
JoH.v  Howe.     By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 
Thomas  Ken.     By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 
George  Vox,  the  Quaker.    By  T.  Hodgkin, 

D.C.L.      Third  Edition. 
John  Keble.     By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 


Thomas  Chalmers.     By  Mrs.  Olipliant. 
Lancelot    Andrewes.      By   K.    L.   Ottley, 

D.  D.     Second  Edition. 
Augustine   ok   Canterbury.      By   E.    L. 

Cutts,  D.D. 
William  Laud.     By  W.  H.  Hutton,  M.A. 

Third  Edition. 
John  Donne.     By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 
Thomas  Cranmer.     By  A.  J.  Mason,  D.D. 
Bishop  Latimer.      By  R.  M.  Carlyle  and  A. 

J.  Carlyle,  M.A. 
Bishop  Butler.     By  W.  A.  Spooner,  M.A. 


The  Library  of  Devotion 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  Foil  ?>vo,  cloth,  2s.  ;  leather,  2s.  6 J.  net. 


The  Confessions  of  St.  Augustine.  Edited 

by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.    Seventh  Edition. 
Tmp:   Imitation   of   Christ  :  called  also  the 

Ecclesiastical  Music.     Edited  by  C.  Bii;g, 

D.D.     Fifth  Edition. 
The   Christian   Veak.      Edited  bv  Walter 

Lock,  D.  D.     Fourth  Edition. 
Lyra     Innocentium.        Edited    by    Walter 

Lock,  D.D.     Second  Edition. 
The   Temple.     Edited   by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 

D.D.     Second  Edition. 
A   Book   ok   Dhvotions.     Edited  by  J.   W. 

Stanbridge.  B.D.    Second  Edition. 
A  Serious  Call  to  a  Devout  and  Holy 

Life.   Edited  by C.  Bigg,  D.D.  Fourth  Ed. 
A   Guide  -i  o   Ktkknitv.     Edited  by  J.  W. 

Stanbridge,  B.D. 
TiiK  I-.'NF.i;  Way.     By  J.  Taulct.     Edited  by 

A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A.     Second  Edition. 


On  the  Love  of  God.  By  St.  Francis  de 
S.iles.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Littlc,  M.A. 

The  Psalms  of  David.  Edited  by  B.  W. 
Randolph,  D.D. 

Lyra  Apostolica.  By  Cardinal  Newman 
and  others.  Edited  by  Canon  Scott  Holland, 
M.A.,  and  Canon  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

The  Song  of  Songs.    Edited  by  B.  Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The  Thoughts  of  Pascal.      Edited  by  C. 

S.  Jerrani,  M.A.     Second  Edition. 
A    Manual    op    Consolation    from    the 

.Saints  and   Fathers.     Edited  by  J.  H. 

Burn,  B.D. 
Devotions  from  the  Apocrypha.     Edited, 

with  an   Introduction,  by   Herbert   Pentin, 

M.A. 
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The  Library  of  Devotion — continued. 

The  Spiritual  Combat.  By  Dom  Lorenzo 
Scupoli.  Newly  translated,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  Thomas  Barns,  M.A. 

The  Devotions  of  St.  Anselm.  Edited  bv 
C.  C.  J.  Webb,  M.A. 

Grace  Abounding  to  the  Chief  of  Sin- 
ners. By  John  Bunyan.  Edited  by  S.  C. 
Freer,  M.A. 

Bishop  Wilson's  S.\cka  Privata.  Edited 
by  A.  E.  Burn,  B.  D. 

Lyra  Sacra  :  A  Book  of  Sacred  Verse. 
Edited  by  Canon  H.  C.  Beeching,  ^LA. 
Second  Editioti ,  revised. 

A  DayBoo.k  from  the  Saints  and  Fathers. 
Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D. 

A  Little  Book  of  Heavenly  Wisdom.  A 
Selection  from  the  English  Mystics.  Edited 
byE.  C.  Gregory. 

Light,  Life,  and  Lo\'F.  A  Selection  from  the 
German  Mystics.  Edited byW.R.Inge,M.  A. 

An  Introductio.n  to  The  Devout  Life. 
By  St.  Francis  de  Sales.  Translated  and 
Edited  by  T.  Barns,  M.A. 

The  Little  Flowers  of  the  Glorious 
Messer  St.  Francis  and  of  his 
Friars.  Done  into  English  by  W.  Hey- 
wood.  With  an  Introduction  by  A.  G. 
Ferrers  Howell. 


Manchester  al  Mondo  :  a  Contemplation 
of  Death  and  Immortality.  By  Henry 
Montagu  Earl  of  Manchester.  With  an 
Introduction  bv  Elizabeth  Waterhouse, 
Editor  of  'A  Little  Book  of  Life  and 
Death.' 

The  Spiritual  Guide,  which  Disentangles 
the  Soul  and  brings  it  by  the  Inward  Way 
to  the  Fruition  of  Perfect  Contemplation, 
and  the  Rich  Treasure  of  Internal  Peace. 
Written  by  Dr.  Michael  de  Molinos,  Priest. 
Translated  from  'he  Italian  copy,  printed  at 
Venice,  1685.  Edited  with  an  Introduction 
by  Kathleen  Lyttelton.  And  a  Note  by 
Canon  Scott  Holland. 

Devotions  for  Every  Day  of  the  Week 
AND  the  Great  Festivals.  By  John 
Wesley.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Canon  C.  Bodington. 

Preces  Privatae.  By  Lancelot  Andrewes, 
Bishop  of  Winchester.  Selections  from  the 
Translation  by  Canon  F.  E.  Brightman. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  A.  E. 
Burn,  D.D. 

Horae  Mysticae  :  A  Day  Book  from  the 
Writings  of  Mystics  of  Many  Nations. 
Edited  by  E.  C.  Gregory. 


Little  Books  on  Art 


With  many  Ilhisiraiions.     Demy  l6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Each  volume  consists  of  about  200  pages,  and  contains  from  30  to  40  Illustrations, 
including  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure. 


Albrecht  DuRER.     J.Allen. 
Arts  of  Japan*,  The.     E.  Dillon. 
Bookplates.    E.Almack. 
Botticelli.     Mary  L.  Bonnor. 
BuRNE-JoNES.    F.  de  Lisle. 
Christ  in  Art.    INIrs.  H.  Jenner. 
Claude.    E.  Dillon. 
Constable.     H.  W.  Tompkins. 
Corot.    a.  Pollard  and  E.  Birnstingl. 
Enamels.     Mrs.  N.  Dawson. 
Frederic  Leighton.    A.  Corkran 
George  Romney.    G.  Paston. 
Greek  Art.  H.  B.  Walters. 
Greuze  and  Boucher.    E.  F.  Pollard. 
Holbein.    Mrs.  G.  Fortescue. 


Illu.minated  Manuscripts.    J.  W.  Bradley. 

Jewellery.     C.  Davenport. 

John  Hoppner.     H.  P.  K.  Skipton. 

Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.     J.  Sime. 

Millet.     N.  Peacock. 

Miniatures.    C.  Davenport. 

Our  Lady  in  Art.     Mrs.  H.  Jenner. 

Raphael.   A.  R.  Dryhurst.    Second  Edition. 

Rembrandt.     Mrs.  E.  A.  Sharp. 

Turner.     F.  Tyrrell-Gill. 

Vandyck.     M.  G.  Smallwood. 

Velasquez.       W.    Wilberforce    and    A.     R. 

Gilbert. 
Watts.     R.  E.  D.  Sketchley. 


The  Little  Galleries 

Demy  i6mo.     is.  6d.  net. 

Each  volume  contains  20  plates  in  Photogravure,  together  with  a  short  outline  of 
the  life  and  work  of  the  master  to  whom  the  book  is  devoted. 


A  Little  Gallery  of  Reynolds. 
A  Little  Gallery  of  Romney. 
A  Little  Gallery  of  Hoppner. 


A  Little  Gallery  of  Millais. 

A  Little  Gallery  of  English  Ports. 
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Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


The  Little  Guides 

With  many  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New  and  other  artists,  and  from  photographs. 

Small  Pott  Zvo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net.;  leather,  3^.  6</.  net. 

The  main  features  of  these  Guides  are  (i)  a  handy  and  charming  form  ;  (2)  illus- 
trations from  photographsand  by  well-knowu  artists;  (3)  good  plans  and  maps  ;  (4)  an 
adequate  but  compact  presentation  of  everything  that  is  interesting  in  the  natural 
features,  history,  arclux'olrgy,  and  architecture  of  the  town  or  district  treated. 

Cambkidgk    and    its    Colleges.      A.    II. 

Thompson.     .Second  Edition. 
English  Lakes,  The.     F.  G.  Brahant. 
Isle  of  Wight.  The.     G.  Clinch. 
Malvern    Country,  The    B.  C.  A.  Windle. 
North  Walks.     .\.  T.  Story. 
Oxford    and    its    Colleges. 

Eighth  Edition. 
Shakespeare's  Country.     B.  C. 

Third  Edition. 
.St.  Pall's  Cathedral.     G.  Clinch. 
West.minstkk   Abhev.       G.   E.    Troutbeck. 

Second  Edition. 


J.     Wells. 
A.  Windle. 


Buckinghamshire.     E.  S.  Roscoe. 
Cheshire.     W.  M.  Gallichan. 
Cornwall.     A.  L.  Salmon. 
Derbyshire.    J.  C.  Cox. 
Devon.     S.  Baring-Gould. 
Dorset.     F.  R.  Heath.    Second  Edition. 
Essex.     J.  C.  Cox. 
Hampshire.    J.  C.  Cox. 


Hertfordshire.     H.  W.  Tompkins. 
Kent.     G.  Clinch. 
Kkrky.     C.  p.  Crane. 
Middlesex.    J.  B.  Firth. 
Monmouthshire.     G.   W.  Wade  and  J.  H 

Wade. 
Norfolk.     W.  A.  Duit. 
Northamptonshire.     W.  Dry. 
Oxfordshire.     F.  G.  Brabant. 
Somerset.     G.  W.  and  J.  H.  Wade. 
Suffolk.     W.  A.  Dutt. 
Surrey.     F.  .A.  H.  Lambert. 
Sussex.     F,  G.  Brabant.    Second  Edition. 
Yorkshire, 

Morris. 
Yorkshire,   The 

Morris. 


Tub     East     Riding. 
Niiirni    Riding. 


J- 

J. 


E. 
E. 


Brittany.     S.  Baring-Gould. 
Normandy.     C.  Scudamore. 
Rome.     C.  G.  Ellahy. 
Sicily.     F.  H.  Jackson. 


The  Little  Library 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Small  Pott  %vo.      Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  Gd.  net :  leather,  2s.  6(1.  net. 


Anon.     A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH 

LYRICS.     Second  Edition. 
Austen   (Jane).      PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE.   Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.    T-.uo  Vols. 
NORTHANGER  ABBEY.    Edited  by  E.  V. 

Lucas. 
Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF  LORD 

B.VCON.     Edited  by  Edward  Wright. 
Barham   (R.    H.).       THE    INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS.     Edited    by    J.    B.    Atlav. 

Two  l-'oiuiius. 
Barnett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).     A  LITTLE  BOOK 

OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.    Second  Edition. 
Beckford    (William).       THE    HISTORY 

OF   THE  CALIPH   VATHEK.     Edited 

by  E.  Denison  Ross. 
Blake  (William).     SELECTIONS  FROM 

WILLI  A  .M    B  L  A  K  E.     Edited  by  M. 

PK!aOI.M. 

Borrow  (Qeorge).     LAVENGRO.     Edited 

by  F.  Hindus  Groo.me.     Two  I'oluines. 
THE    ROMANY    RYE.      Edited  by  John 

Sami'son. 

Browning:  (Robert).  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  I.ARLY  POICMS  OF 
ROBERT  BROWNING.  Edited  by  W. 
Hall  Gkiffin,  M.A. 


Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN:  with  George 
Cannin(;'s  additional  Poems.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  .Sandi:us. 

Covk'ley  (Abraham).  THE  ESS.AYS  OF 
ABRAHAM  COWLEY.    Edited  by  H.  C. 

.MiNCHIN. 

Crabbe  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

GEORGE    CRABBE.      Edited  by  A.  C. 

Deani:. 
Cralk  (Mrs.).      JOHN    HALIFAX, 

G  E  N  T  L  E  M  A  N.      Edited   by  Annie 

M.XTHEsoN.     'Two  Volumes. 
Crasfiaw   (Riohard).      THE    ENGLISH 

POEMS    OF    RICHARD    CRASHAW. 

Edited  by  Edward  Hutton. 
Dante  (Allghieri).     THE  INFERNO  OF 

DANTi:.       Translated   by   H.    F.   Carv. 

Edited  by  Paget  Toynhf.f,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
THE  PUR(;.A.TORIO  OF  DANTE.    Tr.-ins. 

lated  by  H.   F.  Carv.     Edited  by  Paget 

ToYNi;r.E,  M..^.,  D.Litt. 
THE    PARADISO    OF    DANTE.      Trans- 

lated  by  II.  F.  Carv.     Edited  by  Paget 

ToYNHEE,  M..\.,  D.Litt. 
Darley  (George).     SELECTIONS  FROM 

THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  DARLEY. 

Edited  by  R.  A.  SrREATFniLD. 
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The  Little  Library — continued. 

Deane  (A.  C).      A  LITTLE   BOOK   OF 

LIGHT  VERSE. 
Dickens  (Charles).  CHRISTM  AS  BOOKS. 

Tu<o  Volumes. 
Ferrier  (Susan).      MARRIAGE.      Edited 

by     A.      Goodrich  -  Fkeer     and     Lokd 

Iddesleigh.     T-j-'o  Volumes. 
THE  INHERITANCE.     Two  Volu^nes. 
QaskelKMrs.).    CRANFORD.     Edited  by 

E.  V.  Lucas.    Second  Edition. 
Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 

LETTER.     Edited  by  Percy  Dearmer. 
Henderson  (T.   F.).     A  LITTLE   BOOK 

OF  SCOTTISH  VERSE. 
Keats  (John).      POEMS.     With  an  Intro- 
duction  by  L.    BiNYON,   and  Notes  by  J. 

Masefield. 
Kinglake  (A.  W.).      EOTHEN.     With  an 

Introduction  and  Notes.     Second  Edition. 
Lamb    (Charles).      ELIA,     AND     THE 

LAST   ESSAYS   OF    ELIA.     Edited    by 

E.  V.  Lucas. 
Locker(F.).    LONDON  LYRICS.    Edited 

by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.     A  reprint  of  the 

First  Edition. 
Longfellow  (H.  W.).     SELECTIONS 

FROM     LONGFELLOW.        Edited    by 

L.  M.  Faithfull. 
Marvell   (Andrew).      THE    POEMS    OF 

ANDREW    MARVELL.     Edited  by   E. 

Wright. 
Milton  (John).      THE  MINOR  POEMS 

OF  JOHN  MILTON.     Edited  by  H.  C. 

Beeching,  M.A. 
Moir(D.  M.).    MANSIEWAUCH.    Edited 

by  T.  F.  Henderson. 
Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).    A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

ENGLISH  SONNETS. 


Rochefoucauld  (La).    THE  MAXIMS  OF 

LA     ROCHEFOUCAULD.       Translated 

by  Dean   Stanhope.      Edited  by  G.    H. 

Powell. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).     REJECTED 

ADDRESSES.     Edited  by  A.  D.  Godley, 

M.A. 
Sterne  (Laurence).    A  SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY.     Edited  by  H.  W.  Paul. 
Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).     THE  EARLY 

POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNY- 
SON. Edited  by  J.  Churton  Collins,  M.A. 
IN    MEMORIAM.       Edited    by   H.   C. 

Beeching,  M.A. 
THE  PRINCESS.      Edited  by  Elizabeth 

Wordsworth. 
MAUD.  Edited  by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 
ThackerayCW.  M.).     VANITY   FAIR. 

Edited  by  S.  Gwynn.      7'hree  Volumes. 
P  E  N  D  E  N  N  I  S.     Edited  by  S.   Gwynn. 

Three  Volumes. 
ESMOND.     Edited  by  S.  Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  EditedbvS. Gwynn. 
Vaughan    (Henry).      THE    POEMS    OF 

HENRY  VAUGHAN.  Edited  by  Edward 

Hutton. 
Walton    (Izaak),       THE     COMPLEAT 

ANGLER.     Edited  by  J.  Buchan. 
Waterhouse    (Elizabeth).       A    LITTLE 

BOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH.  Edited 

by.     Twelfth  Edition. 
Wordsworth  (W.).  SELECTIONS  FROAI 

WORDSWORTH.      Edited    by  Nowell 

C.  Smith. 
Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 

LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Edited  by  George 

SaMI'SON. 


The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare 

Edited  by  W.  J.  CRAIG.     With  Introductions  and  Notes. 

Pott  i6mo.     In  40  Volumes.     Leather,  price  \s.  net  each  volume. 

Mahogany  Revolving  Book  Case.     \Qs.  net. 


Miniature  Library 

Reprints  in  miniature  of  a  few  interesting  books  which  have  quahties  of 
humanity,  devotion,  or  hterary  genius. 


EurHRANOR :  A  Dialogue  on  Youth.  I'.y 
Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  edition  pub- 
lished by  W.  Pickering  in  1851.  Demy 
■^imo.     Leather,  is.  net. 

The  Life  ok  Edward,  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury.  Written  by  himself.  From  the 
edition  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill  in  the 
year  1764.       Demy  -i^imo.  Leather,  zs.  net. 


PoLONius:  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  In- 
stances. By  Edward  FitzGerald.  From 
the  edition  published  by  W.  Pickering  in 
1852.     Demy  ■i'2mo.     Leather,  ^s.  net. 

The  RubAiyAt  of  Omar  KhayyAm.  By 
Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  ist  edition 
of  1859,  Fourth  Edition.  Leather,  is, 
net. 
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Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


A  New  Historical  Series 

Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  N.  ASMAN,  M.A,,  B.D. 

*Stokies  prom  Ancient  Histokv.     Hy  li.    I  Stories  prom  Modern  History.    By  E.  M. 
Bower,  U.A.     Cr.  Sva.     is.  6d.  Wilmot-Buxton,  K.R.Hist.S.  C>.8c<7.  ij.6</. 


The  Now  Library  of  Medicine 

Edited  by  C.  W.  SALEEBY,  M.D.,  F.R.S.Edin.     Demy  8ro. 


Care  op  the   Body,   The.      l".   C.-wanagh. 

Second  Edition,     jt.  6</.  net. 
Children  of  the  Nation,  The.  RightHoii. 

Sir  John  Gorst.     Seconded,     -js.  td.net. 
Control  of    a    Scourge,   The  :    or,    How 

Cancer     is     Curable.       Chas.     P.    ChilUe. 

Ts.  6d.  net. 
Diseases    of    Occupation.      Sir    Thomas 

Oliver.     Second  Edition.     lar.  td.  net. 
Drink  Proble.m,  The,  in  its  Medico-Socio- 
logical .\specis.   Edited  by  T.  N.  Kelynack. 

TS.  td.  net. 


Drugs  and  the  Drug  Habit.    H.  Sainsbury. 

Functional  Nerve  Diseases.  A.  T.  Scho- 
field,     -js.  td.  net. 

Hygiene  of  Mind,  The.  T.  S.  Clouston. 
l-'i/th  Edition,     ys.  6d.  net. 

Infant  Mortality.  George  Newman. 
ys.  6d.  net. 

Prevention  of  Tuberculosis  (Consump- 
tion), The.  Arthur  Newsholme.  loi.  bd. 
net. 

Air  and  Health.  Ronald  C.  Macfie,  M..\. . 
M.B.     Ts.td.net.     Second  Edition. 


The  New  Library  of  Music 

Edited  by  ERNEST  NEWMAN.     Demy  Zvo.    7s.  bd.  net. 
Hugo  Wolk.      By  Ernest  Newman.      With   |  Handel.      By  R.   A.   Streatfeild. 


13  Illustrations. 


Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 


With   12 


Oxford  Biographies 


Fcaf.  Hva.     Each  volume,  doth, 

Dante  Alighieri.    By  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A. , 

D.Litt.  With  13  Illustrations.  Third  Edition. 
GiROLAMO  Savonarola.     By  E.  L.  S.  Hors- 

burgh,  M.A.  With  12  Illustrations.    Fourth 

Edition. 
John  Howard.     By  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D., 

Bishop  of  Gloucester.   With  12  Illustrations. 
Alfred  Tennyson.     By  \.  C.  Benson,  M.A. 

With  9  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 
Sir    Walter    Raleigh.     By  I.    A.    Taylor. 

With  12  Illustrations. 
Erasmus.     By  li.   F.   H.   Capey.      With   12 

Illustrations. 
TiiK  Young  Pretender.     By   C.    S.    Terry. 

With  12  Illustrations. 


2j.  GJ.  net ;  leather,  3^.  6</.  net. 

1  Robert     Burns.       By    T.     F.     Henderson. 

With  12  Illustrations. 
Chatham.     By  A.   S.    M'Dowall.     With    12 

Illustrations. 
Francis    of    Assist.       By    Anna  M.    Stod- 
I       dart.     With  16  Illustrations. 
Canning.     By  W.  Alison  Phillips.     With  12 

Illustrations. 
Beaconsfield.     By  Walter  Sichel.     With  12 

Illustrations. 
Johann    Wolfgang    Goethe.       By  H.  G. 

.^ikins.     With  j6  Illustrations. 
Francois  Fenelon.       By  Viscount  St  Cyre». 

With  12  Illustrations. 


Eomantic  History 

Editcdby  MARTIN  HUME,  M.A.      With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo. 

A  series  of  attractive  volumes  in  which  the  periods  and  personalities  selected  arc 
such  as  afford  roiiianlic  human  interest,  in  addition  to  their  historical  importance. 

The  First  Governess  of    the    Nbther-  '       Martin  Hume,  M.A.     155.  net. 

LANDS,     Margaret     uf     .\ustria.        By     The  Nine  Days' Queen.   By  Richard  Davey. 

Eleanor  E.  Tremayne.     loj.  Cd.  net.  With  a    Preface   by  Martin    Hume,   M.A. 

Two   English    Queens   and    Philip.      By         With  12  Illustrations.     10s.  6d.  net. 
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School  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  i,vo.     2S.  6d. 


Examination  Papers  in  English  Histokt. 

By  J.  Tait  Plowden-Wardlaw,  E.A. 
French  Examination  Papers,     liy  A.   M. 
M.  Stedman,  M.A.     Fifteenth  Edition. 
Key.     Sixth  Edition.    6s.  net. 
General        Knowledge        Ex.\mination 
Papers.      By  A.  M.   M.  Stedman,    M.A. 
Seventh  Edition. 

KtY.     Fourth  Edition,      ys.  net. 
German  Examination  Papers.      By  R.  J. 
Morich.     Seventh  Edition. 

Key.     Third  Edition.     6s.  net. 


Greek  Examination  Papers.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Ninth  Edition. 
Key.     Fourth  Edition.     6s.  net. 


Geography    Examination 
C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.     Third 


History    and 

Papers.      By 

Edition. 
Latin  Examination  Papers.     By  A.  M.  M 

Stedman,  M.A.     Fourteenth  Edition. 
Key.     Seventh  Edition.     6s.  net. 
Physics  Examination  Papers.      By  R.  E 

Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 


School  Histories 

Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     \s.  6d. 


A  School  History  of  Warwickshikk.  By 
B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc,  F.R.S. 

A  School  History  of  Somerset.  By 
Walter  Raymond.     Second  Edition. 

A  School  History  of  Lancashire.  By 
W.  E.  Rhodes,  M.A. 


A  School  History  of  Surrey.     By  H.  E. 
Maiden,  M.A. 

A  School  History  of  Middlesex.    By  V.  G. 
Plarr,  RLA.,  and  F.  W.  Walton,  M.A. 


Simplified  French  Texts 

Edited  by  T.  R.  N.  CROFTS,  M.A. 
Fcap  8iv.     i^. 


Abdallah.  By  Edouard  Laboulaye.  Adapted 
by  J.  A.  Wilson. 

Deux   Contes.     By  P.    M^rimi^e.     Adapted 
by  J.  I".  Rhoades. 

Edmond  Dant^s.     By  A.  Dumas.     Adapted 

by  M.  Ceppi. 
Jkan  Valjean.     By  Victor  Hugo.     Adapted 

by  F.  W.  M.  Draper,  1\LA. 
La  B.\taille  de  Waterloo.    By  Erckmann- 

Chatrian.     Adapted  by  G.  H.  Evans. 
La    Booillik   au    Miel.       By  A.    Dumas. 

Adapted  by  P.  B.  Ingham,  RI..A.. 
La  Chanson  de  Roland.     Adapted  by  H. 

Rieu,  ^LA.    Second  Edition. 
LkConscritdei8i3.  By  Erckmann-Cliatrian. 

Adapted  by  H.  Rieu. 


Le    Docteur    Matheus.      By    Erckmann- 

Chatrian.     Adapted  by  W.  P.  Fuller,  I\LA. 
M.    de    Beaufort    k    Vincennes.     By  A. 

Dumas.     Adapted  by  P.  B.  Ingham,  M.A. 
L'Equipagb  de  la  Belle-Nivernaise.    By 

Alphoi:>e  Daudet.     Adapted  by  T.  R.  N. 

Crofts,  M.A. 
L'HisTOiRE  d'une  Tulipe.     By  A.  Dumas. 

Adapted  by  T.  R.  N.  Crofts,  I\I.A.   Second 

Edition. 
L'HisToiRE  DE  Pierre  et  Camille.  By'A.  de 

Musset.  Adapted  by  J.  B.  Patterson,  M.A. 
M^moires   de   Cadichon.      By   Madam  de 

Sigur.     Adapted  by  J.  F.  Rhoades. 
D'AjAccio  k  .Saint  HeliiNE.     Bv  A.  Dumas. 

Adapted  by  F.  W.  M.  Draper,'  I\L A. 
Remy     i.e    Chevrier.       By    E.     Souvestre. 

Adapted  by  E.  E.  Chottin,  B-es-L. 


Simplified  German  Texts 


Edited  by  T.  R.  G.  CROFT.S,  M.A.     Fcap.  8w, 

Dhr  Muller  am  Rhein.     By  C.  Brentano. 

Adapted  by  Florence  A.  Ryan. 
Die    Geschichte  von    Peter  Schlemihl. 

ByA.  V.  Chamisso.  Adapted  by  R.  C.  Perry. 


IS. 

H.  Riehl. 


Adapted 


Die  Noihelfkr.    By  W. 

by  P.  B.  Ingham,  M.A. 
Undine    und    Huldbrand.     By   La  Motte 

Fouqu^.  Adapted  by  T.  R.  N.  Crofts,  M.A. 
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Messrs.  Mkthuen's  Catalogue 


Six  Ages  of  European  History 

Edited  by  A.   II.  JOHNSON,  M.A.     With  Maps.     Crown  Zvo. 

Ace  or  the  E.v lightened  Despot,   the 

1660-1789.  A.  II.  Johnson. 
Central  Period  of  the  Middle  Age,  the 

9IS-T273.  Beatrice  A.  Lees. 
Dawn  of  Medi.i-val  EuRorE,  the,  476-918, 


2i.  6d. 


J.  H.  B.  Masterm.in. 


End  of  the  Middle  .\ge,  the,  1273-1453. 

E.  C.  Lodge. 
Europe   in    Renaissance   and    Reforma- 
tion, 1453. 1659.     M-  A.  Hollings. 
Remaking  ok  Modern  Eurote,  the,  1789- 

1878.     J.  A.  R.  Marriott.    Second  Edition. 


Methuen's  Standard  Library 


Cloth,  IS.  ml;  double  volumes,  is.6d.net 

The    -Meditations   op  Marcus  Aurelius. 

Translated  by  R.  Graves. 
Sense  and  Sensibility.     Jane  Austen. 
Essays   and    Counsels     and     The     New- 
Atlantis.   Francis  Bacon,  Lord  Verulam. 
Religio    Medici    and    Urn    Burial.      Sir 

Thomas  Browne.     The   text  collated   by 

A.  R.  Waller. 
The  Pilgrim's  Progress.    John  Bunyan 
Keflkctions  on  the  French  Revolution. 

Edmund  Burke. 
The  Poems  and  Songs  of  Robert  Burns. 

Double  Volume. 
The  Analogy  of  Religion,  Natural  and 

Revealed.    Joseph  Butler. 
Miscellaneous  Poe.ms.    T.  Chatterton. 
The  Rowley  Poems.     T.  Chatterton. 
Tom  Jones.    Henry  Fielding.    Treble  Vol. 
Cranford.     Mrs.  Gaskell. 
The  PoemsandPlavsof  Oliver  GoLDSMiTiL 
The   Case  is  Altered.     Eveky   Man   in 

His  Humour.    Every  Man  Out  of  His 

Humour.     Ben  Jonson. 
Cynthia's  Revels.      Poetaster.      Hen 

Jonson. 


Paper,  Cd.  net;  double  volume,  i  s.  net. 

The  Poems  of  John  Keats.    Double  volume. 

The  Text  has   been  collated    by  E.   de 

Selincourt. 

On  THE  Imitation  of  Christ.     By  Thomas 

a  Kcmpis.      Translation  byC.  Bigg. 
A  Sehious  Call  to  a  Devout  and  Hoi.v 

Life.     W.  Law. 
Paradise  Lost.     John  Milton. 
Eikonoklastes  and  the  Tenure  of  Kings 

and  Magistrates.    John  Milton. 
Utopia  and  Poems.     Sir  Thomas  More. 
The  Republic    of    Plato.      Translated   by 
Sydenham  and  Taylor.     Double  Volume. 
Translation  revised  by  W.  H.  D.  Rouse. 
The    Little    Flowers    of     St.    Francis. 

Translated  by  \V.  lleywood. 
The  Works  of  William  Shakespeare.     In 

10  volumes. 
The  Poems  ok  Pkkcv  Bvsshe  Shelley.     In 
4  volumes.     With   Introductions  by  C.   D. 
Locock. 
The  Life  of  Nelson.    Robert  Southey. 
The  Natural  Historyand  Antiquities  or 
Seluorne.    Gilbert  White. 


Textbooks  of  Science 

Edited  by  G.  F.  GOODCHILD,  M.A.,  B.Sc,  and  G.  R.  MILLS,  M.A. 

Fully  Illustrated. 


Complete  School  Chemistry,  The.  By  F. 
M.  Oldham,  B.A.  With  126  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  ivo.     ^s.  6d. 

Elementary  Science  for  Pi'pil  Teachers. 
Physics  Section.  By  W  T.  Clou):li, 
A.R.C.Sc.  (Lond.),  F.C.S.  Chkmistkv 
SiXTio.N.  By  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc.  (Lond.), 
F.C.S.  With  2  Plates  and  10  Diagrams. 
Cr.  Zvo.     2S. 

Examples  in  Elementary  Mechanics, 
Practical,  Graphical,  and  Theoretical.  By 
W.  J.  Dobbs,  M.A,  With  52  Diagrams. 
Cr.  Sto.     5J. 

Examples  in  Physics.     By  C.   E.  Jackson, 

M.A.    Cr.  8-'o.     ss.  td. 
First  Year  Physics.    By  C.  E.Jackson, M.A. 

With  51  Diagrams.     Cr.  87/0.     \s.  6d. 
Outlines  or  Physical    Chemistry.       By 

George  Senter,  B.Sc.  (Lond.),  Ph.D.    With 

many  Diagrams.     Cr.  Zvo.     31.  (,d. 


I  Organic  Chemistry,  An,  for  Schools  and 
I       Technical  Institutes.   ByA.  E.  Dunstan, 

B.Sc.       (Lond.),        F.C.S.        With  many 

Illustrations.     Cr.  Zz>o.     is.  6d. 
Plant  Life,  Studies  in  G.irden  and  School. 

By   Hor.ice    F.   Jones,   F.C.S.     With  320 

Illustrations.     Cr.  &vo.     y.Cd. 
Practical    Chemistry.  Part  i.    W.  French, 

M.A.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  i-jo.     is.  6d. 
Practical  Chemistry.     Part  11.  W.  French, 

M.-^-.and  T.  H.  Boardman,  M.A.   Cr.  S7'o. 

IS.  6d. 

*Pkactical  Chemistry  for  Schools  and 
Technical  Institutks,  A.    By  A.  E.  Dun- 
stan, B.Sc.  (Sheffield   and   Lond.),  f.C.S 
Cr.  Svo.     rfs.  6d. 

Practical  '  Mechanics.  S.  H.  Wells. 
Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     y.  dd. 

Technical  .Arithmetic  and  Geometry. 
By  C.  T.  Minis,  M.l.M.E.  Cr.  Svo. 
3S.  6d. 


General  Literature 


Textbooks  of  Technology 

Fully  Illustrated, 


Builders'  Quantities.  By  H.  C.  Grubb. 
Cr.  ?>vo.     i,s.  6ii. 

Carpentry  and  Joinery.  By  F.  C.  Webber. 
Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo,     y.  dd. 

Electric  Light  and  Power  :  An  Intro- 
duction to  the  Study  of  Electrical  Engineer- 
ing. By  E.  E.  Brooks,  B.Sc.  (Lond.).  and 
W.  H.  N.  James,  A.M.I. E.E.,  A.R.C.Sc. 
Cr.  Zvo.     4^.  (>d. 

Engineering  Workshop  Practice.  By 
C.  C.  Allen.     Cr.  'avo.     3^.  bd. 


How  TO  Make  a  Dress.     By  J.  A.  E.  Wood. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  6d. 
Instruction  in  Cookery.    A.  P.  Thomson. 

Cr.  Svo.     2S.  6d. 
Introduction   to   the   Study  of  Textile 

Design,  An.    By  Aldred  F.  Barker.  De7ity 

Zz'o.     TS.  6d. 
Millinery,   Theoretical  and  Practical. 

By  Clare  Hill.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  87'c.  zs. 
R£pouss6  Metal  Work.     By  A.  C.  Horth. 

Cr.  Svo.     zs.  6d. 


Handbooks  of  Theology 


The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation.     By  R. 

L.  Ottley,  D.D.     Fourth  Edition  revised. 

Demy  Svo.     12s.  6d. 
A  History  of  Early  Christian  Doctrine. 

By  J.  F.  Bethune-Baker,  M.A.    Demy  Svo. 

10s.  6d. 
An    Introduction    to    the    History   of 

Religion.       By     F.     B.     Jevons.     M.A., 

Lltt.D.  Fourth  Edition.   Demy  Svo.  10s.  6d. 


An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  the 
Creeds.  By  A.  E.  Burn,  D.D.  Demy 
Svo.     10s.  6d. 

The  Philosophy  of  Religion  in  England 
and  America.  By  Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D. 
Detny  Svo.     loj.  (sd. 

The  XXXIX.  Articles  of  the  Church  of 
England.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
D.D.    Sixth  Edition.    Demy  Svo.     12s.  6d. 


The  Westminster  Commentaries 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 


The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.    Edited  by  R. 

B.    Rackham,    M.A.     Demy  Svo.     Fourth 

Edition,     xos.  M. 
The  First  Epistle  of  Paul  the  Apostle 

to  the  Corinthians.    Edited  by  H.  L. 

Goudge,  M.A.    Second  Ed.   Demy  Svo.    ds. 
A    Commentary    on    Exodus.      By  A.    H. 

M'Neile,  B.D.      With  a  Map  and  3  Plans. 

D'mySvo.     10s.  6d. 
The  Book  of  Ezekiel.     Edited  H.  A.  Red- 
path,  M.  A.,  D.Litt.     Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 


The  Book  of  Genesis.  Edited  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D. 
Seventh  Edition    Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

Also,  to  be  obtained  separately.  Additions 
and  Corrections  in  the  Seventh  Edition  of 
the  Book  of  Genesis.     Demy  Svo.     is. 

The  Book  of  Job.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
D.  D.     Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo.     6s. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  James.  Edited  with  In- 
troduction and  Notes  by  R.  J.  Knowling, 
D.D.     Demy  Svo.     6s. 


Part   II. — Fiction 


AlbanesJ  (E.  Maria).    SUSANNAH  AND  | 
ONE    OTHER.      Fourth   Edition.       Cr. 
Svo.     6s.  I 

THE    BLUNDER   OF   AN   INNOCENT. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

CAPRICIOUS  CAROLINE.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

LOVE    AND    LOUISA.      Second   Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.    6s.     Also  3/edium  Svo.    6d. 

PETER,  A  PARASITE.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  BROWN  EYES  OF  MARY.      Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

I    KNOW  A    MAIDEN.       Third  Edition. 
Cr,  Svo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 


THE  INVINCIBLE  AMELIA:  Tni: 
Polite  Adventuress.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Annesley  (Maude).  THIS  DAY'S  MAD- 
NESS.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Anstey  (F.).  A  BAYARD  FROM 
BENGAL.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 

Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE.    Medium  Svo.    6d. 

Aveling  (Francis).  ARNOUL  THE  ENG- 
LISHMAN.    Cr.  Svo.    6s, 

Bag-ot  (Richard).   A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.   6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
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THE    PASSPORT.     Fourth   Edition.     Cr. 

%vo 
TEMPTATION.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  ivo. 

ANTHONY  CUTHBERT.  Fourth  Edition 
Cr.  8r'0.     6i. 

LOVE'S  PROXY.  A  Xe-M Edition.    Cr.  Svo. 
6s. 

DONNA     DIANA.      .<!econd  Edition.      Cr. 

8:0.     6s.     Also  .Medium  Zz'O.     td. 

CARTING  OF  NETS.  Twel/th  Edition.  Cr. 

Zt-ii.     6s.     Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Balfour   (Andrew).      RY    STROKE    OF 

SWORD.     MediumZvo.     6d. 
Ball  (Oona  H.)  (Barbara  Burke).     THEIR 

OXFORD  YEAR.     With  16  Illustrations 

Cr.  Zvo.    ts. 
BARBARA  GOES  TO  OXFORD.    With  16 

Illustrations.   Third  Edition.    Cr.  %vo.     6s. 
Baring-aould(S.).     ARMINELL.    Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zz'o.  6s. 

.\lso    Medium  Z-.'o.  6d. 
URITH.     Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Also  Mediutn  Zz'o.     6d. 
IN  THI-:  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.     .Seventh 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  .Medium  Svo.    6d. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 
MARGERY     OF     QUETHER.         Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Sc>o.     6s. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.     Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
JACQUETTA.    Third  Edition.    Cr.Zvo.    6s. 

KITTY  ALONE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
N06MI.     Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition.     Cr. 
Sx'o.    6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 

THE    BROOM-SQUIRE.       Illustrated. 
Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  .)fedium  Svo.     6d. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

GUAVAS   THE    TINNER.        Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

BLADYS  OF  THE  STEWPONEV.     Illus- 
trated.   Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

PABO  THE  PRIEST.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

WINEFRED.     Illustrated.    Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     td. 

ROYAL  GEORGIE.  Illustrated.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

INDEWISLAND.   Second  Ed.    Cr.Svo.  6s. 

THE  FROBISHERS.     CrownSvo.     6s.  ; 

Also  Afedium  Svo.     6d.  1 

DOMITIA.    IIlus.    Second  Ed.    Cr.Svo.    6s. 

MRS.  CURGENVEN  C.i"  CURGENVEN.  ! 
Crown  Svo.     6s.  I 

LITTLE  TU'PENNY.    Medium  Svo.     6d.      \ 

FURZE  BLOOM.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 

Barnett  (Edith   A.).     A  WILDERNESS 
WINNER.    Second  Edition.    Cr.Svo.    6s 


Barr  (James).     LAUGHING  THROUGH 

A  WILDERNESS.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Barr  (Robert).       IN    THE    MIDST   OF 
ALAR.MS.      Third  Edition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 

THE      COUNTESS      TEKLA.  Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Afedium  S7'0.    (xi. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    6s.    Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 
THE      TEMPESTUOUS      PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated.     Third  ]'-dition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 
JENNIE    BAXTER    JOURNALIST. 

.'\Iedium  Svo.     6d. 

Begbie  (Harold),  THE  CURIOUS  AND 
DlVERTINi;  ADVENTURES  OV  SIR 
JOHN  SPARROW;  or,  The  Progress 
OF  AM  Oi  emAIind.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s, 

Belloc  (H.),  EMMANUEL  BURDEN, 
MERCHANT.  With  36  Illustrations  by 
G.  K.Chestekton.  Second  Fd.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

A  CHANGE  IN  THE  CABINET.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Benson(E.  F.)  DODO  :  A  Detail  of  the 
Day.  Fifeettth  l-'.dition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 

THE  VINTAGE.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 

Benson  (Marsraret).  SUBJECT  TO 
VANITY.     Cr.Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Birniin;;ham  (George  A.).  THE  BAD 
TI.MES.     Second  Edition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 

SPANISH  GOLD.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.    6s. 

THE  SEARCH  PARTY.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Bowles   (Q.    Stewart).     A    GUN-ROOM 

DITTY  BOX.    Second  Ed.  Cr.Svo.    11. 6d 
Bretherton     (Ralph      Harold).       THE 

MILL.      Cr.Svo.     6s. 

AN  HONEST  MAN.     Second  Edition.  Cr. 

Svo.     6s. 

Bronte  (Charlotte).     SHIRLEY.    Medium 

Svo.     6d. 

Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).  ACRO.SS  THE 
SALT  SEAS.     .Medium  Svo.     6d. 

Caffyn  (Mrs.)  ('Iota').  ANNE  MAULE- 
V  !•:  R  E  k .     .Mediu  m  Zvo.    6d. 

Campbell  (Mrs.  Vere).  F  E  R  R  I  B  V. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s, 

Capes  (Bernard).  THE  EXTRAOR- 
DINARY CONFESSIONS  OF  DIANA 
PLEASE.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

A  JAY  OF  ITALY.    Fourth  Ed.   Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

LOAVES  AND  FISHES.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

A  ROGUE'S  TRAGEDY.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  GREAT  SKENE  MYSTERY. 
.Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  LOVE  STORY  OF  ST.  BEL.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
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THE  LAKE  OF  WINE.   Medium  Zvo.  6d. 
Carey  (Wymond).    LOVE  THE  JUDGE. 

Second  Edition.     Ct.  %vo.     ts. 
Castle  (Agnes  and  Egerton).     FLOWER 

O'    THE    ORANGE,    and    Other    Tales. 

With  a   Frontispiece  in   Coiour  by  A.   H. 

Biickland.     Tliird  Edition.     Cr.%vo,     ts. 
Charlton    (Randal).      1\I  AVE.      Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     ks. 
THE  VIRGIN  WIDOW.     Cr.  8w.     6j. 
Chesney  (Weatherby).    THE  MYSTERY 

OF    A     BUNGALOW.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     ds. 
Clifford  (iVIrs.  W.  K.).      THE   GETTING 

WELL   OF  DOROTHY.       Illustrated  by 

Gordon  Browne.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  ?>vo. 

ZS.  id. 
A  FLASH  OF  SUMMER.  Medium  Zvo.  6d. 
MRS.  KEITH'S  CRIME.  Mediutn  Zvo.  td. 
Conrad  (Joseph).  THE  SECRET  AGENT: 

A  Simple  Tale.  Fourth  Ed.  Cr.  Sfo.  6s. 
A  SET  OF  SIX.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
Corbett     (Julian).       A    BUSINESS    IN 

GREAT  WATERS.     Third  Edition.    Cr. 

Sz'O.     6s.     Also  Afedium  Szjo.     6d. 
CorelH  (Marie).    A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO 

WORLDS.  Twenty-Ninth  Ed.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
VENDETTA.   Tzvetity-Seventk  Edition.  Cr. 

Z-jo.  6s. 

THELMA.     Fortieth  Ed.     Cn  8™.    6.f. 

ARDATH  :  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD 
SELF.    Nineteenth  Edition.    Cr.  Zfo.    6s. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Sixteenth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

WORMWOOD.  Seventemth  Ed.  Cr.  Zvo. 
6s. 

BARABBAS:  A  DREAM  OF  THE 
WORLD'S  TRAGEDY.  Forty-Fourth 
Edition.     Cr.  Sz'O.     6s. 

THE  SORROW S  OF  SATAN.  Fi/tyFifth 
Edition,     Cr.  Zvo.     6s, 

THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN.  Twelfth 
Edition.     \T]th  Thousand.      Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

TEMPORAL  POWER:  A  STUDY  IN 
SUPREMACY.  Second  Edition.  150/A 
Thousand.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  :  A  SIMPLE  LOVE 
STORY.  Thirteenth  Edition.  150th  Thou- 
sand.    Cr.  %vo.     6s. 

HOLY  ORDERS  :  the  Tragedy  of  a 
Quiet  Life.  Second  Edition.  T.2oth 
1  housatid.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE    MIGHTY  ATOM.        Twenty-eighth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zt'O.     6s. 
BOY :  a  Slcetch.     Eleventh  Edition.    Cr.  Svo. 

6s, 
CAMEOS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
Cotes  (IVlrs.  Everard).     See  Duncan  (Sara 

Jeannette). 

Cotterell  (Constance).  THE  VIRGIN 
AND  THE  SCALES.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 


Crockett   (S.   R.),     LOCHINVAR.     Illus- 
trated.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svc.     6s. 
A  Iso  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Second  Ed. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Croker  (Mrs.  B.  M.).  THE  OLD  CAN- 
TONMENT.  Cr.Svo.     6s. 

JOHANNA.  Second  Edition.    Cr.  Sz'o.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Sz'O.     6d. 

THE  HAPPY  VALLEY.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

A  NINE  DAYS'  WONDER.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS.  Seventh 
Ed.    Cr.  Svo.    6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 

ANGEL.    Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

A  STATE  SECRET.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo.     y.  6d.     Also  Medium  Sz'O.     6d. 

KATHERINE  THE  ARROGANT.  Sixth 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Crosbie  (Mary).  DISCIPLES.  Second  Ed. 
Cr.  Svo.   6s. 

Cuthell  (Edith  E.).  ONLY  A  GUARD- 
ROOM  DOG.  Illustrated  by  W.  Parkin- 
son.    Crown  Sz'O.     3J.  6d. 

Dawson  (Warrington).  THE  SCAR. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Sz'O.     6s. 

THE  SCOURGE    Cr.  Sz'o.    6s. 

Deakin  (Dorothea).  THE  YOUNG 
COLUMBINE.  With  a  Frontispiece  by 
Lewis  Baumhr.    Cr.  Sz/o.    6s. 

Deane  (Mary).     THE   OTHER    PAWN. 

Doyle  (A.  Coiian).     ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.     Eleventh  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Sz'o,     6d. 

Dumas  (Alexandre).    See  page  46. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.  Everard 
Cotes).  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 

A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION.      Illus- 
trated.    Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

COUSIN  CINDERELLA.  .Second Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE      BURNT      OFFERING.        Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Eldridge(aeorgeD.).  INTHE POTTEJi'S 

HOUSE.     O.  Svo.     6s. 
Eliot  (George).     THE    MILL  ON    THE 

FLOSS.     Medium  Sz'o.     6d. 

Erskine  (Mrs.  Steuart).  THE  MAGIC 
PLUMES.     Cr.  Sz'o.    6s. 

Fenn  (G.  Manville).    SYD  BELTON  ;  or, 

The  Boy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea.  Illus- 
trated by  Gordon  Browne.  Second  Ed. 
Cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

Findlater(J,  H.).  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 
OF      BALGOWRIE.  Fi/th     Edition. 

Cr.  Szw.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

THE  LADDER  TO  THE  STARS.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s, 
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Flndlater   (Mary).      A    NARROW    WAY. 

Titird  EJiticn.     Cr.Zvo.     6r. 
O VE  R  T  H  K  H I LLS.     Second  Edition.    Cr. 

St'o.     (>s. 
THE    ROSE    OF  JOY.        Third   Edition. 

A  15LIN'D  UIRD'.S  NEST.  With  8  Illus- 
trations.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     ds. 

Fltzpatrlck  (K.)  THE  WEANS  AT 
ROWAl.LAN.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion,    Cr.  Zto.    6s. 

Francis  (M.  E.).  (Mrs.  Francis  Blunddl). 
STEPPING  WESTWARD.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

MARGERY  O'  THE  MILL.  Third 
Edition.     Cr.  ivo.     6s. 

HARDY-ON-THE-HILL.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

GALATEA  OF  THE  WHEATFIELD. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zz'o.     6s. 

Fraser  (Mrs.  HuRh).  THE  SLAKING 
OF  THE  SWORD.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

IN  THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  LORD. 
Third  Edition.     CrounSvo.     6s. 

GIANNELLA.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
6s. 

Fry  (B.  and  C.B.).  A  MOTHER'S  SON. 
Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     6s. 

Fuller- Alaitland    (Ella).       BLANCHE 

ESMEAD.     Second  Edition.    Cr.  ?>vo.    6s. 

Gallon    (Tom).      RICKERBYS     FOLLY. 

Medium  Zvo.     6d. 

Oaskell  (Mrs.).     CRANFORD.     .yfedium 

Svo.     id. 
MARY  BARTON.     Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
NORTH  AND  SOUTH.    Medium  %vo.     6d. 
Gates  (Eleanor).     THE  PLOW-WOMAN. 

Cr.  ii'O.     6s. 

Gerard    (Dorothea).       HOLY      .\IATRI. 

MONV.     ArediumZzo.    6d. 
MADE  OF  MONEY.     Medium  Zvo.    6d. 
THE      IMPROBABLE      IDYL.         Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  BRIDGE  OF  LIFE.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  LONDON.  Medium 
Zvo.    6d. 

Gibbs  (Philip).  THE  SPIRIT  OF  RE- 
VOLT.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Sz'O.     6s. 

Glsslnjj  (George).  THE  TOWN  TRA- 
Vi:i.Li:i<.     Mediuml-.'O.     6d. 

THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE.     Cr.  %vo.    6f. 
Also  Medium  St'O.     6d. 

Glanville  (Ernest).    THE  INCA'S  TREA- 
SURE.     Illustrated.     Cr.Zzo.     ^s.td. 
Also  Medium  ivo.     6d. 

THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.     Medium  ivo.     6d. 

Glelg  (Charles).      BUNTERS   CRUISE. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Zvo.     3^.  6d. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     td. 
Grlmin(The  Brothers).  GRIMMS  FAIRY 

TALES.     Illustrated.      Medium  Zvo.      6d. 


HaljT  (J.  C).  IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE 
TRUSTS:  \  Storv  of  1914.  Cr.  Zvo. 
is.  net. 

Hamliton   (M.).      THE   FIRST    CLAIM. 

Second  Edition.      Cr.  Zfo.     6s. 
Harraden  (Beatrice).      IN  VARYING 

MOODS,  Fourteenth  Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
THE  SCHOLARS  DAUGHTER.     Fourth 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

HILDA  STRAFFORD  and  THE  REMIT- 
TANCE MAN.  Twelfth  Ed.  Cr.  Zvo. 
6s. 

INTERPLAY.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    (is. 

Harrod(F.) (Frances  Forbes  Robertson). 

THE  TAMING  OF  THE  BRUTE.  Cr. 

Zvo.     6s. 

Hart     (Mabel).      SISTER      K.       Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Hichens  (Robert).     THE  PROPHET  OF 

HERK.ELEV  SQUARE.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

TONGUES    OF    CONSCIENCE.      Third 

Edition.     Cr,  Zvo.     6s. 

FELIX.     Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
THE  \VOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN.   Seventh 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
P.YEWAYS.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  GARDEN  OF  ALLAH.     Eighteenth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  BLACK  SPANIEL.     Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 
THE   CALL   OF  THE   BLOOD.     Seventh 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

CARBARY      SHEEP.        Second    Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     3f.  6d. 

Hope  (Anthony).  THE  GOD  IN  THE 
Car.     Eleventh  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.  Sixth  Ed.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
Also  .Medium  Zvo.     6tl. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  S.-xth  Ed.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
Mso  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 

THE   CHRONICLES    OF    COUNT  AN- 
TONIO.    Sixth  Edition.     Cr.Zvo.    dr. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 

PHROSO.      Illustrated   by  H.    R.    Millar. 
Eighth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvc.  6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.    6d. 

SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Eighth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zi'o.     6s. 

THE  KINGS  MIRROR.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

QUISANTE.    Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 

THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 

A  SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC.  Illus- 
tratcd.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s 

TALES  OF  TWO  PEOPLE.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece by  A.  H.  BUCKLAND.  Third  Ed. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  GREAT  MIS9  DRIVER.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  A.  H.  Bvckland.  Fourth 
Edition.     Cr.  ivo.     6s. 
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Hornung  (E.   W.)-     DEAD  MEN   TELL 

NO  TALES.     MediumZvo.     td. 
Housman  (Clemence).      THE  LIFE  OF 

SIR  AGLO VALE  DEGALIS.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
Hueffer  (Ford  Madox).      AN   ENGLISH 

GIRL :    A   RoMAN'CE.       Second    Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
MR.  APOLLO:   A  Just  Possible  Story. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Hutten (Baroness  von).     THE    HALO. 

Fifth  Edition.    Cr.  8rv.   6s. 

Hyne    (C.    J.    Cutcliffe),        MR.     HOR- 

ROCKS,  PURSER.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 
PRINCE  RUPERT,  THE  BUCCANEER. 

Illustrated.      Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Ingraham  (J.  H.).      THE  THRONE  OF 

DAVID.     Medium  Zvo.    6d. 
Jacobs  (W.  W.).         MANY    CARGOES. 

Thirty-first  Edition.     Cr.  Zz'o.      y.  6d. 
SEA  URCHINS.     Fifteenth  Edition..      Cr. 

Zvo.     3J.  6d. 
A  MASTER  OF  CRAFT.  Illustrated  by  Will 

Owen.     Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.   3J.  6d. 
LIGHT  FREIGHTS.     Illustrated  by  Will 

Owen  and  Others.     Eighth  Edition.     Cr. 

Zvo.     -.,s.  6d. 
THE  SKIPPER'S  WOOING.     Ninth  Edi- 
tion.   Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
AT    SUNWICH    PORT.       Illustrated-    by 

Will  Owen.   Tenth  Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  ^s.6d. 
DIALSTONE  LANE.     Illustrated  by  Will 

Owen.    Seventh  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    3J.  6d. 
ODD  CRAFT.      Illustrated  by  Will  Owen. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
THE  LADY  OF  THE  BARGE.    Illustrated. 

Eighth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
SALTHAVEN.     Illustrated  by  Will  Owen. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     -^j.  6d. 
SAILORS'    KNOTS.     Illustrated   by   Will 

Owen.    Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     3J.  6d. 
James  (Henry).  THE  SOFT  SIDE.  Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  BETTER  SORT.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE   GOLDEN   BOWL.      Third  EditioK. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Keays   (H.    A.    Mitchell).       HE    THAT 

EATETH    BREAD    WITH    ME.      Cr. 

Zvo.     6s. 
Ke8ter(Vaughan).  THE  FORTUNES  OF 

THE  LANDRAVS.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).      WITH  ESSEX 

IN  IRELAND.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Le    Queux  (William).      THE    HUNCH- 
BACK OF  WESTMINSTER.    Third  Ed. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
THE    CLOSED    BOOK.      Third    Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE     VALLEY     OF     THE     SHADOW. 

Illustrated.      Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
BEHIND  THE  THRONE.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 


THE  CROOKED  WAY.      Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Levett=Yeats  (S.  K.).    ORRAIN.    Second 

Edition.      Cr.    Zvo.      6s.       Also  Medium 

Zvo.     6d. 
THE  TRAITOR'S  WAY.  Medium  Zvo.  6d. 
Linton(E.  Lynn).  THE  TRUE  HISTORY 

OF    JOSHUA    DAVIDSON.      Medium 

Zvo.  6d. 
London  (Jack).    WHITE  FANG.    With  a 

Frontispiece    by    Charles     Rivingston 

Bull.    Seventh  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
Lubbock   (Basil).      DEEP    SEA    WAR- 

RIORS.      With    4    Illustrations.       Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Lucas  (St.  John).    THE  FIRST  ROUND. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Lyall  (Edna).      DERRICK   VAUGHAN, 

NOVELIST.      e,i,tk  Thousand.     Cr.   Zvo. 

3^.  6d.     Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Maartens  (Maarten).     THE  NEW  RELI- 
GION :  A   MoDEkN  Novel.     Third  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PRICE    OF    LIS    DORIS.      Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
BROTHERS    ALL ;    More     Stories    of 

Dutch  Peasant   Life.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
M'Carthy(JustinH.).     THE  LADY  OF 

LOYALTY  HOUSE.     Illustrated.    Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  DRYAD.   Second  Edition.   Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
THE   DUKE'S    MOTTO.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Macdonald      (Ronald).         A       HUMAN 

TRINITY.    Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zz'O.    6s. 

Macnaughtan  (S.).    THE  FORTUNE  OF 

CHRISTINA    M'NAB.      Fifth   Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
Malet  (Lucas).    COLONEL  ENDERBY'S 

WIFE.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.    Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.   Sixteenth  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  CARISSIMA.   Fifth  Ed.    Cr.Zvo.    6s. 

Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
THE   GATELESS   BARRIER.   Fifth  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE     HISTORY     OF    SIR     RICHARD 

CALMADY.  Seventh Eaition.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 

Mann  (Mrs.  M.  E.).  OLIVIA'S  SUMMER. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
A  LOST  ESTATE.   A  New  Ed.   Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
THE  PARISH  OF  HILBY.   A  Ne-w Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PARISH  NURSE.      Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
GRAN'MA'S  JANE.     Cr.  Zvo.     bs. 
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MRS.  PETER  HOWARD.    Second F.ilition. 

Cr.  ivo.    6s.     Also  MeJiutn  Zvo.     &</. 
A    WINTER'S   TAI.IC.       A    A'no  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s.     Also  .'^Ifdium  i-o.     td. 
ONE  ANOTHER'S  liUKDENS.      A  New 

Edition.     Cr.  Sfc.     6-f. 
Also  Mtdiutn  %to.     6d. 
ROSE  AT  HONEVPOT.      Third  Ed.    Cr. 

ivo.    ds. 
THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  PRINCE,      lllus- 

tr.ited  by  .M.  H.  Mann.     Cr.  8:o.     v.  td. 
WHEN  ARNOLD  COMES  Ho.ME.  Illus- 
trated by  M.  1!.  Mann.     O.  8i(j.     v.  Cd. 
THE  EGLAMORE  PORTRAITS.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  MEMORIES  OF  RONALD  LOVE. 

Cr.  S-v.    6s. 
THE  SHEEP  AND  THE  GOATS.     Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
A    SHEAF   OF    CORN.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zi'o.     6s. 
THE    HEART-SMITER.     Second  Edition 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
AVENGING  CHILDREN.  Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PATTEN  EXPERIMENT.    Medium 
%vo.     6d. 

THE  CEDAR  STAR.     Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Marchmont  (A.    W.).      MISER    HOAD- 

LEV'S  SECRET.     .%fediu>nZvo.     6d. 
A  MOMENT'S  ERROR.    MediumZvo.    6d. 

Marriott  (Charles).    GENEVRA.     Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zt'O.    6s. 

Marryat  (Captain).      PETER    SIMPLE 

Jffdiuin  Z7'o.     Cd. 

JACOB  FAITHFUL,     .^fedium  Zvo.    6d. 
Marsh  (Richard).    THE  TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE.   Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6ti. 

THE    MARQUIS   OF    PUTNEY.    Second 
Edition,     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

IN   THE   SERVICE   OF    LOVE.      Third. 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE     GIRL     AND     THE     MIRACLE. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

THE    COWARD    REHIND    THE    CUR- 
TAIN.   Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  SURPRISING  HUSBAND.    Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

A    IROVAL     INDISCRETION.       Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 

A  METAMORPHOSIS.    MediumZvo.    6d. 
THE  GODDESS.     Medium  Zvo.    6d. 
THE  JOSS.     MediumZvo.     6d. 

Marshall  (Archibald).      MANY  JUNES. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
IHE    SQUIRE'S    DAUGHTER.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 
Alason  (A.  E.  W.).      CLEMENTINA. 

Illustrated.      Third  Edition.     Cr.Zvo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Zi'O.     6d. 

Mathers  (Helen).    HONEY.    Fourth  Ed. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s,     Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 


GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT.      Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zi'O.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
THE  FERRYMAN      Second  Edition.     Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 
TALLY-HO!    Fourth  Edition.    Cr.Zvo.    6s. 
SAM'S  SWEETHEART.    MediumZvo.   6d. 
.Maud  (Constance).     A   DAUGHTER   OF 

FR.ANCE.     With .-»  Frontispiece.    Second 

Edition.     Cr.  S^-o.     6s. 
Maxwell (W.  B.).     VIVIEN.     Ninth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE    RAGGED    MESSENGER.       Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
FABULOUS  FANCIES.     Cr.  Zvo.    Cs. 
THE  GUARDED  FLAME.     Seventh  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
ODD  LENGTHS.   Second  Ed.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
HILL  RISE.   Fourth  Edition.    Cr.Zvo.   6s. 
THE  COUNTESS  OF   MAYBURY:    Bu- 

TWEEN    You    AND    I.     Fourth    Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

.Meade  (L.  T.).     DRIFT.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s.     Also  .Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
liESURGAM.   Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
VICTORY.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.      Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
HEPSY  GIPSY.   Illustrated.  Cr.Zvo.   2S.6d. 
THE  HONOURABLE  MISS:  A  .Storv  ok 

AN    Old-fashioned    Town.      Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     JJ.  6d. 
Melton  (R.).      CESAR'S  WIFE.      Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Meredith     (Ellis).        HEART     OF     MV 

HEART.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
Aliller  (Esther).     LIVING  LIES.     Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Mitford  (Bertram).    THE  SIGN  OF  THE 

SPIDER.       Illustrated.    Seventh  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d.     Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
IN    THE    WHIRL    OF    THE    RISING. 

Thi'd  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  RED  DERELICT.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Mole8Worth(Mr8.).  THE  RED  GRANGE. 

Illustrated.       Second   Edition.      Cr.    Zvo. 

3J.  6d. 
Montgomery  (K.  L.).    COLONEL  KATE. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 
Montresor(F.  F.).     THE  ALIEN.    Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
vlorriaon  (Arthur).      TALES  OF  MEAN 

STREETS.    Seventh  Edition.   Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.    Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  HOLE  IN  THE  WALL.    Fourth  Edi- 
tion.     Cr.  Zi'o.     6s.     Also  Medium  Zvo    6d. 
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TO    LONDON    TOWN.     Second  Ed.     Cr. 

Sao.     6s. 
DIVERS  VANITIES.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Nesbit(E.).  (Mrs.  H.  Bland).  THE  RED 
HOUSE.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s.      Also  Medium  '&vo.     6d. 

Noble  (Edward).  LORDS  OF  THE  SEA. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  &vo.    6s. 

Norris  (W.  E.).    HARRY  AND  URSULA: 

A  Story  with  two  Sides  to  it.     Second 

Edition.     Cr.  S710.     6s. 
HIS  GRACE.     MediumZvo.     6d. 
GILES  INGILBV.     Medium  Zvo.    6d. 
THE    CREDIT     OF     THE     COUNTY. 

Medium  Svo.    6d. 
LORD    LEONARD    THE     LUCKLESS. 

Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
MATTHEW  AUSTIN.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 
CLARISSA  FURIOSA.     Medium  Svo.      6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).     THE  LADY'S  WALK. 

Medium  Sz'O.     6d. 
SIR    ROBERT'S     FORTUNE.       Medium 

Svo.     6d. 
THE  PRODIGALS.    Medium  Svo.    6d. 
THE  TWO  MARYS.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 

Ollivant  (Alfred).  OWD  BOB,  THE 
GREY  DOG  OF  KENMUIR.  With  a 
Frontispiece.     Eleventh  Ed.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).     MASTER  OF 
MEN.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 

Oxenhara(John).  A  WEAVER  OFWEBS. 
With  8  Illustrations  by  Maurice  Greif- 
FENHAGEN.     Fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

THE  GATE  OF  THE  DESERT.  With 
a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure  by  Harold 
CoFfiNG.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

PROFIT  AND  LOSS.  With  a  Frontispiece 
in  photogravure  by  Harold  Copping. 
Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  LONG  ROAD.  With  a  Frontispiece 
in  Photogravure  by  Harold  Copping. 
Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  SONG  OF  HYACINTH,  AND 
OTHER  STORIES.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

MY  LADY  OF  SHADOWS.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Pain  (Barry).     LINDLEY  KAYS.     Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Parker  (Gilbert).  PIERRE  AND  HIS 
PEOPLE.     Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

MRS.  FALCHION.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.Svo. 
6s. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE    TRAIL    OF   THE    SWORD.     Illus- 
trated.    Tenth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 


WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  : 

The    Story   of  a   Lost   Napoleon.       Sixth 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Mediu>n  Svo.    6d. 
AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE   NORTH. 

The    Last   Adventures    of   'Pretty   Pierre.' 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  SEATS  OF  THE   MIGHTY.      Illus- 
trated.   Sixteenth  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
THE    BATTLE   OF    THE    STRONG:    a 

Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.     Illustrated. 

Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE    POMP    OF    THE    LAVILETTES. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  S7'0.     3s.  6d. 
Also  Medium  Se'C.     6d. 
NORTHERN    LIGHTS.     Fo7trth  Edition. 

Cr.    vo.     6s.  ~  TT^ 

Pasture    (Mrs.     Henry    de    la).      THE 

TYRANT.     Second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Patterson  (J.  E.).   WATCHERS  BY  THE 

SHORE.      Third  Edition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 
Pemberton   (Max).      THE    FOOTSTEPS 

OF    A    THRONE.      Illustrated.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zz'O.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
I    CROWN   THEE   KING.     With   Illustra- 
tions   by  Frank  Dadd    and    A.    Forrestier. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
LOVE  THE  HARVESTER:   A  Story  of 

THE  Shires.     Illustrated.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     y.  6d. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).    LYING  PROPHETS. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

THE  HUMAN  BOY.     With  a  Frontispiece. 
Seventh  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  I\Iediu}n  Svo.     6d. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  Second 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

THE  RIVER.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.   os. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

THE  AMERICAN  PRISONER.  Fourth 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  SECRET  WOMAN.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

KNOCK  AT  A  VENTURE.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Sro.      6s. 

THE  PORTREEVE.  Fourth  Ed.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

THP:  POACHER'S  WIFE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 

THE  STRIKINGHOURS.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  FOLK  AFIELD.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Pickthall  (Marmaduke).  SAID  THE 
FISHERMAN.   Seventh  Ed.    Cr.Svo.   6s. 

I5RENDLE.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  ISLAM.  Third  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
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'0' (AT.  QuHIer  Couch).     THE  WHITE 
WOLF.     Sfcon.i  Edition.    Cr.%vo.    (>s. 
Also  Mi\iium  i-'O.     bd. 

THE  M.WOR  OF  TROY.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  %vo.     6s. 

MERRY. O.VRDEN,  and  other  Stories. 
Cr.  S-'o.     6i. 

M.\JOR  VIGOUREUX.  T/iird  Edition. 
Cr.  Stv.     6s. 

Querldo  (Israel).  TOIL  OF  MEN.  Trans- 
l.-\teil  by  F.  S.  Arnold.     Cr.  Si'O.     6s. 

Kawson  (Maud  Stepney).  THE  EN- 
CHANTED GARDEN.  J'ourtA  Edition. 
Cr.  Sz'O.    6s. 

THE  EASY  GO  LUCKIES  :  or,  One  Way 
OF  Living.     Second  Edition.    Cr.  Sz'o.    6s. 

HAPPINESS.   Secomi Edition.  Cr.  %vo.   6s. 

Rhys    (Grace).         THE    WOOING     OF 

SHEIL.\.     Second  Edition.     Cr.Zvo.     6s. 
THE  BRIDE.     Second  Ed.     Cr.Zvo.     6s.- 
Ridgre   (W.   Pett).       LOST    PROPERTY. 

Second  I'.dilion.     Cr,  %z'o.     6s. 
Also  Medium  %vo.     6d. 
ERB.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Also  Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8fo.     -js.  6d.     Also  Afedium  Zz'o.     6d. 
A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS.     A  New  Edition- 

Cr.  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
MRS.    GALER'S   BUSINESS.     Illustrated. 

.Second  Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     6s. 
THE    WICKHAMSES.       Eourt/t  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
NAME   OF    GARLAND.       JAird Edition. 

Cr.  Sfo.     6s. 
SPLENDID  BROTHER.     T/tird Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
GEORGE  ami  THE  GENERAL.    Medium 

■ivo.    6d. 

Ritchie   (Mrs.    David  0.).      ^^\N    AND 

THE    C  .\  S  S  O  C  K.      Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Roberts  (C.  G.   D.).     THE   HEART   OF 

THE     ANCIENT     WOOD.       Cr.     Svo. 

3i.  6d. 
Robins   (Elizabeth).      THE   CONVERT. 

J'iiirdhditicn.      Cr.Zvo.     6s. 
Rosenkrantz    (Baron     Palle).        THE 

.MAGISTRATES      OWN     CASE.       Cr. 

Svo.     6s. 
Russell     (W,     Clark).       .MY     DANISH 

SWEETHEART.     Illusir.-iteJ.    Fi/tk 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
HIS    ISLAND    PRINCESS.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
Also  Medium  Svo.    6d. 
ABANDONED.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Also  Afedium  Svo.     6d. 
MASTER    ROCKAFELLARS    VOYAGE. 

Illustrated  by  Gordon  Brownk.     Fourth 

Edition.     Cr,  Sz'o.     3J.  6d. 


A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA.    Medium  Svo.    6d. 
Ryan  (Marah   Ellis).     FOR  THE  SOUL 

OF  RAFAEL.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 
Sandys   (Sydney).      JACIC    CARSTAIRS 

OF    THE    POWER    HOUSK.      Witii  4 

Illustrations     by     Stanley      L.     Wood. 

Second  Ilditicn.     Cr.Svo.     6s. 

Serjreant  (Adeline).     THE  PASSION  OF 

PAUL  MARILLIER.     Cro-.un  Svo.    6s. 
THE     Q  U  1:  S  T     OF     G  E  O  F  F  R  E  Y 

D  A  R  R  E  L  L.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  COMING  OF  THE  R.\NDOLPHS. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE    PROGRESS  OF  R.\CHAEL.      Cr. 

Svo.     6s. 
BARBARA'S  MONEY.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 
THE    MASTER    OF    BEECHWOOD. 

Medium  Sr'O.     6d. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND.     Second  Ed. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s.      Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME.  Medium 

Svo.    6d. 
Shelley(Bertha).  ENDERBY.    Third  Ed. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Sidffwick   (Mrs.    Alfred).      THE    KINS- 

M.\N.      With    8    Illustrations    by    C.     E. 

Brock.     Third  Edition.      Cr.  S-'O.    6s. 
THE  SEVERINS.   Fourth  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
Smith  (Dorothy    V.    Horace).        MISS 

MON.\.     Cr.  &7'o.    3s.  6d. 
Sonnichsen  (Albert).    DEEP-SEA  VAGA- 


BONDS.    Cr. 


6s. 


Stewart  (Newton  v.).     A  SON  OF  THE 

EMPEIiOR  :  Bkim;  Passages  kr^m  thk 

'       Like  of  Enzio,  King  ok  Sardinia  and 

Corsica.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Sunbury   (Georjre).      THE    H.VPENNV 

MILLIONAIRE.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  6d. 
Surtees   (R.    S.).       HANDLEY    CROSS. 
Illustrated.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 
I  MR.    SPONGES      SPORTING      TOUR. 
I        Illustrated.     Medium  Svo.     6d. 
ASK -MAMMA.     IlUis.     .'\redium  Svo.     &/. 

Swayne  (Martin  Lutrell).  THE  BISHOP 
AND  THE  L.MA'.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Thurston (E.  Temple).   MIRAGE.  Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Underbill  (Evelyn).  THE  COLUMN  OF 
DUST.     Cr.S.-o.     6s. 

Urquhart  (M.).  A  TRAGEDY  IN  COM- 
MON I'LACE.     Second  Ed.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Vorst  (Marie  Van).  THE  SENTIMEN- 
TAL ADVENTURES  OF  JI.MMY  BUL- 
STRODE.     Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

IN  AMBUSH.     Second  Ed.     Cr.  Sr-o.     6s. 

Waineman  (Paul).  THE  BAY  OF 
1,  I  L  .V  C  S  :  A  Rom.Tnce  from  Finland. 
Second  JCdition.     Cr.  Siw.     6s. 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  FOREST.  Cr.  Zvo. 
6s. 
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Walford  (Mrs,  L.  B.).     MR     SMITH., 

Medium  itvo.     6d. 
THE    BABY'S    GRANDMOTHER. 

Medium  Zvo.     td. 
COUSINS.     Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
TROUBLESOME  DAUGHTERS.  Medium  j 

Zvo.    td.  j 

Wallace   (General    Lew).     B  E  N-H  U  R. 

Medium  ivo.     6d. 
THE  FAIR  GOD.     Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Waltz  (Elizabeth  C).     THE  ANCIENT 

LANDilARK  :  A  Kentucky   Romance. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Watson  (H.   B.   Marriott).       TWISTED 

EGLANTINE     Illustrated.      Third  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  %vo.    (>s. 
THE  HIGH  TOBY  :  Being  further  Chapters 

in   the   Life   and  Fortunes  of  Dick  Ryder, 

otherwise  Galloping  Dick.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece.    Third   Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
A      MIDSUMMER       DAY'S       DREAM. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PRIVATEERS.     Illustrated.     Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
A    POPPY    SHOW :    Being    Divers    and 

Diverse  Tales.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  HEART.    Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Sr'O.     6s. 
THE    CASTLE    BY    THE    SEA.       Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THE  ADVENTURERS.   Medium  Zvo.    6i. 
Wcbling    (Peggy).      THE    STORY    OF 

VIRGINIA  PERFECT.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Srv.    6s. 
Weekes  (A.  B.).    THE  PRISONERS  OF 

WAR.     Medium  Zvo.     6d. 
Wells  (H.   G.).    THE  SEA    LADY.    Cr. 

Zvo.     6s.     Also  Medium  Svo.     6d. 
Weyman  (Stanley).    UNDER  THE  RED 
ROBE.    With  Illustrations  by  R.  C.  WooD- 

viLLE.      Twenty-Second  Ed.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Whitby  (Beatrice).     THE  RESULT  OF 

AN  ACCIDENT.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 
Zvo.     6s. 
White  (Percy).    THE   SYSTEM.     Third 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 


A     PASSIONATE     PILGRIM.       Medium 

Zvo.     6d. 
LOVE  AND   THE  WISE   MEN.       Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Williams  (Margery).      THE    BAR.      Cr, 

Zvo.     6s. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.).  THE  AD- 
VENTURE OF  PRINCESS  SYLVIA. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  WOMAN  WHO  DARED.  Cr.  Zvo. 
6s. 

THE  SEA  COULD  TELL.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  CASTLE  OF  THE  SHADOWS. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

PAPA.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Williamson  (C.   N.    and   A.    M.).      THE 

LIGHTNING   CONDUCTOR:    The 

Strange  Adventures  of  a  Motor  Car.     With 

i6  Illustrations.    Seventeenth  Edition.    Cr. 

Zvo.     6s.     Also  Cr.  Zvo.    is.  net. 

THE    PRINCESS     PASSES :    A  Romance 

of  a  Motor.      With  1 6  Illustrations.    Ninth 

Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

MY  FRIEND  THE  CHAUFFEUR.     With 

i6  Illustrations.     Tenth  Edit.     Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 

LADY  BETTY  ACROSS  THE  WATER. 

Tenth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
THE     CAR    OF    DESTINY     AND     ITS 
ERRAND    IN    SPAIN.     With   17   lihjs- 
trations.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  BOTOR  CHAPERON.     With  a  Fron- 
tispiece in  Colour  by  A.  H.  Buckland,  16 
other  Illustrations,  and  a  Map.     Fifth  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
SCARLET  RUNNER.    With  a  Frontispiece 
in  Colour  by  A.  H.  Buckland,  and  S  other 
Illustrations.     Third  Ed.    Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
SET    IN    SILVER.     With   a  Frontispiece. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 

Wyllarde  (Dolf).      THE    PATHWAY   OF 

THE  PIONEER  (Nous  Autres).     Fourth 
Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

Veldham  (C.    C).      DURHAM'S   FARM. 
Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 


Illustrated.     Crown  Svo. 


ed. 


The  Getting  V.'ell  of  Dorothy.     By  Mrs. 
W.  K.  Cliflford.    Second  Edition. 

Only   a   Guard-Room  Dog.     By  Edith  E. 
Cuthell. 

Master   Rockafellar's  Voyage.      By  W. 
Clark  Russell.     Fourth  Edition. 

Syd  Belton  :  Or,  the  Boy  who  would  not  go 
to  Sea.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn.    Second  Ed. 


The  Red  Grange.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 
A  Girl  of  the  People.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Fourth  Edition. 
Hepsy  Gipsy.     By  L.  T.  Meade,     ■zs.  6d. 
The  Honourable  Miss.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Second  Edition. 
There  was  once  a  Prince.     By  Mrs.  M.  E. 

I\Iann. 
When  Arnold  comes  Home.    By  Mrs.  M.  E. 

Mann. 
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The  Novels  of  Alexandre  Dumas 

Medium  8;w.      Price  Gil.      J)ouble  Volunies,  U. 


Act6. 

The  Advekturks  of  Captain  pAMriiiLt. 

Amai'kv. 

The  liiKD  OF  Fate. 

The  Black  Tui.ir. 

The  Casti.e  of  Epi'stein. 

Cathkri.ne  Blum. 

Ckcm.k. 

The   Chevalikr    D'Harmental.     (Double 

volume.)    \s. 
Chicot  the  Jester. 
Conscience. 
The  CoNvic'i's  Son. 
The  Corsican  Brothers  ;  and  Otjio    the 

Archer. 
Ckoi'-Eared  Jacquot. 
DoM  Gorenflot. 
The  Fatal  Comhat. 
TiiK  Fencing  Master. 
Fernanue. 
Cabriel  Lambert. 
Oeorges. 

The  Great  Massacre. 
Henri  dk  Nav.\kre. 


HfiLfeNE   DE   ChAVERNV. 

The  HoROSCorE. 

Louise  de  la  VALLifenK.    (Double  volume.) 

The  Man   in    the    Iron    Mask.      (Double 

volume.)     i.f. 
MaItre  Adam. 
The  Mouth  of  Hell. 
Nanon.     (Double  volume.)    \s. 
Pauline  ;  Pascal  Bruno  ;  and  Bontekok. 
PfeRE  LA   Ruine. 
The  Prinxe  of  Thieves. 
The  Rkminiscences  of  Antonv. 
KouiN  Hood. 

The  Snowball  and  Sultanetta. 
svlvandikk. 

Tales  of  the  Suternatural. 
Tales  of  Sirange  Adventure. 
The  Three  Musketeers.    (Double  volume.) 

\s. 
The  Tragkdv  of  Nantes. 
Twenty  Years  After.  (Double  volume.)  a. 
The  Wild-Duck  Shooter. 
Tub  Wolf-Leader. 


Methuen's  Sixpenny  Books 

Medium  8ev\ 


Albanesi    (E.    Maria).      LOVE    AND 

LOUISA. 
I  KNOW  A  MAIDEN. 

Anstey  (F.).     A  P.AVARD  OF  BENGAL. 
Au8ten(J.).    PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE. 

Bajrot  (Richard).    A  ROMAN  MVSTERV. 
CASTING  CJK  NETS. 
DONNA  DIANA. 

Balfour    (Andrew).      BY    STROKE    OF 
SWORD. 

Barinjr-Gould  (S.).     FURZE  BLOOM. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA. 

KITTY  ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE  BROOM  SQUIRE. 

IN  TIIK  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA. 

NOKMI. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.    lUustralcJ. 

LITTLE  TU'PENNY. 

WINEFKED. 

THE  FROBISHERS. 

THE  QUKEN  OF  LOVE. 

ARMINELL. 

Barr   (Robert).      JENNIE    BAXTER. 
IN  THE   MIDST  OF  ALARMS. 
niE  COUNTESS  TEKLA. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY. 

Benson  (E.  F.).     DODO. 
THE  VINTAGE. 

Bronte  (Cliarlotte).    SHIRLEY. 


Browncll    (C.     L.).     THE    HEART    OF 
JAl'AN. 

Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).      ACROSS  THE 

SALT  SEAS. 

Caffyn  (Mrs.).     ANNE  MAULEVERER. 
Capes   (Bernard).       THE    LAKE    OF 

WINE. 
Clifford  (Mrs.    W.    K.).    A    FLASH    OF 

SU.MMEK. 
MRS.   KEITH'S  CRI.MK. 
Corbett    (Julian).         A    BUSINESS    IN 

GREAT  WATERS. 
Croker  (Mrs.  B.  M.).     ANGEL. 
A  STATE  SECRET. 
PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS. 
JOHANNA. 
Dante    (Alighieri).        THE     DIVINE 

COMEDY  (Ciry). 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).     ROUND  THE  RED 

LAM1>. 
Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette).      A  VOYAGE 

OF  CONSOLA  TION. 
THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS. 
Eliot  (George).      THE  MILL  ON  THE 

FLOSS. 
Findlater    (Jane     H.).       THE     GREEN 

GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 
Gallon  (Tom).     RICKERBY'S  FOLLY 
GaskelKMrs.).     CRANFORD. 
MARY  BARTON. 
NORTH  AND  SOUTH. 


Fiction 
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Gerard    (Dorothea).       HOLY     MATRI- 
MONY. 
THE  CONQUEST  OF  LONDON. 
MADE  OF  MONEY. 

GissingCa).  THE  TOWN  TRAVELLER. 
THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE. 

Glanvllle    (Ernest).       THE     INCA'.S 

TREASURE. 
THE  KLOOF  BRIDE. 

Gleig  (Charles).     HUNTER'S  CRUISE. 

Grimm     (The     Brothers).        GRIMMS 
FAIRY  TALES. 

Hope  (Anthony).     A  MAN  OF  MARK. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR. 

THE  CHRONICLES    OF  COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 
THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES. 

DEAD  MEN  TELL 


THE  THRONE  OF 


Hornung  (E.  VV.). 
NO  TALES. 

Ingraham  (J.  H.). 

DAVID. 

LeQueux(W.).     THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

Levett-Veats  (S.  K.).    THE  TRAITOR'S 

W.\.Y. 
ORRAIN. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn).      THE    TRUE    HIS- 
TORY OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON. 

LyalKEdna).     DERRICK  VAUGHAN. 

Malet  (Lucas).     THE  CARISSIMA. 
A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION. 

Mann    (Mrs.   M.    E.).       MRS.    PETER 

HOWARD. 
A  LOST  ESTATE. 
THE  CEDAR  STAR. 
ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDENS. 
IHE  PATTEN  EXPERIMENT. 
A  WINTER'S  TALE. 

Marchmont  (A.   W.).      MISER    HOAD- 

LEY'S  SECRET. 
A  MOMENT'S  ERROR. 

Marryat  (Captain).     PETER  SIMPLE. 
JACOB  FAITHFUL. 

Marsh  (Richard).  A  METAMORPHOSIS. 

THE  TWICKENHAM  PEERAGE. 

THE  GODDESS. 

THE  JOSS. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.).    CLEMENTINA. 

Mathers  (Helen).     HONEY. 
GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM'S  SWEETHEART. 
Meade  (Mrs.  L.  T.).     DRIFT. 
Miller  (Esther).    LIVING  LIES. 

Mitford  (Bertram).    THE  SIGN  OF  THE 
SPIDER. 


Montresor(F.  F.).    THE  ALIEN. 

Morrison    (Arthur).      THE    HOLE    IN" 
THE  WALL. 

Nesbit  (E.)     THE    RED    HOUSE. 

Norris(W.  E.).     HIS  GRACE. 

GILES  INGILBY. 

THE  CREDIT  OF  THE  COUNTY. 

LORD  LEONARD  THE  LUCKLESS. 

MATTHEW  AUSTIN. 

CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).     THE  LADY'S  WALK. 
SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE. 
THE  PRODIGALS. 
THE  TWO  MARYS. 

Oppenheim  (E.  P.).    MASTER  OF  MEN. 

Parker  (Gilbert).     THE  POMP  OF  THE 

LAVILETTES. 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC. 
THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD. 

Pemberton  (Max).      THE    FOOTSTEPS 

OF  A  THRONE. 
I  CROWN  THEE  KING. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).     THE  HUMAN  BOY. 
CHILDREN   OF  THE  MIST. 
THE  POACHER'S  WIFE. 
THE  RIVER. 

'Q'    (A.     T.     Quiller     Couch).      THE 

WHITE  WOLF. 

Ridge  (W.Pett).  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE. 

LOST  PROPERTY. 

GEORGE  and  THE  GENERAL. 

ERB. 

Russell  (W.  Clark).     ABANDONED. 
A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA. 
MY  DANISH  SWEETHEART. 
HIS  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 

Sergeant  (Adeline).    THE  MASTER  OF 

BEECHWOOD. 
BARBARA'S  MONEY. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME. 

Sidgwlck   (Mrs.   Alfred).      THE  KINS- 

INIAN. 

Surtees    (R.    S.).       HANDLEY    CROSS. 
MR.  SPONGE'S  SPORTING  TOUR. 

ASK  MAMMA. 

Walford  (Mrs.  L.  B.).     MR.  SMITH. 

COUSINS. 

THE  P.ABY'S  GRANDMOTHER. 

TROUBLESOME  DAUGHTERS. 

Wallace  (General  Lew).     BEN-HUR. 
THE  FAIR  GOD. 

Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott).  THE  ADVEN- 
TURERS. 

Weekes  (A.  B.).     PRISONERS  OF  WAR. 

Wells  (H.  G.).     THE  SEA  LADY. 

White  (Percy).  A  PASSIONATE 
PILGRIM. 
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